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WHY  1739? 


How  many  times  has  the  question  been  asked,  "Why  1739?".  Why  is 
1739  always  given  as  the  date  when  the  town  was  first  settled? 
What  exactly  happened  in  1739?  Is  there  any  historical  basis 
for  the  number  or  was  it  arrived  at  by  throwing  dice?  Weren't 
there  town  meetings  held  before  1739? 

The  answer  to  the  last  question  is  yes.  There  were  several 
town  meetings  held  before  1739-the  first  on  6 October  1737.  But 
these  early  town  meetings  were  held  elsewhere  (the  first  was  in 
Watertown)  for  the  very  good  reason  that  there  were  no  settlers 
in  the  town  itself. 

But  at  a meeting  held  on  Friday  8 June  1739  (this  time  at  an 
inn  in  Waltham)  John  Brewer  entered  into  an  agreement  with  the 
proprietors  to  build  a saw  mill  on  the  mill  lot  (located 
somewhere  in  the  middle  of  the  present  Lake  Garfield)  for  sixty 
pounds,  ond  to  complete  it  within  six  months.  The  contract  was 
carried  out,  and  so  John  Brewer,  his  co-workers,  and  their 
families  became  the  first  settlers  in  what  was  later  Tyringham 
sometime  between  June  and  December  of  1739. 


C.E. 


***■****■* 


PICNIC 

On  Sunday,  30  July,  the  first  day  of  Tyringham' s weeklong 

extravaganza,  nearly  200  town  residents  showed  up  at  Shaker 

Pond  for  a bring-your-own  picnic  given  by  Maggie  Howard  and 
Sidney  and  Brian  Urguhart.  After  an  ominously  stormy  week,  it 
was  wonderful  to  see  the  sun  shining  and  to  get  such  a good 

turnout.  In  a last  minute  check  the  evening  before,  we  found 
out  that  several  dozen  uninvited  guests  had  spotted  the  yellow 
and  white  striped  tent  and  already  established  themselves  at 
the  beach.  But  on  Sunday,  the  morning  of  the  picnic,  the 

unwelcome  flock  of  Canada  Geese  had  flown  off--perhaps  to  Goose 
Pond? 

It  was  fine  to  see  Harvey  Choquette  back  on  his  feet  after  so 
many  months  of  enforced  quiet,  and  Dot  very  much  in  the  swim  in 
her  purple  bathing  suit.  We  remember  with  pleasure  the  arrival 
of  four  Fennelly  ghosts  from  the  18th  century,  in  breeches, 
buckled  shoes,  tri-corn  hats  and  long  gowns,  and  Georgia 
Birkett,  in  her  Shaker  garb.  And  all  those  children — filling 
buckets  with  sand,  jumping  off  the  raft,  paddling  the  canoe, 
and  bobbing  around  in  inner  tubes.  And  the  taste  of  the 
scrumptious  beautifully  decorated  cakes  brought  by  Liz  Slater 
and  Betty  Cernik — quickly  devoured  even  though  many  picnickers 


had  come  straight 
Pavilion. 

from  the 

pancake 

breakfast 

at  the 

Firemen ' s 

All  in  all,  it  was 

a grand 

occasion 

and  one 

we  would 

love  to 

find  an  excuse  to  repeat  next  summer. 


Sidney  Urguhart 


******** 


THE  PARADE 


In  front  of  the  Tyringham  Town  Hall  sat  the  judges  for  the 

250th  birthday  parade  for  the  Town  of  Tyringham.  Maria  Cole, 
Bill  Roerick,  Sheila  Caseley,  Charles  Slater,  Sr.  , Lilja  Rizzo, 
Michael  Fraser,  and  Maggie  Howard  waited  anxiously,  with  the 

crowd,  for  the  parade  to  begin. 

Leading  off  was  the  color  guard  of  the  Gt.  Barrington  VFW. 

Other  military  entries  were  Lee  VFW,  W.  Stockbridge  Post 
American  Legion  and  Sandisfield  Post  American  Legion. 

Our  Town  Selectmen,  Peter  Curtin,  Chairman,  Richard  Heath  and 

Mary  Hale  greeted  all  from  an  open  car.  Our  Honored  Grand 
Marshall  , Sir  Brian  Urquhart,  long  time  Under  Secretary 

General  for  political  affairs  at  the  United  Nations. 

Next  came  Tyringham' s Famous  Hayseed  Firemen  in  overalls,  straw 
hats,  and  red  neckerchiefs  carrying  brooms,  shovels,  and  pails 
of  candy.  They  arrived  with  a tiny  tot,  chief  Jimmy  Curtin's 
grandson,  Joey  Capitanio.  The  Hayseeds,  led  by  our  1940  fire 
engine,  included  Charles  Loring,  Neil  Curtin,  Adam  Fennelly, 
Ricky  Loring,  and  Everett  Fennelly,  Jr.  They  were  followed  by 
our  newest  fire  engine  and  smartly  outfitted  regulars,  Leo 
Whalen,  former  fire  chief  leading,  Carl  Curtin,  Charles  Slater, 
Jr.  , Gerry  Curtin,  Tim  Schaefer,  and  Tim  Stanton.  Larry  Cernik 
rode  in  the  truck,  driven  by  Chuck  Loring. 

Tyringham's  oldest  resident,  Millicent  McIntosh,  appeared  in  an 
open  car  with  her  daughter,  Susan,  both  smiling  at  the  crowd.  A 
golden  cane  was  presented  to  Millicent  by  Peter  L.  Curtin, 

Selectman . 

The  various  fire  companies  who  came  to  brighten  up  our  parade 

were  Sandisfield,  Lanesboro,  Gt.  Barrington,  Monterey,  Otis, 

Lee,  Lenox,  Lenoxdale,  Becket,  S.  Lee,  and  Egermont.  They 

brought  tankers,  ladders,  and  rescue  trucks  to  delight  the  kids 
young  and  old. 

The  Town  of  Monterey  had  a beautiful  antique  fire  wagon  pulled 
by  three  black,  powerful  Percherons,  owned  by  Ray  Tryon.  The 
Town  of  Lee  had  an  antique  steamer  pulled  by  two  strong  and 

beautiful  Belgians  owned  and  driven  by  Ralph  Rotondo. 

The  Lenox  Fire  Department  showed  off  their  first-in-history 
motorized  American  LaFrance  fire  engine.  The  Gt.  Barrington 

Fire  Company  used  manpower  to  pull  their  handsome  old  fire 

apparatus . 

We  were  thrilled  with  the  impressive  Royal  Knights. 

The  Honorary  Grand  Marshall,  Arnold  Hale,  rode  atop  of  a 
wonderful  old  wagon  pulled  by  a team  of  Belgians  owned  by  Jim 
Leahey . 

Then  along  came  the  Berkshire  Highlander's  Bagpipe  Band  in 
their  swirling  kilts  and  proud  steps  to  thrill  us  all  with 
eerie  sounds. 


Old  cars  were  scattered  throughout  the  lineup.  James  Cook's 
Model  A 1935  Ford,  a 1937  Dodge,  1930  Packard,  Bob  Baum's 
Model  a 1929  Ford,  Ed  Drake's  1930  Chevrolet,  Milt  North's  1951 
Ford  Pick-Up,  1957  Chevrolet,  Model  T Ford,  1967  Convertible, 
Richard  Birkett's  Model  A Ford  Convertible  with  a rumble  seat. 
Jack  Cody's  1953  Ford,  George  VanZandt's  1954  Ford,  and  George 
Brook's  1920  Reo. 

Governor  Michael  Dukakis  with  his  wife,  Kitty,  headed  the  list 
of  officials  who  honored  us  with  their  presence.  Senator 

Peter  Webber,  Representative  Chris  Hodgkins,  City  Commissioner 
Peter  Menard,  Selectmen  of  Gt.  Barrington,  Lee,  Monterey,  and 
Berkshire  County  Sheriff  Carmen  Massamiano  also  marched.  Chief 
Ron  Loring  drove  the  Otis  Cruiser  and  a State  Police  Car  also 

escorted  the  Governor. 

The  Shrirers  drove  their  tiny  go-carts  around  and  around  to  the 
delight  of  all.  The  Blue  Kiwanis  Float  was  decorated  with 

awards  received,  representing  all  of  Berkshire  County.  Former 
Lt.  Governor  Fred  Leuchs  of  Monterey  and  the  present  Lt. 
Governor  Willard  Blanchette  took  part. 

The  Town  of  Monterey's  elegant  Surrey  with  the  fringe  on  top 
carried  beautifully  dressed  folks,  the  rig  pulled  by  a team  of 
handsome  chestnut  Belgians  driven  by  Ellen  Pearson  was  a flashy 
picture . 

Then  Indians  in  regalia  stood  proud  and  picturesque  in  woodland 
setting  like  the  very  early  inhabitants  roamed.  Another  team 

of  chestnut  Belgians  pulled  the  float.  The  Indians  were  real 

and  at  present  are  working  on  an  archaeological  dig  in 

Monterey,  "Old  Tyringham" . 

"Ye  Olde  Circuit  Preacher",  Paul  D'Angona,  drove  the  pony  cart 
with  wife,  Teri,  and  daughter,  Natalie.  Their  son,  Nathan,  was 
perched  on  the  back.  This  created  a nostalgic  entry. 

Another  trip  to  the  days  of  yore  was  depicted  by  our  own 
"Country  Doctor"  Charles  W.  Stratton,  Jr.  of  Lee.  Dr.  Stratton 
who  is  one  of  a long  line  of  family  doctors  drove  the  Birkett 

black  doctor's  buggy  and  was  ready  for  any  emergency  with 
satchel  close  by.  The  grey  Arabian  owned  by  Loren  Sirko  made  a 
striking  unit. 

The  Tyringham  Center  School  Group,  in  bonnets,  long  skirts,  and 
children's  period  clothes,  depicted  school  days  of  1876.  The 
last  teacher  of  the  school,  Maureen  Walsh  Salvatore,  (before 
its  closing  in  1978)  rang  her  small  school  bell.  She  callled 

the  three  scholars,  Rebecca  Weaver,  walking,  Allison  Joyner  and 
Luke  Salvatore  riding  ponies  with  their  books  and  lunch  pails 

strapped  to  their  saddles.  "Mother"  of  the  students,  Martha 
Birkett  Joyner  lead  the  ponies  and  children  to  school. 

The  smart  and  precise  Marquis  Fife  & Drum  Corps  came  along 
dressed  in  Revolutionary  War  white  uniforms  playing  stirring 
music . 

Sheffield  honored  us  with  their  presence  as  a fine  group 
dressed  in  colorful  period  costumes  they  had  used  for  their  own 


250th  birthday  celebration  in  1983. 

Everyone  loved  the  three  pair  of  powerful  and  well  trained  oxen 
owned  by  the  Carl  Armbrewster  family.  This  made  us  think  back 
to  slower  modes  of  transportation  and  work. 

The  Passo  Fino  horses  gave  a spirited  display.  These  belonged 
to  the  Schneiders. 

Louisa  and  Mellie  Gilder  were  lovely  pictures  of  young  pony 
Nancy  Garner  and  her  mount  who  turned  31  that  day  headed  a 
group  of  skillful  horsemen. 

Then  came  Janice  Curtin  and  her  daughter,  Lori,  with  Melissa 
Colvin. 

The  Goose  Pond  Association  had  a great  float  with  picnicers, 
Gina  DeSantis,  Kelly  Palmer,  Teresa  Bragdon,  our  Town  Clerk, 
and  Beth  Puntin  as  Appalachian  Trail  hikers  and  a scene  of 
fishing  on  the  pond  with  John  Cannon  as  Grover  Cleveland 
accompanied  by  a young  boy,  Billy  DeSantis  in  a real  boat. 

A Summer  Day  in  Tyringham  was  the  theme  of  The  Stone  Design 
float  entered  by  Richard  and  Rick  Loring.  It  had  a beautifully 
landscaped  garden  and  desert  scene  enclosed  with  stone  walls. 
There  was  a huge  250th  birthday  cake  at  the  front  of  the  float 
surrounded  by  happy  children,  E.J.  Abbott,  an  Indian  boy,  Amy, 
Ashley,  and  Kristen  Hall  were  dressed  in  colonial  garb  as  well 
as  their  mother  in  the  rocking  chair,  Ann  Pelligrini.  Dot 
Loring  drove  the  truck  with  Henry  Hall  helping.  The  other 
member  of  the  family,  Kevin  Dougherty,  was  dressed  as  a clown 
and  helped  with  the  sanitation  crew. 

The  Hale  Family  float  depicting  farming  in  the  Tyringham  Valley 
from  early  times  to  the  present  had  an  old  sap  tub,  an  old  sap 
boiling  stove,  a cider  barrel,  and  many  old  hand  tools.  The 
folks  on  the  float  were  dressed  in  colonial  attire.  They  were 
Sarah  Donald,  Suzanne  Hale  in  an  old  rocking  chair  with  her 
children  Brody  and  Maria  nearby.  Alice  Hale  tended  three  calves 
in  the  pen,  a Holstein,  Jersey,  and  an  Ayrshire.  David 
Whittemore  drove  the  truck.  This  float  was  escorted  by  three 
huge  modern  farm  tractors  driven  by  Donald  Bienvenue,  father 
Roy  in  the  cab,  Christian  Bienvenue,  and  Christene  Hale  their 
mother. 

Tyringham 's  oldest  service  group.  The  Hop  Brook  Community  Club, 
entered  a float  which  depicted  some  of  the  activities  of  past 
and  present.  A beautiful  Christmas  quilt  made  by  Etta  Jeanette 
Smith  Slater  dated  December  25,  1886  and  a crib  quilt  made  for 

Sammy  Slater  by  Grace  Slater  with  farmer  boys  hung  on  the 
riggin  of  the  float.  A miniature  model  of  the  Tyringham  Union 
Church,  an  old  pedal  sewing  machine  draped  with  a baby 
coverlet,  the  Birkett  Farm  spinning  wheel,  a quilt  rack  holding 
a Vermont  Start  quilt,  a blue  and  white  double  wedding  ring 
quilt  with  geese  flying  and  a pink  baby  crib  quilt  were  on 
display.  The  Hale  family  quilt  frame  held  an  old  Hale  quilt. 
April  Slater  attractively  dressed  in  colonial  costume  attended 
them.  There  was  an  old  typewriter  with  a page  from  Tyringham 
Topics  reeling  out  and  a speaker's  stand  with  a diploma  and  a 


mortar  board  hanging  on  it.  Also  prominently  featured  was  a 
large  mug  commemorating  the  250th  anniversary.  The  flowers  were 
significant  of  the  ones  that  are  given  at  Christmas  to  the 

shut-ins.  Tom  Fennelly  with  little  Tom's  help  drove  the 

tractor.  The  club  members  who  helped  with  the  float  were  Dot 
Choquette,  Sarah  Hudson,  Virginia  Caruthers,  Carolyn  Canon,  and 
Georgia  Birkett.  Others  who  helped  were  Liz  and  April  Slater, 
Putt  and  Holly  Darey,  Cathy  Fennelly,  Paul  Salvatore,  Dick  and 
Eva  Birkett  and  Tom  Fennelly. 

Balloons  filled  every  empty  space  while  clowns  cavorted 

everywhere.  The  Lee  Central  School  Band  played  rousing  music 
and  we  noted  our  own  Mark  Curtin  drumming  away! 

Several  sanitation  crews  made  up  of  our  kids  helped  keep  the 

route  clean.  Mike  Curtin,  Kathy  Fennelly,  Jason  Joyner,  Mark 
Curtin,  Mark  & Christopher  Cowell,  Paul  Salvatore,  Kevin 

Dougherty,  Seve  Curtin,  and  J.D.  Reber  did  a fine  job. 

Betty  Cernik  did  more  than  her  part  to  help  and  we  are  all  very 
grateful . 

The  celebration  committee.  Chairman  Peter  L.  Curtin,  Everett 
Fennelly,  Francis  Darey,  Edward  Fennelly,  Richard  Loring,  and 
Thomas  Curtin  marched  at  the  end  of  the  parade  and  received  a 
great  round  of  applause  for  all  their  hard  work  and  planning  of 
13  months.  The  Tyringham  Parade  and  festivities  were 

accomplished  at  last.  "A  Wonderful  Time  for  All". 

Georgia  Birkett 


******** 


TYRINGHAM  OF  TOMORROW 

Dressed  as  future  naturalists,  Aubrey  Choquette  and  Nicole 
Brown  carried  the  banner  entitled  "Tyringham  of  Tomorrow"  for  a 
float  of  local  mothers  and  children  in  the  parade.  This  float 
was  inspired  by  a similar  one  in  the  1939  parade.  Gilly  Palmer 
provided  the  flat-bed  truck  which  was  decorated  by  Sue 
Choquette,  Mary  Ann  Brown,  Nini  Gilder  and  Penny  Borax 
(Donald)  . It  was  driven  by  Rob  Roy  Kimberley  and  Mathew  Ryan  of 
Otis.  The  older  children  dressed  as  they  would  like  to  when 
they  grow  up.  The  following  children  were  on  board;  Stephanie 
Washburn  (in  riding  clothes);  Andrew  Slater  (a  farmer)  with  his 
little  sisters  Ellie  and  Eliza;  Luke  and  Ben  Perkins  (as 
baseball  players) ; David  Donald  (a  race-car  driver)  and  his 
brother  Adam:  Noah  Choquette  (a  farmer) ; Alexis  Brown  (a 
gardener) ; Dyan,  Colin  and  Tyler  McCullough;  Gabrielle  Cosel  (a 
fish!)  and  Molly;  Richard  Gilder  (as  Superman)  and  Nannina  (a 
ballerina) . 


N.G. 


******** 


CHAMBER  MUSIC  IN  THE  CHURCH.... 


On  Monday  night,  July  31st,  under  the  leadership  of 

Tyringhamite  Eugene  Lehner,  a large  audience  was  held 
spellbound  by  a concert  of  chamber  music  in  the  Union  Church. 
Mr.  Lehner,  who  plays  the  violin  and  viola,  joined  the  Boston 
Symphony  Orchestra  (B.S.O.)  in  1939,  and  from  1940  until  the 

present  he  has  been  a teacher  of  students  there.  He  was  a 
faculty  member  at  Brandeis  and  Boston  University  and  still 
teaches  at  New  Englad  Conservatory,  from  which  he  received  a 
Doctorate. 

Alfred  Schneider,  violinist,  studied  at  the  Eastman  School  of 
Music,  and  joined  the  B.S.O.  in  1955,  before  which  he  had  been 
a member  of  the  Rochester  Civic  Symphony,  and  the  St.  Louis 

Symphony . 

Earl  Lincoln  Hedberg  joined  the  B.S.O.  in  1956.  He  has  played 
both  violin  and  viola;  he  has  taught  at  Wellesley  College  and 
was  a member  of  the  Gabrielle  String  Quartet.  He  retired  from 
the  B.S.O.  in  1982,  and  he  and  his  wife  live  in  Lee,  on  the 
edge  of  Tyringham. 

Joseph  and  Maryann  McClelland  Pietropaolo  live  actually  in 
Tyringham.  He  plays  the  violin  and  viola,  and  studied  under 
Eugene  Lehner  in  1954  and  1956.  He  had  a Fulbright  Scholarship 
to  study  Viola  D'Amora  in  Rome.  In  1960  he  joined  the  B.S.O. ; 
he  has  served  on  several  musical  faculties  and  also  as  soloist 
on  a number  of  important  occasions.  Maryann  studied  cello  at 
Carnegie  Mellen  and  at  Chataugua,  NY,  where  she  was  first 

cellist  of  the  student  orchestra  at  the  age  of  18.  In  1955  she 
studied  at  Tanglewood  with  Eugene  Lehner,  and  graduated  from 

the  New  England  Conservatory,  and  studied  with  various  well 
known  cellists.  She  has  taught  cello  at  a number  of  schools, 
and  at  present  is  on  the  faculty  of  Phillips  Exeter  Academy. 

The  program  was  as  follows:  Haydn  Quartet  in  9 Major  Op.  77 

#1,  Mozart  Quintet  in  9 Minor  K.  516,  Alfred  Schneider,  violin; 
Joseph  Pietropaola,  violin;  Earl  Hedberg,  viola;  Eugene  Lehner, 
viola;  Maryann  Pietropaola,  cello. 

The  Union  Church  was  packed  to  the  furthest  corners  by  a deeply 
appreciative  audience,  who  ignored  the  unusual  heat  and 
humidity  of  the  evening,  and  showed  their  pleasure  and 

gratitude  in  no  uncertain  way. 

Millicent  McIntosh 

...AND  SCRUMPTIOUS  GOODIES 

Directly  following  the  concert,  about  150  of  the  concert-goers 
strolled  down  the  hill  to  The  Golden  Goose  B & B,  where 
innkeepers  Lilja  and  Joe  Rizzo,  assisted  by  Jean  Aumann  of 

Lenox,  greeted  them  with  fresh  apple  cider,  iced  rasberry 
sun-tea  and  numerous  trays  of  homemade  donuts  of  every  kind, 
fruit  breads,  and  cookies  galore  - all  served  under  a Tyringham 
Tent  pitched  that  morning  by  the  250th  Celebration  Crew,  on 
tables  decorated  with  colorful  blooming  impatiens,  lit  on 

either  side  by  glowing  antique  oil  lamps. 

Nary  a drop  nor  a crumb  remained  as  the  last  guests  departed  to 
look  forward  to  the  next  celebration  event  of  this  full  week  of 
Tyringham 's  birthday  festivities. 


Lilja  Rizzo 


THE  PET  SHOW 


It  seemed  to  us  only  fair  that  the  four-footed,  two-clawed, 
slimy,  furry,  hairy,  scaly,  and  feathered  residents  of 

Tyringham  be  allowed  to  participate  in  our  town's  250th 
anniversary  celebration. 

A pet  show  was  therefore  held  on  Monday  afternoon,  31  July,  at 
the  Urguharts'  house,  in  which  23  children  and  their  pets 
participated . 

First  to  arrive  at  the  gathering  place  was  Mark  Curtin,  with 
his  handsome  and  beautifully  behaved  white  dog,  Sasha. 
Suddenly,  they  all  poured  in,  joined  at  the  fence  by  a 
thundering  herd  of  Fred  Havin' s friendly  Jerseys,  who  couldn't 
believe  what  was  happening.  The  air  was  filled  with  barks, 
meows,  moos,  whinnies,  hisses,  and  the  clicking  of  cameras. 

Even  Michelangelo  Turtle  Curtin,  entered  by  owner  Mike,  stared 
in  amazement.  Being  a member  of  a musical  family,  hoarse-voiced 
Homer  Beagle  Choguette  got  his  dates  all  mixed  up  and  thought 
he  was  at  the  Tanglewood  choral  try-outs.  But  he  settled  down 
beautifully  when  owner-trainer  Aubrey  set  him  straight.  Mittens 
Cat  Brown,  elegantly  dressed  up  by  owner  Alexis,  seemed 
straight  off  the  cover  of  -uh-  Catmopolitan  Magazine,  or 
perhaps  -uh-  Meowdemoiselle . Buzzer  Cat  Choguette  seemed 
.slightly  unnerved  at  first,  but  was  quietly  and  sensibly 
handled  by  owner-trainer  Noah.  We  got  a little  nervous  when 
sleek  Cody  Ferret  Bienevenue  put  the  evil  eye  on  Chick  Havill. 
"He  can  be  a little  mean",  admitted  owner  Chris  in  an 

interview.  But  Nate's  plucky  clucker  had  Wormy  Worm  and 

Nameless  Worm  McCullough  on  her(?)  mind.  Thanks  to  Tyler  and 
Colin's  watchful  eyes,  disaster  was  avoided.  Top  marks  go  to 

owner-trainers  Sarah  MacDonald  and  Mellie  Gilder  for  their 

professional  handling  of  lovely  felines  Onyx  and  Meg.  And  we 
were  relieved  and  grateful  to  Elizabeth  that  no  harm  came  to 
adorable  Henrietta  Kitten  Charpentier.  Pepper  Cat  Howard 
apologized  to  his  very  kind  and  patient  foster  owner  Stephanie 
Washburn,  for  keeping  things  under  control.  Brenda  decided  not 
to  harrass  Sarah  Bullock's  puppy  Casey,  probably  because  he  was 
so  cute. 

Lori  Curtin  led  the  pet  parade  with  truly  regal  authority, 
astride  her  handsome  horse  Tess,  who  seemed  totally  unfazed  by 

the  U.S.  flag  flapping  in  her  face,  "Stars  and  Stripes  Forever" 
blasting  in  her  ears,  and  the  highly  unusual  crowd  behind  her. 

She  was  followed  by  dapper  Twinkleberry  Pony  Gilder,  very 
professionally  handled  by  owner-coach  Louisa.  Calf  Havill  was 
among  the  better  marchers,  well  guided  by  owner-trainer  Brad. 
Jumper  Frog  McCullough,  forcibly  restrained  from  marching  by 
firm  trainer  Dylan,  told  everyone  to  go  jump  in  the  lake. 

Our  warmest  thanks  go  to  judges  Georgia  Birkett,  Maggie  Curtin 
and  Blaine  Littell,  who  had  the  overwhelming  task  of  awarding 
prizes  to  all  children  and  pets,  in  categories  too  numerous  to 
list  here.  The  over-all  prize  for  "pet  we  would  most  miss  if 
he  went  away  on  vacation"  went  to  Kevin  and  John's  Buckweat  Dog 
Clark,  who  arrived  fashionably  late,  and  reluctantly,  because 
he  thought  he  was  headed  for  the  vet.  Long  may  he  hand  out  at 
the  post  office! 


The  humans  all  seemed  to  have  a great  time,  and  congratulations 
are  due  to  the  children,  who  managed  beautifully.  As  for  the 
animals  - well,  we  hear  that  they  are  planning  their  revenge 
with  a show  of  their  own  - the  other  way  around 

Everybody  won  a prize  - here  is  tthe  list  of  the  handlers: 

Tyler  McCullough,  Lori  Curtin,  Mark  Curtin,  Mike  Curtin,  Aubrey 
Choquette,  Noah  Choquette,  Louisa  Gilder,  Mellie  Gilder,  Nicole 
Brown,  Alexis  Brown,  Nathan  D'Angona,  Elisabeth  Charpentier, 
Kevin  Clark,  Nadia  Hartman,  Brad  Havill,  Nathan  Havill,  Sarah 
MacDonald,  John  Clark,  Stephanie  Washburn,  Dylan  McCullough, 
Colin  McCullough,  Sarah  Bullick,  Chris  Bienvenue,  and  Kevin 
Clark. 

Maggie  Howard 


******** 


PETER  PAN 

On  the  evening  of  August  30,  the  Town  Hall  stage  was 
transformed  as  never  before  into  Never  Land,  and  Peter  Pan, 
Wendy,  John  and  Michael  flew  through  a packed  and  applauding 

house.  This  spirited  children's  performance  was  directed  by 

Robin  Hessman  of  Andover,  MA,  and  Bill  Cosel  and  Adrienne 

Miesmer  (Cosel)  of  Tyringham.  Under  their  supervision,  local 

children  painted  back  drops,  constructed  cardboard  trees, 
created  imaginative  costumes,  learned  acting  techniques  and 
choreography,  and  with  Sue  Choquette  at  the  keyboard  rehearsed 
rousing  choruses  of  "I  Won't  Grow  Up"  during  the  month-long 
preparations  in  the  Union  Church  Youth  Center. 

The  cast  was:  Wendy  - Gabrielle  Cosel,  John  - Nathan  D'Angona, 

Michael  - Mellie  Gilder,  Nana  - Molly  Cosel,  Mrs.  Darling 
Nicole  Brown,  Mr.  Darling  - Aubrey  Choquette,  Peter  Pan 

Louisa  Gilder,  Slightly  - Alexis  Brown,  Tootles  - Molly  Cosel, 
Curley  - Noah  Choquette,  Nibs  - Dylan  McCullough,  Captain  Hook 

- Nicole  Brown,  Smee  - Aubrey  Choquette,  Crocodile  - Kim 
Littell,  Tiger  Lily  - Alexis  Brown,  Starkey  - Johnny  Mitchell, 

Indian  Girl  - Tabitha  Pennington,  Pirate  Girl  - Smantha  Repp, 
Grown-up  Wendy  - April  Slater,  Jane  - Gabrielle  Cosel 

Most  of  the  participating  children  were  between  the  ages  of  6 
and  12  and  had  little  or  no  previous  acting  experience.  Two 
older  cast  members  were  valuable  additions  in  many  ways  beyond 
their  small  roles  - April  Slater  as  the  grown-up  Wendy  and  Kim 
Littell  as  the  Crodile  in  an  extraordinary  costume  created  by 
Penelope  Littell.  The  flying  sequences  were  achieved  with  the 

assistance  of  almost  invisible  black-clad  "fliers"  - Bill 
Cosel,  Adrienne  Miesmer,  Kim  Littell  and  Douglas  Repp,  Cookie 

Littell 's  husband.  The  musical  was  supported,  in  part,  by  the 
Massachusetts  Arts  Lottery  as  administered  by  the  Tyringham 

Arts  Lottery  Council. 

Photo  of  cast  available  from  Ellis  Edmonds  of  Tyringham. 

Nini  Gilder 


******** 


COMMEMORATIVE  SERVICE 


On  Sunday  evening,  August  6,  1989,  the  Union  Church  held  a 

special  250th  Anniversary  service  in  the  spirit  of  the  earliest 
churches  of  Tyringham.  Though  Tyringham  may  have  been  settled 
in  1739,  it  was  nearly  60  years  before  a church  was  actually 
built  within  the  present-day  boundaries.  This  commemorative 
service  attempted  to  follow  a typical  order  of  worship  of  the 
late  18th  century. 

A 7:00pm  the  Tithingman,  Bill  Thober,  stood  facing  the 
gathering  of  parishoners  and  raised  his  foxtail  stick, 
beckoning  the  congregation  to  its  feet.  The  "Reverend  Mr.  Paul 
D'Angona"  entered,  garbed  in  black  robe,  nodding  solemnly  this 
way  and  that  to  his  assembled  flock.  He  took  his  place  at  the 
head  of  the  meeting  house  and  began  the  service  with  a reading 
of  Publick  Notices.  The  "larger  prayer"  followed. 

The  sermons  and  prayers  were  the  dominant  features  of  colonial 
services.  Music,  singing  and  even  reading  of  the  Scriptures 
only  came  into  the  order  of  worship  gradually  in  the  course  of 

the  18th  and  early  19th  century.  There  was  no  instrumental  or 
sung  music.  The  earliest  "singing"  was  limited  to  "lining  out" 
of  the  Psalms.  The  pastor  chose  a "precentor"  or  deacon  to  lead 
a melodic  reading  of  the  Psalms  with  the  congregation  repeating 
each  line  after  him. 

Following  the  "larger  prayer".  Precentor  Chuck  Frank  led  the 
congregation  in  the  lining  out  of  Psalm  23.  Excerpts  from  the 

historic  sermon  of  Jonathan  Edwards,  "Sinners  in  the  Hands  of 

an  Angry  God",  was  then  delivered  from  the  pulpit. 

The  sermon  was  followed  by  the  "shorter  prayer"  and  then  a 
hymn.  It  was  customary  for  the  congregation  to  sit  for  the 
hymn-singing  and  stand  for  the  prayers.  During  the  collection, 
soloist  Laura  Frank  sang  (a  capella)  "I  Love  to  Dwell  in 
Spirit",  a late  18th  century  Moravian  song. 

Following  the  benediction,  worshippers  left  the  sanctuary  and 
gathered  in  the  town  cemetery.  Brief  observances  were  held  at 

the  site  of  the  1797  Hop  Brook  Cemetery  Church  to  commemorate 

those  who  lived  and  worshipped  in  the  valley  before  us.  "A 

Covenant  Agreed  to  by  the  Church  of  Christ  in  Township  #1" 

dated  September  25,  17  50  and  written  by  the  church  founders  was 

read,  and  a hymn,  "O  God,  Our  Help  in  Ages  Past",  based  on 

Psalm  90  and  written  by  Issac  Watts  (1674-1748)  was  sung.  The 
gathering  dispersed  as  the  sun  set  over  the  Cobble  in  the  same 
glowing  hues  of  orange  and  purple  it  must  have  reflected  those 
many  years  ago. 


Sue  Choquette 


******** 


PICTURE  TYRINGHAM  CONTEST" 


It  all  started  with  the  obvious  question:  what  were  those 

three  elderly  gentlemen  doing  across  the  road  from  Asher 
Treat's  place? 

When  Penelope  and  I stopped  to  ask,  they  gave  us  the  obvious 
answer:  they  were  painting  the  Union  Church  with  its  rolling 
fields  in  the  foreground  and  the  light  green  of  early  spring 
just  beginning  to  touch  the  hills  in  back. 

They  were  working  fast,  their  brushes  moving  constantly, 
flicking  back  and  forth  between  canvas  and  palet,  never  pausing 
while  they  answered  our  questions.  Their  names  were  Bernard 
Corey  of  Grafton,  Martin  Ahearn  of  Rockport,  and  John  Loughlin 
of  Lincoln,  R.I.,  and  they  were  following  the  spring  north. 
They  did  this  every  year,  they  said.  And  as  often  as  they 
could,  they  stopped  in  Tyringham,  which  they  had  come  to  know 
well . 


"It's  the  only  valley  we  know  that  never  changes," 
Loughlin  told  us.  "We  hope  it  never  will!" 


Mr. 


That  was  enough  for  us.  If  three  outsiders  felt  this  way  about 
Tyringham  (which,  happily,  was  also  about  to  celebrate  its 
250th  birthday)  why  not  give  Tyringham 's  insiders  — and  its 
neighbors  — an  opportunity  to  express  themselves  in  the  same 
way? 

So  that's  how  the  "Picture  Tyringham"  competition  started. 
Word  was  spread.  Posters  were  stapled  to  walls.  The  Berkshire 
Eagle  did  a story.  Marble  Hardware  in  Lee,  the  Snap  Shop  and 
Shelly's  Art  Supplies  in  Great  Barrington,  and  Deco  Art,  Miller 
Supply  Co.  and  the  Photo  Shop  in  Pittsfield  generously 
contributed  gift  certificates. 

On  Deadline  Day,  forty-five  artists  and  photographers  stormed 
the  Tyringham  Town  Hall,  bearing  well  over  100  works  of  art  — 
all  of  them  depicting  Tyringham  in  its  various  moods  and 
seasons.  Too  much!  The  sponsors  were  overwhelmed.  Aid  arrived 
in  the  form  of  Frank  D' Amato  of  Monterey.  Overnight,  he  and 
Donald  Davis  turned  the  second  floor  of  the  Town  Hall  into  a 
professional  art  gallery. 

The  paintings  and  photographs  (and  Denny  Whalen's  "whirligig" 
sculpture)  were  on  exhibition  for  a week.  During  that  week, 
more  than  400  visitors  signed  the  guest  book.  Many  came  back  — 
again  and  again.  Grandmothers  returned  with  their 
grandchildren.  Grandchildren  returned  with  their  grandfathers. 
Wives  returned  with  their  husbands.  There  were  even  some 
husbands  who  returned  with  their  wives. 

Something  like  $1,000.00  was  raised  at  the  gallery  desk  through 
the  sale  of  mugs,  Tyringham  charters  and  books  — aa  to  the 
benefit  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club  and  the  Tyringham  Historical 
Commission.  Some  of  the  artists  put  their  paintings  and 
photographs  up  for  sale  — and  sold  them!  By  pre-arrangement, 
the  artists  split  the  proceeds  — a grand  total  of  $1,892.50! 
— with  the  "Keep  Tyringham  Beautiful  Fund". 


On  the  morning  of  the  final  day  of  the  exhibition,  the  doors 
were  closed  and  the  judges  went  to  work.  Chosen  for  their 
artistic  acumen,  as  well  as  their  bravery,  the  judges  included 
Jean  Brown,  Anne  Davis,  Wilson  Kierstead,  Adrienne  Miesmer  and 
(special  adviser,  children's  category)  Gabrielle  Cosel. 

Herewith  the  winners: 

Water  Color:  FIRST:  Frank  D' Amato,  "Ward  McCarthy  Farm"; 

SECOND:  Leonard  Weber,  "The  Tyringham  Cobble";  THIRD:  Sherrie 
Groman,  "Gravestone";  HONORABLE  MENTION:  Merecedes  Walls, 

Thomas  Rebeck  & Jennifer  Linton. 


Mixed  Media:  FIRST:  Amy  Fennelly,  "Barns";  SECOND:  Barbara 
Arpante,  "Abstract";  THIRD:  Louise  Saurel,  "School  House"; 
HONORABLE  MENTION:  Dennis  Whalen,  Amy  Fennelly,  Suzette  Alsop 
and  Philip  Littell. 


Oil  & Acrylic:  FIRST:  Suzette  Alsop,  "Shaker  Pond",  and  Judith 
Evans,  "Jerusalem  Road";  SECOND:  Christine  Hale,  "Sunset  Farm"; 
THIRD:  Sue  Treat,  "Pat  Clark's  House";  HONORABLE  MENTION; 

Judith  Evans  and  Lester  Clarke. 

Children's  Painting:  FIRST:  Louisa  Gilder;  SECOND:  Sean  Adams; 
THIRD:  Nadia  Hartman  and  Bryan  Davis. 


Photography:  FIRST:  Marcel  Tuchman,  "Fernside";  SECOND:  David 
Anderson,  "Early  Spring";  THIRD:  Donald  Davis,  "Tyringham 
Ferns";  HONORABLE  MENTION:  Linda  Stanley,  Deane  Clinker,  Marie 
Toole,  Pat  Clark,  Cliff  Hillman,  Jean  Germain,  Resse  Palmer  and 
Nancy  Garner. 

Most  Popular  Picture;  Dorinda  Moffatt,  for  "Five  Views  of 
Tyringham" . 

Public  Service  Award:  Julie  Edmonds,  for  "The  Tyringhamites" , a 
massive  commorative  panorama  of  the  valley  overpainted  with  the 
names  of  its  residents. 


After  it  was  all  over,  the  sponsors  received  a number  of 
wonderful  letters  from  participants  as  well  as  spectators.  One, 
from  Judith  Evans  of  Brooklyn,  was  particularly  gratifying. 
After  thanking  the  people  of  Tyringham  for  her  award,  Ms.  Evans 
added:  "It  was  fun  to  participate  in  the  exhibit  and  really 

grand  to  see  so  many  different  versions  of  the  same  beautiful 
places  in  Tyringham.  It  is  an  artist's  delight.  I've  been 
painting  it  for  about  8 years  and  constantly  find  more  and 
better  spots  to  work.  I would  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to 
commend  Tyringham  for  such  a well-planned,  balanced  and  joyous 
250th  celebration.  It  took  a lot  of  work  and  it  paid  off!" 

Thank  you,  Ms.  Evans  — and  thank  you  Tyringham! 


Blaine  Littell 


******** 


PARADE  AFTERMATH 


Saturday,  August  5,  1989 — the  next  to  the  last  day  of 

Tyringham's  250th  Anniversary  Celebration — the  day  of  the  Big 
Parade!  The  threat  of  rain  was  imminent,  the  promise  of  heat 

had  already  been  fulfilled.  Happily,  the  rains  never  came.  With 
the  long-awaited  parade  scheduled  to  commence  at  10  o'clock 
(intended  just  before  noon) , the  center  of  Tyringham  had  been 
humming  with  activity  since  early  morning. 

With  the  ending  of  the  parade,  attention  became  more 
concentrated  on  the  brightly-striped  open  tents  which  had  been 
set  up  in  the  town  park,  located  on  the  Main  Road.  Volunteers 
could  be  seen  unpacking  and  stacking  on  tables  myriad  wares  to 
be  offered  for  sale.  Among  others,  Mr.  Paul  Anish,  from  the 
Pittsfield  Post  Office,  was  dispensing  a special  Tyringham 
250th  Anniversary  post-card,  with  the  one-time  only 
cancellation  stamp  of  August  3,  1989.  This  cancellation  stamp 

had  been  available  on  a one-day  only  mailing — when  Irma  Clark 

did  a land-office  business  in  stamping  cards  and  letters.  Irma 

is  the  competent  lady  who  is  in  charge  of  Tyringham 's  Community 
Post  Office. 

On  a table  of  by  the  postal  display,  Clinton  Elliott,  Chairman 
of  the  Tyringham  Historical  Commission,  arranged  copies  of 
"Tyringham,  A Hinterland  Settlement",  to  which  has  been 

appended  an  index.  The  original  book  had  none.  Clint,  himself, 
undertook  the  unenviable  task  of  indexing.  The  book  is 
available  in  either  soft  or  hard  cover. 

At  an  adjacent  table,  Ina  Schnell,  a member  of  the  Hop  Brook 

Club,  was  busily  occupied  in  selling  mugs  and  books.  These  mugs 
were  designed  by  artist  Penelope  Littell,  and  are  very 

handsome.  A prime  feature  of  the  Club's  table  was  Nini  Gilder's 
updated  of  "Old  Tyringham  - A Pictorial  Record".  A truly 
beautiful  book,  it  contains  photographs  of  many  of  Tyringham' s 
old  houses,  and  lists  past  and  present  owners.  In  soft  or  in 
hard  cover,  they  sold  as  fast  as  they  could  be  unpacked. 

Adjacent  to  the  Hop  Brook  Club's  table,  Betty  Cernik, 
Tyringham' s able  and  energetic  tax  collector,  arranged  stacks 
of  the  popular  anniversary  T-shirts,  caps,  buttons,  and  bumper 
stickers.  As  the  parade  drew  to  its  close,  the  crowds  wandered 
to  the  tents  to  peruse  and  purchase.  In  the  early  afternoon, 
lunch  was  forthcoming  and  a hungry  crowd  had  the  choice  of  hot 
dogs,  hamburgers,  and  several  beverages. 

Lending  an  even  more  festive  air  to  the  gathering  was  a musical 
program  at  1:00pm  by  the  Berkshire  Highlanders.  This  concert 
was  sponsored  by  the  Arts  and  Lotteries  organization.  From  2:00 
to  5:00pm.,  Tom  Kelly's  Band  regaled  us  with  a program  of  Irish 
music . 

As  the  afternoon  wore  on,  various  games  were  in  progress  in  the 
field  outside  the  tents.  From  the  shouts  of  laughter,  and  the 
urgings  by  spectators  for  ever  greater  striving  on  the  part  of 
the  contestants,  it  was  obvious  that  a good  time  was  being  had 
by  all! 

Virinia  Caruthers  & Judy  Reber 


******** 


TYRINGHAM  250TH  CELEBRATION  PRIZES  AND  AWARDS 


PRIZE  WINNERS 
CHILDREN'S  CONTESTS: 

3 LEGGED  RACE:  (Age  6-12)  1st  Prize:  Christian  Bienvenue  & Nick 
Bunde;  2nd  Prize:  Kevin  Doherty  & Kevin  Clark;  3rd  Prize:  Amy 
Hunt  & Kristen  Hall  (Age  13-16)  1st  Prize:  Joe  Ribbins  & Jared 
Bunde;  2nd  Prize:  Kristen  Coty  & Lorie  Curtin 

MARSHMALLOW  RACE:  (Age  3-6)  1st  Prize:  Shannon  Campbell;  2nd 
Prize:  Kristen  Gelbert;  3rd  Prize:  Jessica  Fitzgerald  (Age 
7-10)  1st  Prize:  Darlene  Shaheen;  2nd  Prize:  Kristen  Hall;  3rd 
Prize:  Amy  Hunt  (Age  11-16)  1st  Prize:  Christian  Bienvenue;  2nd 
Prize:  Chrissie  Cinella;  3rd  Prize:  Joshua  Bussell 

SACK  RACE:  (Age  3-6)  1st  Prize:  Molly  Cosel ; 2nd  Prize:  Pamela 
Rosen;  3>"d  Prize:  Ricky  Gore  (Age  7-10)  1st  Prize:  Johnny 
Shaheen;  2nd  Prize:  Kristen  Hall;  3rd  Prize:  Kevin  Clark 

GREASED  POLE:  Kevin  Clark  ($50.00) 


PARADE 

BEST  APPEARING  FIRE  CO.:  1st  - Gt.  Barrington,  2nd 

Tyringham,  3rd  - Lenox 

ANTIQUE  FIRE  APPARATUS:  1st  - Lee,  2nd  - Gt.  Barrington,  3rd  - 

Lenox 

FLOATS:  1st  - Hop  Brook  Club,  2nd  - Sunset  Farm,  3rd  - Goose 

Pond 

ANTIQUE  CARS:  1st  - Bob  Baum  - 19  3 0 Packard,  2nd  - George 

Brooks  - 1929  Reo,  3rd  - Bob  Baum  - Model  T Ford 

HOUSE  & YARD:  1st  - Dorothy  Loring,  2nd  - Eddie  & Diane 
Fennelly,  3rd  - Georgia  Birkett 

OLD  DRESS  COSTUME  CONTEST:  1st  - Eddie  & Diane  Fennelly,  2nd  - 
Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly,  3rd  - Janice  Curtin 

TUG  OF  WAR  (FIRE  COMPANIES):  1st  - Lenox,  2nd  - Otis,  3rd  - Lee 

CROSS  CUT  SAW  CONTEST:  1st  - Jack  Coty  & Glen  Wilcox,  2nd  - 
Rodney  & Tunk  Loring,  3rd  - Rodney  & Chuck  Loring 

FOUL  SHOOTING  CONTEST:  1st  - Paula  Ranzoni,  2nd  - Gene  Curtin 


RAFFLE  WINNERS:  Live  Beef  - Ed  Williams,  Lumber  - R.  Ryan,  K.C. 
Gift  Box  - Lomewosbek,  Thermometer  - Evelyn  Loring,  K.C.  Gift 
Box  - Jack  Coty,  Drop  Lite  - Paul  Clark,  $50.00  - Lynn  Gangell, 

K.C.  Gift  Box  - Ralph  Julieano,  $50.00  - Judy  Julieano,  Gift 

Certificate  - Milt  North,  Serving  Knife  - Ann  Touponce,  Bar  & 
Chain  Oil  - Karen  Consolati,  $50.00  Bond  - Kurt  Alexander, 
Staple  Gun  - Mario  Buffoni,  Head  Set  - Brian  Ohler,  Sterio  - 
Moose  Hadley,  $50.00  - Barbara  Turner,  Case  of  Oil  - Ruth 

Goldmuntz,  Bar  & Chain  Oil  - Charles  Hunt,  Jr.,  Bank  - Amy 
Fennelly,  Mug  - Ruth  Goldmuntz,  Welcome  Mat  - Ed  Supple,  K.C. 
Gift  Box  - Rudy  Gero 


*■*■****** 


OLD  HOIVIECOMII^G 


In  order  to  inform  as  many  past  residents  as  possible  of  this 
important  event,  Georgia  Birkett,  Carolyn  Canon,  and  Alice  Hale 
sent  out  about  250  inivitations . This  resulted  in  a fair 
turn-out  of  Old  Timers,  and  some  not  so  old.  A number  of  those 
invited,  but  unable  to  attend,  wrote  nostalgic  letters  of 
personal  recollections,  which  were  quite  heart-warming. 

One  of  the  best  things  the  Celebration  Committee  planned  was  the 
"Homecoming  Covered  Dish  Supper".  It  followed  a great  hay  ride 
that  gave  our  villagers  a scenic  drive  from  the  Fireman's 
Favillion  up  Jerusalem  Road,  across  McCarthy  Road  to  the  Monterey 
Road  and  then  back  to  Main  Road  and  the  Firehouse.  Tractors  for 
the  ride  were  driven  by  Don  Hale,  Charlie  Slater  Sr.  Tom  Curtin, 
Gilly  Palmer,  Tom  Fennelly,  Charles  Loring,  Fred  Havill,  Steven 
Adams  and  Stephen  Hale.  The  supper  was  a great  success,  attended 
by  at  least  300  people.  The  firemen  and  their  wives  were  every- 
where keeping  everyone  fed  and  comfortable. 

G.B. 


GRAND  FINALE 

After  a day  filled  with  festivity  and  cheer,  Tyringham's  250th 
Anniversary  was  crowned  by  a superb  evening.  Dinner  for  close 
to  1100  people  was  provided  by  Bobbie  Crosby,  who  arranged  an 
attractive  buffet  on  several  tables  to  lessen  the  lines. 
Besides  the  Pavilion  there  was  ample  seating  at  round  tables 
under  huge  tents.  It  was  all  beautifully  arranged  by  an 
inimitable  combination  of  Bobbie  Crosby  and  our  Fire 
Department . 

The  Marguerite  Ricci  Band  played  dinner  music  from  5-7,  as 
people  had  their  plates  heaped  with  oven-fried  chicken,  ham, 
sesame  chicken  wings,  potato  salad,  cole  slaw,  and  Greek 
salad,  plus  cheese,  fruit,  and  brownies,  all  washed  down  with 
beer  and  sodas.  As  twilight  gathered  around  us,  children  darted 
in  and  out,  whisking  by  their  contented  elders,  playing  tag  and 
hide-and-seek  and  creating  their  own  summer  evening's  joy. 

At  8pm  Jack  Malumphy  and  his  Easy  Livin  Band  started  lively 

playing  for  dancing  and  listening.  The  dance  floor  became 

vibrant  with  leapers,  wigglers,  swayers  and  stompers,  as  much 
fun  to  watch  as  to  partake. 

As  dusk  fell,  the  music  took  a break  for  the  fireworks,  a 

breathtaking  display,  beautiful  beyond  any  expectation.  None  of 
us  remembers  every  seeing  such  glorious  fireworks,  and  the  oohs 
and  aahs  of  the  enraptured  crowd  were  testimony  to  a 

spectacular  show.  When  the  final  brilliant  bursts  were  over, 
the  bedazzled  viewers  returned  to  dancing  and  socializing.  A 
few  drifted  away  with  their  young,  calling  an  end  to  a perfect 
evening  - but  the  rest  kept  the  summer's  night  humming  till 
after  midnight,  reluctant  to  bid  farewell  to  this  most  happy 
celebration. 

Katherine  McLennan 


*■**■***** 


THE  HOP  BROOK  CLUB 


Not  surprisingly,  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club  focused  much  of 
its  energy  on  the  birthday  celebrations.  And  with  singular 
fiscal  acuity  managed  to  combine  these  activities  with  our 
usual  ones  of  raising  funds  for  deserving  community  projects. 
This  year  we  gave  scholarships  to  Melissa  McBrian  and  Michelle 
Mougin,  and  we  wish  them  good  fortune  in  their  further  studies. 

Nini  Gilder  completely  revised  "Old  Tyringham:  A Pictorial 

Record"  and  produced  a beauitiful  new  book,  "Views  of  the 
Valley"  and  Penelope  Littell  redesigned  our  mug. 

We  wish  to  thank  Richard  Nunley  for  being  kind  enough  to 
provide  our  fall  lecture  which  he  entitled  "Notes  From  a Doric 
Columnist".  The  talk  was  very  well  attended  — Mr.  Nunley's 
frans  came  from  all  over  the  Berkshires  and  the  evening  was 
most  successful. 

Penelope  Littell 

******** 


THE  TYRINGHAM  HISTORICAL  COMMISSION'S  REPORT 

To  help  celebrate  the  250th  anniversary  of  Tyringham' s 
settlement,  the  Historical  Commission  reissued  the  town's  1963 
history,  "A  Hinterland  Settlement",  by  Eloise  Myers,  which  had 
long  been  out  of  print.  New  information  about  the  naming  of  the 

town,  a list  of  the  original  proprietors,  and  two  indexes  - one 

of  subjects  and  another  of  personal  names  - were  added. 

The  Commission  organized  an  exhibit  of  old  photographs  of 
historical  interest,  which  were  chosen  and  mounted  by  Irma 

Clark  and  Agnes  Curtin.  Special  stands  for  the  frames  were 

built  by  Dick  Loring.  The  show  ran  for  a week  in  the  town  hall 
and  was  enthusiastically  received  by  a large  number  of 
visitors . 

A map  of  the  world  drawn  in  1821  by  Lucinda  Morse  (later  Mrs. 

Eber  Slater)  was  restored  at  the  Williamstown  Regional  Art 
Conservation  Laboratory.  The  experts  there  declared  that  the 
map  was  unique  and  of  great  historical  value.  The  Commission 
raised  the  money  for  the  restoration  and  framing  from  among  its 
members  and  donated  it  to  the  town.  It  is  hanging  in  the  town 

hall  for  all  to  admire. 

The  original  town  charter  drawn  up  in  17  62  on  the  authority  of 
King  George  III,  who  reigned  over  Massachusetts  as  well  as 
England,  lies  in  a vault  in  the  State  Capitol  in  Boston.  The 

Commission  had  copies  made:  one  was  framed  and  is  hanging  in 
the  Historical  Room;  others  may  be  bought  at  the  Post  Office 

for  $2  each. 

Clinton  Elliott 


******** 


THE  VALLEY  CLUB 


The  Valley  Club's  part  in  the  Town's  250th  birthday  celebration 
was  to  sell  I Love  Tyringham  buttons  and  bumper  stickers  as 
well  as  to  put  on  a wonderful  Pancake  Breakfast  with  real  maple 
syrup  donated  by  Arnold  and  Alice  Hale. 

It  was  a real  friendly  time  enjoyed  by  450  or  more  folks.  The 
firemen  and  their  wives  and  the  Celebration  Committee  and  their 
wives  pitched  in  to  help  serve  and  cook  sausages  and  pancakes 
with  real  butter  too. 

The  $711.00  realized  by  the  effort  was  given  to  the  Celebration 
Committee  to  help  defray  expenses. 


President  Mary  Smith 
Secretary  Barbara  Adams 


******** 


SLIDE  SHOW 

Throughout  the  days  of  our  celebration,  an  intrepid  band  of 
talented  and  tireless  recorders,  armed  with  microphones  and  still 
cameras,  covered  events  from  start  to  finish.  Under  the  overall 
direction  of  Ellis  Edmonds,  Bill  Cosel  and  Adrienne  Miesmer, 
Barney,  Julie  and  Tenji  Edmonds,  Chuck  and  Julie  Reich  and  Sarah 
Hudson  were  on  hand  from  the  first  flip  of  a pancake  to  the 
fading  of  the  bagpipe  band. 

They  photographed  and  tape  recorded  literally  everything  and 
everybody,  and  when  that  part  of  their  job  was  completed  they 
went  to  work  editing  and  assembling  an  audio-visual  show  of 
unparalleled  brilliance. 

Narrated  by  Bill  Roerick,  and  with  music  written  by  Clint  Elliott 
and  John  McLennan,  the  show  consisted  of  the  recorded  voices  of 
Tyringhamites  behind  a montage  of  black-and-white  and  color  slides 
depicting  Tyringham' s history,  its  scenic  beauty  and  its  people  — 
in  short,  all  those  things  that  make  Tyringham  what  it  is  today. 
The  show  was  put  on  twice  on  the  evening  of  November  25th.  in  the 
Town  Hall,  and  drew  standing  ovations  at  the  ends  of  both 
performances.  Afterwards,  several  members  of  the  crowd  commented 
that  it  made  them  laugh  and  cry  at  the  same  time. 

Video  copies  of  the  slide-show,  together  with  music  and  narration 
will  be  available  for  sale  as  a personal  record  of  our  250th. 
anniversary.  Proceeds  from  the  sale  of  these  tapes,  at  $25  each, 
will  go  to  the  Town  of  Tyringham. 


P.&B.L. 


VITAL  STATISTICS 


BIRTHS:  To  Charles  and  Debra  MacDonald  of  the  Main  Road,  a 

daughter,  Kayla  Marie,  on  March  25,  1989.  The  maternal 

grandparents  are  Walter  and  Ruth  Alter  of  Sunnyvale, 

California;  and  the  paternal  grandparents  are  Harold  and 
Christine  MacDonald  of  Lee  ...  A daughter,  Lisa  Jane,  was  born 
on  April  5,  1989,  to  Charles  and  Alice  Slater.  The  maternal 

grandparents  are  deceased;  Charles  E.  and  Elizabeth  Slater  are 

the  paternal  grandparents  ...  A son,  Thomas  William  Stern,  was 

born  on  April  18,  1989,  to  Theodore  and  Kathryn  Stern  of  Boston 

and  Tyringham.  The  maternal  grandparents  are  Leonard  and 
Eleanor  Greenthal  of  New  York  City;  the  paternal  grandparents 
are  Marvin  and  Libby  Stern,  also  of  New  York  City  ...  To 
Frederick  and  Dawn  Havill,  of  Jerusalem  Road,  a son,  Benjamin 
James,  was  born  on  September  26,  1989.  The  maternal 
grandparents  are  Lawrence  and  nancy  Dean  of  BEcket;  the 

paternal  grandparents  are  deceased  ...  A daughter,  Amara  Hale, 
was  born  to  Stephen  and  Suzanne  Wilson  Hale  on  October  30, 
1989.  The  maternal  grandparents  are  Francis  Wilson  and  the  late 
Katherine  Wilson.  Don  and  Mary  Hale  of  the  Main  Road  are  the 
paternal  grandparents. 

DEATHS:  Actor-Playwright  Thomas  Coley,  long  a Tyringham 

resident,  died  on  May  23,  1989.  In  his  time,  Tom  werved  in 
World  War  II;  appeared  at  the  Berkshire  Playhouse  in  more  than 
a dozen  plays;  co-authored  the  play,  "The  Happliest  Years";  and 
also  wrote  scripts  for  the  television  show,  "Mama".  We  mourn 
his  passing  ...  A former  Tyringham  resident,  Alice  Thain,  died 
at  Madeira  Beach,  Florida,  on  June  18,  1989,  after  a long 
illness.  To  her  sister,  Betty  Billington  of  Pittsfield,  we 
tender  our  sincerest  sympathy. 

MARRIAGES:  On  May  8,  1989,  Casey  Cole,  daughter  of  the  late 
Nathan  Cole  and  Maria  Cole  of  Tyringham  and  Boston,  was  married 
to  Kevin  Marcus  Ray,  son  of  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Uthman  Ray  of 

Baltimore,  MD.  The  ceremony  was  performed  at  St.  Paul's  Church 
in  Stockbridge,  with  the  Rev.  T.H.  Evans  officiating.  A 

reception  followed  at  the  Bride's  home.  South  House,  on 
Fernside,  Tyringham  ...  On  May  20,  1989,  Marjorie  A.  Slater, 
daughter  of  Charles  E.  and  Elizabeth  Slater  of  the  Main  Road, 
was  married  to  David  A.  Loring,  son  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ronald  A. 
Loring  of  Otis,  in  the  Lee  Congregational  Church.  The  Rev.  Mary 
Clark  Moschella  performed  the  ceremony,  and  a reception 

followed  at  the  Oak  'n'  Spruce  ...  On  May  21,  1989,  Thomas 

Lloyd  of  Andover,  MA,  son  of  Robert  and  Susan  McIntosh  Lloyd  of 
Andover,  married  Benta  Kipp,  of  Salem,  MA.  The  ceremony  was 

performed  in  the  garden  of  Moutain  Brook  Farm,  by  the  chaplain 

of  Phillips-Andover  Academy.  The  groom  is  the  grandson  of  Mrs. 
Millicent  McIntosh  of  Tyringham  and  the  late  Dr.  Rustin 
McIntosh  . . . Rachel  A.  Urquhart,  was  married  to  George  Spyros 

Kalogerakis  on  June  24,  1989,  in  the  Union  Church  in  Tyringham, 

with  the  Rev.  Arnold  F.  Westwood,  a Unitarian  minister, 
officiating.  Rachel  is  the  daughter  of  Brian  and  Sydney 
Urquhart  of  New  York  City  and  Tyringham,  and  George  is  the  son 
of  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Michael  G.  Kalogerakis  of  New  York  and 
Wainscott,  LI.  ...  On  September  17,  1989,  Natalie  Maria  Cole  of 

Studio  City,  CA,  daughter  of  Maria  Cole  of  Boston  and 

Tyringham,  and  the  late  Nathan  Cole,  was  married  to  Louis  Andre 
Fischer  of  Los  Angeles,  son  of  Lula  Fracis  Leak  of  Los  Angeles, 


and  Stewart  R.  Fischer  of  Newhall.  The  rites  were  solemnized  in 
the  Bethany  Baptist  Church,  Los  Angeles,  with  the  Rev.  Rocellia 
Johnson  officiating  ...  Anna  Marie  Pellegrini,  of  South  Lee, 
became  the  bridge  of  Ricky  L.  Loring,  of  Lee,  on  October  21, 
1989.  The  ceremony  took  place  at  the  Union  Church  in  Tyringham, 
at  which  Justice  of  the  Peace  John  Nagle  officiated.  Anna  Marie 
is  the  daughter  of  Mrs.  Marie  Bailey  of  South  Lee,  and  Mr. 
Olissee  Pellegrini  of  Great  Barrington.  Ricky's  parents  are 
Richard  and  Dorothy  Loring  of  Church  Road,  Tyringham,  and  his 
grandparents  are  Olive  Loring,  also  of  Church  Road,  and  the 
late  Harry  Loring. 


Judy  Reber 


******** 


"VIEWS  OF  THE  VALLEY" 

In  conjunction  with  the  Town's  250th  Anniversary,  the  Hop  Brook 
Community  Club  published  a new  book  of  historic  photographs 
entitled  "Views  of  the  Valley:  Tyringham  1739-1989".  Edited  by 
Cornelia  Brooke  Gilder,  the  book  is  an  outgrowth  of  the  earlier 
local  picture  book  "Old  Tyringham:  A Pictorial  Guide"  published 
in  1979  and  now  out  of  print.  "Views  of  the  Valley"  includes 
nearly  100  additonal  photographs  collected  from  private 
sources,  new  captions  with  extensive  historical  material  and 
literary  reflections  on  Tyringham  through  the  years  by  visitors 
and  inhabitants  such  ad  Edith  Wharton,  Mark  Twain,  E.M. 
Forster,  Brooke  Astor,  R.  Haley  Triax,  Walter  Howard  and 
Governor  Michael  Dukakis.  The  book  was  handsomely  printed  by 
Excelsior  Printing  of  North  Adams  under  the  direction  of  Ned 
Perkins,  Jr.,  son  of  Ned  and  "Petey"  Perkins  of  Main  Road.  It 
is  available  in  soft  and  hard  cover. 

"The  Berkshire  Courier"  describes  it  as  "a  fascinating  flying 
survey  of  the  town"  and  the  "Berkshire  Eagle"  reports: 
Historical  or  commemorative  view  books,  especially  of  small 
towns,  are  an  uneven  lot.  Now  and  then  one  surfaces  which  rules 
the  roost.  Such  is  "Views  of  the  Valley:  Tyringham  1739-1989". 


******** 


CHF<  1 3TI1AS  GREET  I NGS 


1939 


3te:;t  and  Barbara  Adams 
5''t.ey0  and  Cindy  Adams 

Robert  and  Toodie  Alsop;;  Suzette  and  Tom  Jones;  Denny  and  Beer 
A 1 B o p ; Ad  e 1 e Ei.  i s e n iti  a ri , C hi  i"  i s 1 1 n a B & a u t y m 3.  n 
Stephen , Laurel,  Kurt  and  Erika  Baluk 
R G y , C I'i  1"  1 5 , D . C . a n d C hi  i'"  i s t i a n B i e n v e n l.i  e 

Georgia  Birkett;  Donald,  Arlene  zind  Carol  Birkett;  F-vi  chard,  Eva, 
Jenni-fer  and  Tzira  Eurkett;  John  and  Shz^ri  E-iirkett  Huss 
I n hi  e m o r y o f R i chard  E . Ei  1 1-  r-:  e 1 1 
llorbt^rt  and  Barbara  Bogdan 

Terei’Sii,  Tricia  and  IRodney  E-M'-agdon  and  John  Cannon 
J e a n B i'- o w n and  fa m i 1 y 

hiary  Ann  and  Bob  Brown,  Nicole  and  Alexeis 

Carl  and  Diane  (Birkett)  Butler;  Rick,  Linda,  and  Meghan  Butler; 

L a r-  r y a n d T e r i-  i F ' c‘i  t r'  i c o 1 a 
Jacob  and  Irmgard  Bucher 

Carolyn  G.  Ciinon,  John  G.  .,  Marie,  Brian  and  Eicott  Canon 
Nort  zind  Eltjanor  Canon,  Jennifer  and  Gary  Storti 
Virginia  Gorman  Caruthers,  Susan,  Joseph  and  Conor  Moran 
Laxrry,  Betty  £\nd  Jeff  Cernik,  Richard  and  Jessica  Cernik,  Donald, 
Jeremy  and  Slcott  Cernik,  Michael,  Dawn,  Tiffany  and 
Alexander  Fredette;  Randy  and  Christine  Cernik 
P63ter’,  Gail,  Elisabeth  and  Edith)  Charpentier 
Harve^y  and  Dot  Choquette 
Bob,  Sue,  Aubrey  and  Noah  Choquette 
Chuck  and  Terry,  David,  Jon  and  Kevin  Clark 
Irma  Clark 

Jim  and  Sheila  Caseley  and  Kristen  Anderson 
Jim,  Karen,  Ben  and  Austin  Consolati 
Maria  Cole 

Ffenning  and  Joyce  Carlson,  hlichael  and  Kimberly  Carlson 
Edward  Coyne 
Agnes  Curtin 

Carl  and  Chris  Curtin,  Christine  and  Larry 

Mary  Curtin;  Gene  and  Nancy  Curtin  and  sons  Kevin,  Gene  and  Scott 
N e i 1 and  H e 1 e n C u r 1 1 n 

Gerald  Curtin;  John  LaVoie  and  Mary  Curtin 
Terry,  Marilyn  and  Stephen  Curtin 
Tommy  zind  Maggie  Curtin 

Paul,  Teri  , Naithain  and  Natalie  D'Angona 
F'  u 1 1 , F I o 1 1 y a n d J e n n i f e r D a r e y 
R.  E.  (Erv)  and  Ruth  DuVernois 
T hi e Da v is  f a m i 1 y 

Philip,  Hilary,  Mai  si  e and  F-ip  Deely 
G r a c e a n d 13  e 1 1 y D ca  n n i si 

Harr'/  Ellis  Dickson  and  his  family  (Dukakis,  Shain,  Peters) 

T h e?  r e ni  a and  T o iii  D i 1 1 o n a n d fa  m i ]. '/ 

Alice  and  Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  and  Penelope  Etorax , David  zind  Adam  Donald 
Gerald  and  Donna  Heath  Drake  and  family.  Merry  Xmas  to  all 


In  Loving  Memory  of  Roy  and  Candace  Health 
Bill  and  Connie  Dye  i-  , vJ  i m a n d B e v ( D y e r ) Els  e n s o h n , E i- 1 c a n d 
Heidi; 

Arthur  and  Jaine  Dyer 

Alexander,  Zoe,  Julie;,  Barne?y,  Kenji  and  Ellis  Edmonds 
Marcia  J.Eisenberg 

Clint  and  Varney  Elliott;  Susaxnnah  Elliott  and  Kim  Novick;  Alex 
and  Rosy  Elliott 

Ann,  John,  Parker  and  Eleanor  Emerson;  Andi  Emerson;  Robert  and 
A 1 ex  a\n d er  D i t k of  t ; Car  o 1 , A 1 ex  an d er , Nat  h an  an  d Han n ah 
Emerson 

Jim  and  Eugenie  F'awcett,  John  and  Carol,  Donald,  Annette  and  James 
Bill,  Marilyn,  Cai t h er  i n e ein  d F' ar  k er  Fennell  y 
Eddie,  Dianne  and  Darrell  Fennel ly 

Franck,  Veronica,  Franckie,  Nicholas  and  John  Felix 
Everett,  Mary  Ann,  Amy  and  Kathleen  Fennel ly,  and  Everett  and 
Mary  Beth  and  Hooter 

Allan,  Mary,  Nancy  Garner  and  Lois  Elsworth;  David,  Lisa,  Levi  and 
Deanna  Garner 
Honora  and  Don  Gifford 

Nini  and  George  Gilder,  Louisa,  Mel  lie,  Richard  and  Nannina  and 
Anette  Friesler 

Rod  and  Mel  lie  Gilder,  David,  Cindy,  Allison  and  Joshu^i 

Richard,  Lindsay  and  Mark  Greene 

Larry,  Sally,  Eric  and  Laura  Griffin 

James  and  Karen  Grail 

Elizabeth  Hale,  George  and  Joan 

Arnold  and  Alice  Hale 

In  Memory  of  Loved  Ones 
Don  and  Mary  Hale 

In  Memory  of  Elizabeth  L.  Hale 
Steve  and  Sue  Hale,  Brody,  Mariah  and  Amara  Hale 
Peggy  and  Mason  Harding 
Cortland  and  Anna  Heath 
Dick  and  Jane  Heath  and  crew 
Mary  W.  Hendricks  (Mrs.  Bartlett) 

Alan  Hicks  and  Judy  Evans 
M a g g i e H o w a r d 

Eleanor  and  John  Hoag  (Rocky),  Babbie  Barhydt,  Mebbie  and  Richard 
Allan  Jr. 

Sairah  Hudson 

Ken,  Kerinv'  and  Linda  Jones 

Allan  and  Martha  (Birkett)  Joyner,  Jason  and  Allison  Joyner 

Paul  and  Judith  Ktishden  amd  family 

Bill,  Jackie  and  Billy  Ketchen 

Nil,  Mary  D.  , F'lum  and  Nick  Kierstead 

Lucian  Kraszeski,  Alan,  Nancy,  and  Ronald  Robitaille,  Alan,  David 
and  Rebecca 

Jim  and  Celia  Kittredge 

George  and  Betty  Kramer,  Alice  Truax,  Charles  Truax,  Janie 
Fhrailkill  and  Hawie;y  Truax 
Doug  and  Ma\rion  Leach 

Penelope,  Blaine  and  Kim  Littell,  and  family  or  so 

Susan  McIntosh  Lloyd,  Bob  Lloyd,  Ben,  Seth,  Tom  and  Benita 


□live  Loring 

Beatrice  Loring,  Tunk  and  Dierdre  Loring;  Chuck,  Cathy  and 

Tony  Loring;  Fuhonda  and  billy  Winters;  Elaine,  Ed  and 
Bryan  Arnold;  Fvussell  and  War ciar ost  Loring,  Fr6?d  A.  Loring 
Dot  and  Dick  Loring;  Debbie,  Henry  and  F-lenry  III  Flail;  Kevin 

E^oughie^rt '/ j Amy  and  Astiley  Hunt;  Ricky  and  Annie  Loring  and 
E.J.  Abbott;  Ed  Loring  and  Marion  Gaudiner 
Flargaret,  Barrie,  Alex,  Charles  and  James  Luchars 
Jay,  Darlene,  StepFien  £ind  Melissa  McBrian 
W.  Merritt,  Mary  Lou,  Wendy  McBrian 
Millicent  McIntosh;  Jim,  Carey,  Sue,  Ken,  Dick 
I r>  I’l e m o r y of  Fi; u s t i n M c I n t o s It 
vil  o It  n and  !■•:;  a t h a r'  i n e M c L e n n a ri  a rt  d f a m 1 1 y 

Helena  Gilder  Miller,  Rodnian  G.  and  Richard  (Gabe)  Miller;  Julia, 
Steve,  less  and  Nadia  Flartman;  A.  Am^isa  and  Elisa; 

Virginia  Ann,  Lunt,  Molly  and  Christopher  Nuttle 


Ginny  £^nd  Bob  Moore 

In  Memory  of  Mike  Moore 
Pol  1 y Per k ins  Mont g omer y an d f am i 1 y 

Richard  and  Marilyn  □’Hara,  Josh,  Je^ssie  and  Jonathain 

Gilder,  Anne,  Walter,  Reese  and  Spring  Palmer 

Helen£\,  Barbara,  Tonio  and  Kay  F'almer 

LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelly  and  Butch  Palmer 

JoFin  and  Hylie  Pappenheimer  and  family 

Ned  and  Pete^y  F-‘erkins  and  family 

Andrew  Potler  and  Marcia  F'owdermaker 

Donald,  Lauria,  Briiin,  Tony  and  Matthew  Puntin 

Josephine  R.  F-'ursel  1 

Viggo,  Catha,  Lucia,  Edwin  and  Martin  Rambusch;  Kristen  and  Sandy 
Von  Thelen 

Mary  and  Walter  Rathbun 

David  B.  Rauch 

Judy  and  Peggy  Reber 

Benji,  Bobby,  Julie  and  Chuck  Reich 
Joseph  and  Lilja  Rizzo 

Peter  Risatti;  Maureen  Lenti , Jeff  Lent! 

William  Roerick 

Libby  and  Morty  Saks,  Deb  and  Don  Kupka,  Laurie  and  Dan  Gaines 
T i m an d Mo 1 1 y Sc h aef  er 

Eugene  £ind  Ina  Schnel  1 , Eric,  Nanc'/,  Vicki  and  Jay  Rosin 
Susan  Shrader 


Charlie  and  Liz  Slater;  Ma\rge  and  David;  Sam  and  Debbie 
In  Memory  of  Grace  Slater 
Mary  and  Gene  Smith;  Grace  E:.  Kni  ckerbocker 
Pad,  Paddy,  Colin  and  Justin  Spence 
Willi  am  and  01 i ve  Stewart 
Liz  clpencer 
Jo  Stott 


Ruth  a n d G e r a 1 (i  S w a\  r t 

Tom  a^nd  Helen  Stephens,  Mark  and  Laura 
Bill  and  EOanche  Thober 
AsFuir  E:.  Treat 


Gerry  a\nd  Toni  Twing 
Don  and  Janet  Umlauf 


The  Urquhart  -family 

Gordon,  Kate  and  Barbara  Van  Griiian 

Joe,  Marion  and  Dennie  Whalen 

B e r t , K a r n , K e i t h , T i in , and  C h ad  Will  i a m e 

Li  1 , Jim,  Troy,  Pat,  Missy,  Michael,  Krystal  Winters;;  Evelyn 
W 1 n t er s ; J esse  F i er c s 


NEW 


or  ycMh  Cniiciy-on^ 
I'llciren  Qv)c( 


QR.EACT'  grancJc-oi  i 

$1^-00  each 


ova  liable  rom  Li  Hell  tP  'tPiO  RC 


HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 
TYRINGHAM,  MA  01264 


TyriQgham 


T opics 


Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  in  the  interests  of  the  church  and  community. 


FALL  AND  idlNTER  1990 


VouK  thA.e.e.  extltOA^,  Hdjvi  G-ctd^A.,  tiotiCcejit  McIntosh  and  Judy  Raben  hope,  to  pKO^znt  a 
TyAAnghxm  Toptcu  uhtcK  mJlt  enhance,  the.  neA.ghboA.ty  ie.eting  we  att  chent^h  tn  oua. 
Ottlage..  Jody  hxu  taken  the.  Ae^ponM.bAtAty  ioA.  the  ChAt^tnuu  tlM.,  uthtch  tJvLi  yexiA.  hat> 
bA.oaght  tn  oven  $1,100  to  coven  otin  expen^e^  and  to  Mnengthen  oun  genenat  iundU.  We 

have  ioltoi*)ed  the  pattenn  eMabtt^hed  tMO  yexL/u  ago  oi  a^ktng  the.  headLi  oi  oun  Toutn 
Coimttteeyi  to  utntte  thenn  oum.  xepoAt^,  and  ue  one  gnate^ut  {,on  thetn  pnompt  coopenatton. 


VITAL  STATISTICS: 


MARRIAGES:  June  30  - Rot>emany  Etttott  and  Henny  Joseph  Gta^^dman  at  the  home  o^  the 
bnlde’tt  panenttt  Cttnton  and  Vanney  Etttott  on  Geonge  Canon  Road.  Mn.  GtxLtnman  tn  the 
t>on  oi  Vn.  Anthun  and  Leonone  Gta^^man  oi  Houston  Texa^.  Augunt  1 1 - Vavtd  and  Cameta 
Smyke  Mo^fun  urene  manAted  at  the  Wew  Mantbonough  Meeting  Hoane  In  New  Mantbonoagh.  The 
bnlde  the  daughten  oi  Raymond  and  Patnlcta  Smyke  o^  Monger,  Suyitzentand  and  the 
gnoom,  ^on  oi  J.  Robent  Mo^ktn  oi  N.V.C.  and  Fenrulde,  TyAAngham  and  Vonln  Moy&ktn  oi 
Hant^date,  N.V.  Septemben  8 - JenrU^en  S.  Daney  and  Ralph  Raymond  Mllten,  Jn.  at  the 
Ftnnt  Congnegatlonat  Chunch,  Lee.  The  bnlde  l^  the  daughten  o^  Putt  and  Holly  Daney  oi 
Main  Road,  and  the  gnoom  Iti  the  ^on  o^  Mn.  and  Mnn.  Ralph  R.  Mitten  oi  Ea.6thampton , Ma. 

BIRTHS:  Manch  5 - Joshua  Jamett  Cuntln,  ^on  oi  Jamie  Cuntln  and  Tina  Eanl  oi  Lee, 
gnand^on  oi  Peten  and  Deanna  Cuntln  oi  Main  Road.  Apnlt  14  - Ethan  Thomas  Cuntln,  ^on 
oi  Peten  Cuntln,  Jn.  and  Michelle  Goodietlou  oi  StockbnlAge,  .second  gnandnon  oi  Peten 
and  Deanna  Cuntln.  May  23  - Dannen  Jamen  Con^olatl,  ^on  oi  Kanen  Ann  Ryden  Connolatl 
and  Jame^  Joseph  Con^olatl  Goo^e  Pond. 

Adoption  - Mattheu)  Kyle  Chanpentlen,  bonn  In  Detawane  Manch  23,  came  to  Tynlngham  4oon 
aiteAMoncLi,  ^on  oi  Gant  and  Peten  Chanpentlen  oi  Onchand  Houne,  gnancLion  oi  Edith 
Chanpentlen  o^  Onchand  Houne. 

DEATHS:  August  21  - Robent  E.  DuVennoln  oi  Stuant,  Flonlda  longtime  nenldent  oi  Lee 
and  TyAAngham , ^athen  oii  Holly  Daney  o^  Main  Road.  Octoben  1 4 - Fned  LoMnence,  longtime 
Otln  nenldent  and  iathen  o^  Tene^a  Bnagdon  oi  Goodie  Pond.  Novemben  1 7 - Loin  H. 
Elnuonth  o{,  Watentown , N.V.,  aunt  oi  Many  Gannen  o{,  Main  Road  uUth  uhom  nhe  lived  ^on 
the  pant  two  yeann.  Novemben  1 9 - Cant  J.  Shlnley  o^  Long  Inland  City  and  Lee  aipten  a 
long  ntnuggle  agalnnt  leukemia,  age  31 , non  oi  Gladyn  Shlnley  oi  Main  Road  and  Cant 
Shlnley  oi  Stockbnldge. 
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A LL_  AROUND  THE  TOUN 


TyjUngham  H^L6tOJU.cal  ConmL&^on 

! ! HOANTEV! ! ! Nei*}^pape^  CZ^pp-ing^  About  Ty-fUngitam 

Tke  T yxtnghjoum  Ht^itOAXca-t  Corm-Li^ton  -La  Atxuittng  a project  oi  photocopy tng  ncjuApape^i 
cttpplng6  KcZdttng  to  the  peopte  and  Toutn  oi  TyAXngham.  StAth  and  uedcUng  announce- 
mentA,  obttuoAteA , oAttctcA  on  tooon  meettngA  oa  TyAtnghaum  AeAtdentA,  alt  and  e\/ejLytiUng 
about  ouA  tooon  ujttl  be  photocopied  onto  acid-^ee  papeA  and  ^^ited  in  the  HiAtOAical 
Room.  All  clippingA  ujill  be  coAeiully  handled  and  AetuAned  to  you.  Laave  them  uUXh 
Inma  CloAk  at  the  Vo  At  O^^ce.  Thank  you. 


Clinton  Elliott,  ChaiAman 


The  TyAingham  Land  TAUAt 

A TyAingham  Land  TAUAt  iA  being  ioAmed,  AimiloA  to  thoAe  in  Monteney , StockbAidge,  Neu 
MoAlboAOugh,  She^{,ield,  GAeat  BoAAington  and  otheA  tounA.  The  Land  TAUAt  uhH  Aeek  to 
help  pAeAeAve  the  auaoI  choAacteA  oi  oua  uniquely  beautiiul  toun.  It  iA  dedicated  to 
PAeieAving  ecologically  AenAitive  land,  pAotecting  uUldliie  habitatA  and  encouAaging 
land  de\/elopment  in  TyAingham  conAiAtent  uUth  the  pAeAeAvation  oi  itA  auaoI  choAacteA 
and  uith  itA  iamily  and  community  tAaditionA.  It  uUll  be  a pAiuate  coApoAotion, 
nonpAoiit  and  public  in  natUAe.  ItA  tAUAteeA  uUll  be  Aequined  to  be  TyAingham  AOAidentA 
OA  landouneAA . The  initial  tAuAteeA  OAe  Clint  Elliott,  Eugenie  Eaucett,  Many  Hale, 
MoAon  HoAding,  Jim  KittAedge,  Penelope  Littell  and  Chuck  SlateA.  They  will  conAult  Mith 
a loAgeA  AdviAOAy  BooAd  {johich  iA  being  ioAmed. 

The  Land  TauaI  can  accept  donationA  oi  land  oa  conAeAvation  eoAcmentA  and  uUH  AoiAe 
money  to  make  acquiAitionA . Since  the  iundA  oi  the  Land  TAUAt  one  not  likely  to  be 
loAge,  it  may  join  uuXh  otheAA  in  buying  land  that  comeA  on  the  moAket  that  uould  be 
■unpOAtant  to  protect.  Any  land  bought  outAight  by  the  TAUAt  might  be  Ae-Aold  uUth 
conAeAvalLon  AeAtAictionA  in  OAdeA  to  AepleniAh  the  oAganization’ a iundA  ioA  iutuAe 
puAChoAeA.  Any  donated  land  {*jould  be  held  and  managed  in  accoAdance  utith  the  utiAheA  oi 
the  donoA. 

A gAoup  called  the  pAiendA  oi  the  TyAingham  Land  TAUAt  compoAed  oi  individualA  u)ho 
contAibute  annually  $10  oa  moAe  iahAI  meet  at  leoAt  once  a yeoA.  The  pAiendA  uxiU  be 
kept  inioAmed  about  the  aiiaiAA  oi  the  Land  TAUAt  and  invited  to  poAticipate  in  itA 
detibeAotionA  and  activitieA.  PleoAe  contact  any  oi  the  tAUAteeA  ioA  iuAtheA 
inioAmation  oa  m.ite  to  the  TyAingham  Land  TAUAt,  Box  281,  TyAingham,  Ma.  01264. 

Mini  GildeA 


Valley  Club  NeutA 

In  the  poAt  yeoA,  the  TyAingham  Valley  Club  had  tjuo  majoA  iund  aoIacaa.  The  iiAAt  one 
uoA  an  oppoAtunity  ^oa  inteAeAted  donoAA  to  contAibute  to  a iund  to  puAchoAe  a ncM 
copieA  ioA  the  Tovon  Oiiice.  We  thank  all  the  people  uho  Aent  donationA,  and  the  copieA 
iA  now  in  uAe.  In  the  AummeA,  oua  biggeAt  eveA  Plea  MoAket  took  place.  Aa  uauoI,  the 
Club  puAchoAed,  planted,  and  took  cane  oi  the  iloweAA  in  the  centeA  oi  toun  and  the 
decoAoting  oi  all  town  buildingA  ioA  the  ChAiAtmoA  AeoAon.  We  meet  on  the  loAt  ThuAAday 
oi  the  month,  and  new  membeAA  OAe  olwayA  welcome. 


BoAboAa  AdamA , PAeAident 
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HcLttouKjen 

a AcUny  H(itZouje.en  -icut  yeoJi,  -it  wcw  a txemejidoLU  KzZtz-i  to  Imve  a {,att  moon  and 
KztativzJiy  boUtmy  ujeMXheJL  on  the.  -ia^t  day  o{,  October.  tJvCi  yecut.  Ju-6t  be-ioKe.  o’ctock 

an  atoAjntng  aui^embtage.  oi  N-inja  T cutties,  V^acatcui,  deXec-t^u'e^  and  couboy^  ■inte^peJi^e.d 
uUXh  gtamoAOLU  p^Unce^i-ie^ , gyp^te.^  and  euen  a tadybug  we^e  ^een  poKadtng  oJiound  the 
mtddte  o^  toun  behind  Chiei  J-immy  CmitXn  tn  the  ^^-ixe  Viack..  The  chiZcUten,  then, 
ctambened  aboand  two  haywagon^  - one  dniwen  by  Tom  Tennetty  with  the  hetp  o^  Tommy,  Ja.. 
and  the  othen  {,A.om  Foun  Ba-ooIl^  Foajti  dniven  by  Rob  Roy  KtmbeAty.  The  T AA.cii-oA.-tA.eateA.-^ 
wejie  tit  by  "night  ^ticiet"  contAtbated  by  the  TyAtngham  Fine  DepoAtment  and  the  Vattey 
Ctub.  Thene  gtowing  ituoxetcent  tOAchen  added  to  the  ^entive  atmo-iphene  and  the  -ia^ety 
o^  the  evening.  Among  the  young  newcomenn  to  the  event  wene  1 month  otd  Joshua  Cuntin 
eJLegantty  tunned  oat  an  a pumphin  and  1 1/2  yean  otd  Liza  Staten  who  -iotemnty  obz>enved 
eveny  thing  with  wide  eyen  {^Aom  hen  mo  then’ ^ tap  on  the  wagon.  FAonck  Fetix,  Jeanette 
McCattoagh  and  Mini  Gitden  thank  att  who  hetped  make  thin  z>ach  a memoAabte  evening  /jOA 
oun  TyAingham  chitdnen. 

Mini  Gitden 


Tyningham  iitnitenn  nejcognizejd  in  Lee. 

ShoAt  en^ayyi  by  Sunan  Schnaden  and  Loaina  Gitden  oi  TyAingham  wene  chozsen  among  /^ive 
winnenn  in  a content  -6ponnoAed  by  the  Finnt  Nationat  Bank  o/,  The  Benknhinen  thin  iatt. 
The  bank’yi  content  anked  ion  ten-i  than  100  wondn  on  an  "Otd  FAiend."  Oven  one  hundned 
peopte  entened  the  competition,  in  hopen  o{,  winning  the  $500  ^innt  pnize,  which  went  to 
Va.  Thoman  MoAne  oi  Richmond.  Sunan  Schnaden  oi  Matn  Road  ptaced  thind  among  the  adattn 
ioA  hen  dencAiption  oi  "a  ^Aiend  o^  good  heant  and  bad  memoAy."  She  won  an  ovennnght 
-itay  and  dinnen  ^oa  two  at  The  Otd  Mitt  on  the  GAeen  in  New  MantboAOugh.  Twetve  yean 
otd  Loaina  Gitdeji  o/,  Main  Road  WAOte  about  Judy  Reben,  who  i,OA  many  yeoAn  han  Aead 
-ftoAien  to  TyAingham  chitdnen  at  the  LibAony  and  who  in  a/^^ectionatety  known  by  them  an 
"MAn.  Readen."  Loaina  and  the  othen  janioA  pAize  winnen  Thoman  Leahey , 'ion  o^  Va.  and 
MAn.  Jamen  Leahey  o^  Lee,  won  $50  4>aving4>  bondn. 


Aabney  an  AmaJit 

Twetve  yean  otd  AabAey  Choqaette,  z>on  o/,  Robent  and  Sue  Choqaette,  gAondnon  o/,  Dot  and 
Hanvey  Choqaette  and  Liz  and  Chontie  Staten  witt  be  ringing  the  pant  oi  AmaJht  in  a 
Benknhine  LyAtc  Theatne  pAodaction  o^  Amaht  and  the  Night  OinitoAn  by  Gian-Canto 
Menotti.  Thin  iatty-yitaged  Chnintman  opena  witt  be  hetd  at  U)ahconah  Regionat  High 
Schoot  in  Vatton  on  Satunday,  Vecemben  1 5 at  8 p.m.  and  Sunday,  Vecemben  1 6 at  3 p.m. 
SopAono  Lauuna  FAonk  oi  Lee  and  a memben  o^  the  TyAingham  Union  Chunch  -ting^i  the  pant  o/f 
Amaht ’-6  mothen  and  Chuck  FAonk  in  the  -itage  dinectoA. 
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OUT  OF  TOUN  HEUS 


"TopAjc^  oi  IrUejie^" 

Atzx.  Luchaji^  haui  be.corm  engaged  to  Stuan  (Poppy)  Gtlbent  both  oi  Neio  VoJik.  A June  1991 
{jJexidtng  -65  betng  pZanneA  tn  Uatentoun , Ct.  Atex  tA  -in  AoteA  ioA  Gaoup  hJ  Satettte 
CommuntcattonA , and  SuAon,  u)ho  Ment  to  BoAnoAd  Cotlege  and  N.V.U.  ioA  an  M.  A.  tn  itZm, 
uiOAkA  ioA  a itZm  Ae^eoAch  company. 

John  G.  Canon,  MoAte,  BAtan  and  Scott  AttVi  ttve  -tn  OAcgon.  John  nou  u)OAkA  ioA  Btack 
LauAon  oi  MtddZ.et.on,  Ohto. 

ChAtAttne  CuAttn  gAoduated  piom  Keene  State  CoZZege,  N.H.  tn  May  and  tA  pAeAentZy 
u)OAktng  tn  BoAton.  LoAAy  CuAttn  tA  a AentoA  at  UeAteAn  Neu  EngZand  CoZZege  Atudy-ing 
mechantcaZ  engtneeAtng. 

Ann  and  John  EmeAAon  one  veny  happtZy  AettZed  tn  NoAthampton  and  oAe  uUthtn  uxiZktng 
dtAtance  oi  eveAythtng! 

ThtA  hoA  been  a yeoA  oi  irUZeAtoneA  tn  the  Kay  PaZmeA  iamtZy — HeZena  hoA  Aecet^ed  a 
MoAteAA  De94.ee  iAom  HoLAvoAd  tn  Educatton  CounAeZtng  and  tA  Aeektng  to  uAe  hen  AktZZA  tn 
Genmany.  Tonto  Aecetved  a doubZe  MoAteAA,  tn  BuAtneAA  and  InteAnattonaZ  AHatAA,  inom 
the  UntveAAtty  oi  PennAyZ\/anta  (UhoAton)  tn  June.  He  and  BoAbana  took  2 1/2  monthA  to 
tAaveZ  to  New  ZeaZand,  StngapOAe,  ThaUZand  and  Hongkong.  On  Nouemben  lAt,  Tonto  AtOAted 
MOAk  OA  the  moAkettng  managen  oi  CoAdto-OaAcuZcLA  pAodactA  ioA  the  GoAe  Company  (GoAetex) 
coueAtng  moAt  oi  Eunope,  AiAtca  and  the  MtddZe  EoAt.  He  and  BoAbana  uUZZ  be  Ztutng  tn 
Muntch , Genmany . 

Peuenend  Vtck  O’HoAa  hoA  accepted  the  poAttton  oa  ChapZatn  oi  AtZanttcoAe  MedtcaZ  Centen 
-in  Lynn  and  conttnueA  to  teach  at  GoAdon-ConujeZZ.  JeAAe  tA  a AtoA  Aoccen  pZayen, 
AeZected  to  pZay  on  the,  #/  anden  10,  boyA  team  tn  the  ctty.  (10  teamA  to  chooAe  iAom) 
JoAh  begtnA  hunttng  mMi  htA  dad  tn  TyAtngham  thtA  yean.  Jonathan  pZayA  Aoccen  and  tA  a 
Atnatght  "A"  Atudent  and  MantZyn  hoA  been  eZected  PTF  pAeAtdent  and  Boand  Memben  oi 
NoAth  ShoAe  ChAtAttan  SchooZ. 

TtmoZtn  CoZe,  daughten  oi  Manta,  nou  hoA  hen  oun  pubZtc  AeZattonA  itnm  tn  Hew  VoAk  Ctty. 
CoAey  tA  nou  Ztutng  wtth  hen  huAband  Keutn  tn  Loa  AngeZeA.  He  tA  tn  coApoAote  AeaZ 
eAtate;  Ahe  u)OAkA  ioA  B.M.I.  (BAoadcoAt  MuAtc) . 

Tom  LZoyd  (SuAon  McIntoAh  LZoyd’A  youngeAt  Aon)  hoA  cZoAed  down  htA  Aock  band,  VeZ 
FuegoA,  and  hoA  tempoAontZy  moved  wtth  htA  wtie  Benta  to  BenkeZey,  whene  he  tA  a 
AophomoAe  tn  the  UntvenAtty’A  EnutnoimentaZ  StudteA  pAogAom.  He  AttZZ  pZayA  the  ceZZo 
and  eZectntc  boAA  guttan  wheneven  he  hoA  a chance. 
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Oat  oi  Toun 


Hajiy  and  Gene  Smtth  oi  Matn  Road  nou  have  itve  gjieat  QA/mcUionyi . Two  were  boAJi  tivLi  yeoji 
— May  20,  AncUeu)  Joseph.  Zteba  In  Adorns;  and  June  22,  LaujAence  Acuton  RancouAt  tn  New 
AyihioAd.  Both.  OAe  gAoncUoru  oi  NoAene  Smttn  LaFountatn  oi  Adorns. 

GeoAgta  B-OUiett’ ^ gAeat  gAan(U)On--John  Mtchaet  Hlua  wo^  boAn  on  SeptembeA  1 aji 
InteAtaken,  N.J.  poAent^  OAe  John  and  ShoAt  StAkett  oi  InteAlaken,  N.J.  and 

hAA  gAond^atheA  RtchoAd  Hoyt  BtAtiett  o^  Bechet,  Ma. 

Mttttcent  McInto-6h  AepoAtA  the  bVith  oi  a gAeat  gAondAon — August  1 1 , Max  Ltoyd  uoa  boAn 
tn  Sunnyvale,  Calt-(tOAnta--to  heA  daughteA  Sue*^  oldest  ^on  Ben  Lloyd  and  htA  w>i.^e  Julta 
Lloyd. 

donna  Heath  VAoke  In  Otto,  NoAth  CoAoltna  UAtteA  o-^  heA  neuj  gAandUion,  ChAAAttan  Dakota 
Lut^ko  bonjn  on  August  / 5 to  heA  younger  daughteA  Patty . 

NoAt  and  EleanoA  Canon’ 'i  daughteA  and  ^on-tn-lau),  JenntieA  and  GoAy  StOAtt  oi  Gt. 

BoAAAJigton,  had  a 6on  Ryan  AlexandeA  StoAtt  on  August  3.  Leon  and  OtAglnta  StoAtt  o^ 

Gt.  BoAAlngton  OAe  the  pateAnal  gAondpoAentA . 

MoAy  Rathbun  oi  McCoAthy  Road  AepoAtA  tu)o  HeAlthy  gAondchtldAen  bo  An  thCi  ^ummeA 

July  4,  Justin  Eugene  to  Kaaa  and  Mtchetle  HeAlthy  In  Eatt  Lee;  August  3,  CAy^tal  Altce 

to  Michael  and  Shxuion  HeAlihy  in  LaneAboAO. 

On  August  25,  Michael  GoAdon  McCAeight  4>on  oi  BAenda  VanOAinan  and  Andy  McCAeight  uxu 
boAn  in  ColoAado  SpAingtt — a {,iAt>t  gAondchild  ioA  Kate  and  GoAdon  OanOAman  o^  Main  Road. 

Kayla  MoAie  Bauu/i,  gAonddaughteA  oi  Bobbie  and  PlayeA  CAO^by  o^  FeAnAide,  mu  boAn  in 
BaltimoAe,  Md.  on  SeptembeA  29.  HeA  poAentu  OAe  PeteA  and  SeAa^ina  Bauuji. 

John  and  Hylie  PappenheimeA  o^  Geo  Age  Canon  Road  and  CambAidge  have  a new  gAonddaughteA- 
MoAtha  ZimmeAman  bo  An  on  HovembeA  19  to  Ro.6  PappenheimeA  and  AndAew  ZimmeAman  in 
WateAtoun , Ma . 
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THE  HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 

The  Hop  Ba-ooIz  CZub  achieved  the  ^itaXiu  oi  a.  "not-ioJi-pA.oitt.-coJLpoAatA.on"  eoJity  thd 
yeoLJL,  but  wc  t>eem  to  ieet  not  veJiy  dtHeAent  iJiom  qua.  pAeutoutt  uruncoApoJiated  ^etoe^. 
We  ujent  about  oua  butAne4>t>  much  04  uAuat,  MoJitiny  ujtth  oua  yichotaJi^htp  auxuid  to 
JenjrU-ieA  Vau-Ci  u)ho  tA  conttnulng  heA  yitudteA  at  BeAkAhtAe  Cormu/Uty  Cottege. 

In  MoAch  we  made  a veAy  pAudent  -inveAtment  by  contAtbutAng  to  the  \Jattey  Ctub’^  iund  to 
buy  a new  copteA  ioA  the  toujn.  It  tA  a uondeAiul  machtne!  AiteA  pAOduc-ing  ^ieuejuit  oi 
OUA  tectuACA  at  the  Toun  HaZl  uUth  cottap^bte  ttitde  ^CAeenA,  we  have  bought  a 
^tate-oi-the-OAt  mou-ie  4>CAeen  uhtch  u)ttt  deAcend  iAom  the  ceittng  above  the  ttage  tn  the 
Toun  Halt.  We  otAo  made  a ^ubt>tantAat  gtit  to  the  TyAAJzgham  HtAtOJitcat  CommtAAton. 

We  had  a packed  hall  ioA  LauAte  MoHatt’ t)  lectuAe  on  NoJiman  Rockwell  In  May.  The  talk 
uoA  iull  oi  inioJimatton , and  theAe  mja  something  new  to  be  leoJined  about  the  OAttAt  ioA 
eveAyone.  M4.  MoHatt  ojoa  eApectalty  populoA  uuth  the  gAoup  oi  childAen  twitting  In  the 
iAont  AOU. 

At  one  oi  oua  meetings  In  the  t>pJLtng  we  ujetcomed  -two  gueMA  iAom  the  touHi  oi  BlandioAxL. 
They  bAOught  uMth  them  "The  BlandioAd  Quilt,"  a piece  oi  veAy  ilne  needlewoAk  uhlch  they 
designed  and  the  lAjomen  oi  the  Toujn  oi  BlxmdioAxL  had  CAaited.  The  Hop  BAOok  Club  hopeA 
to  join  lAjlth  otheA  needlewomen  In  the  town  and  make  a "Tyjilngham  Quilt."  We  OAe  mott 
ioAtunate  to  have  VoAothy  Choquette  who  Ia  a veAy  expcAlenced  qtUlteA  and  teacheA  oi 
needlewoAk.  I my^eli  have  undeAtaken  to  design  the  panelA  oi  the  quilt  which  depict 
seventeen  landmoJikA,  ^ceneA,  building/),  poAttmeA  and  eventA  which  I hope  wilt  captuAe 
/)Ome  oi  the  choAacteA  oi  TyJilngham  and  ItA  InhabltantA.  On  AuguAt  19th  GJiace  SlateA’^ 
plaque  woA  dedicated  In  the  Union  ChuAch  with  muAlc  and  ^ilnglng.  We  wilt  think  oi 
GJtace,  who  deAlgned  and  woAked  on  moAe  qulltA  than  anyone  can  AemembeA,  oa  we  woAk  on 
thlA  new  one. 


Penelope  Llttetl 
SecAetoAy 
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QUILT  PANEL  DESIGN  OF  THE  TVRINGHAM  POST  OFFICE 


"Fofi  -to  04  a cHaJIcL  <4  boAn,  to  uui  a ^on  -c4  gtveii."  - I^atah  9:6 

{jJdtttng  ioA  Godot  -Li  cui  tnte^eAttng  play  uiJittten  by  SamueJi  Be,ckett.  Tuo  tAO/Ldtent^  cute, 
uidtttng  by  a -tree  ioA  the.  (vuitwaJ,  oi  a man  by  the  name  oi  Hn.  Godot.  A4  they  (jott  they 
oAgue,  they  make  amencLt.  They  eat.  a cojuiot  and  cheu  on  Aome  chicken.  A4  they  continue 
to  uKut  a man  and  hLi  ^itave  appean.  TheOi  uoAtUi  and  theln  actions  one  dep^eA^lng  to  ^ay 
the  leoAt.  They  ^hou  the  depths  to  uhlch  humant  can  go  ujhen  they  ojte  apant  iAom  God.  A 
boy  appeoAAt  and  tetLi  the  VianM-ent^  that  Ma.  Godot  utltl  not  come  that  day,  but  that  he 
ultl  come  tomoAAOu).  Godot  doeA  not  come  and  the  two  men  continue  to  lAjolt.  A ieu  teaue^ 
appexLA  on  the  Viee  which  may  symbolize  ^ome  ^ien^e  oi  hope  and  OAden  In  thetx  wontd. 

The  language  o^  the  play  ti  bltteA  and  Intense.  Thene  tt  an  undefined  ^ttnuggle  to  ^Ind 
meaning  and  punpo^ie.  The  Mnuggle  ti  ^een  In  the  ^act  that  the^e  two  tAon^enti  mu6t 
somehow  wait  ioA  Godot  and  at  the  4>ame  time  Godot  seemingly  cannot  come.  It  t& 
InteAeAtlng  to  note  that  the  name  oi  God  ti  ^een  within  the  name  Godot. 

Advent  ti  a time  ioA  waiting.  It  lA  a time  to  watt  ioA  God  to  make  an  appeoAonce.  But 
unlike  the  play  we  know  that  God  keep^i  Hti  pAomtie.6.  God  came  in  the  pea6on  oi  JeAu^ 
ChAlAt  on  that  {ylAAt  ChAtitmoi.  VuAlng  the  Advent  Aeoion  we  pAepoAe  once  moAe  to 
welcome  Him  Into  the  wo  Aid  and  Into  oua  heoAtA  and  llveA. 

The  membeAA  and  ^AlendA  oi  the  Union  ChuAch  wlAh  a moAt  joy oua  ChAlAtmoA  to  all  o^  you. 

PoAtoA  D*Angona 
Union  ChuAch  oi  TyAlngham 
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REMEMBERING  GRACE  SLATER 

On  Augcut  5th,  the,  chLutch  ^eyivtce.,  the.  Hop  BAOok  Club  took  pcuit  tn  dedtcattng  a 

^mntl  bAXU4  tabteX  to  the  memory  oi  Gnace  StcLte,A..  Eok  many  yexuui  ^he  had  pA.epaA.exi  gay 
^qaaxiex  ioA,  cu  to  4ew  on  to  be  paxit  oi  a quAJLt  Mhtch  ^ihe  composed  uitth  uondeA^at  ^kAJU, 
and  devot4,on.  Thexe  quXixLi  wexie  then  yioZd  at  oula.  annuxit  iatAX,  and  Gxiace  4to<AjexL  the 
money  away.  In  the  tote  ^txXtex,  x^he  pA.odu.ced  $8,000  iA.om  the  Hop  BA.ook  TAexxxu.Ay  uhtch 
patd  ^OA.  a badty  needed  patntlng  oi  the  ChuA-ch.  EoAJiteA.  ^he  had  been  A-exponxtbte  ^oa 
OA.gantztng  the  patnttng  oi  the  CommuntXy  CenteA..  {jJhen  Cap  Couch  mox  oua.  rntnAxteA.  he 
uxed  the  poAAonage  ax  a centeA.  ^oa.  Hax  young  peop-tex’  gA.oupz>,  but  no  one  ttued  thexe, 
and  the  butldtng  gAaduaJtly  deXeAxoAxited.  Thexe  wete  hoZex  tn  the  A.ooi  and  uioZZpapeA.  t*>QX 
peeJting  o^i.  A^tex.  Cap  A.ettA.ed,  Gxace  oxgantzed  the  gxoup  oi  peopZe  ufho  did  ouex  the 
poAXonage;  ^o  ujhen  oua  neu)  m-auxtex,  Oexta  Thompson,  OAxtued  u)tth  hex  eJidexJiy  iathex, 
the  houxe  (ajox  cZean  and  bxZght. 


MZZZZcent  Mclntoxh 


QUILT  PANEL  VESIGN  OF  TVPICAL  TVRINGHAM  FARM 


PxZnted  by  the  AppaZachZan  Pxex^  ouned  by  Von  and  Janet  UmZauf  oi  Gooxe  Pond 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS  - SEASONS  GREETINGS  - HAPPY  HANUKKAH 

1990 


Dutch,  Margo  and  Dustin  Allen 

Robert  and  Toodie  Alsop;  Denny  and  Beck  Alsop;  Christina  Alsop;  Delly  Alsop  and 
Tom  and  Suzette  Jones 
Steve,  Laurie,  Kurt  and  Erika  Baluk 
Susan  (Rector)  Barkin,  William  and  Lily 

Georgia  H.  Birkett;  Richard  and  Eva  Birkett,  Jennifer  and  Tara;  John  and  Shan 
Birkett  Huss,  John  Michael  Huss  (born  9/1/90),  great  grandson  of  Georgia  and 
the  late  Richard  Birkett 
Barbara  and  Norbert  Bogdan 

Teresa,  Tricia  and  Rodney  Bragdon  and  John  Cannon 
Bob  and  Mary  Ann  Brown;  Nicole  and  Alexis 

The  Brown  Family:  Jean,  Jonathan,  Sandra,  Claire,  Michael,  Daniel  and  Robert 
Carolyn  G.  Canon 
Nort  and  Eleanor  Canon 
Jennifer,  Gary  and  Ryan  Storti 
Henning,  Joyce,  Michael  and  Kimberly  Carlson 
In  memory  of  Henning  M.  Carlson 
In  memory  of  Carolyn  C.  Carlson 
Jim  and  Sheila  Caseley;  Kerstin  Anderson 

Larry,  Betty  and  Jeff  Cernik;  Richard  and  Jessica  Cernik;  Donald,  Jeremy  and 
Scott  Cernik;  Michael,  Dawn,  Tiffany  and  Alexander  Fredette;  Randy  and 
Christine  Cernik 

Bob,  Sue,  Aubrey  and  Noah  Choquette 
Harvey  and  Dot  Choquette 

Peter,  Gail,  Edith,  Elisabeth  and  Matthew  Charpentier 

Chuck,  Terry,  David,  Jon  and  Kevin  Clark 

Frank  and  Betty  Clark  and  Family 

Maria  Cole,  Timolin  Cole;  Casey  Cole  Ray 

William  Cosel,  Adrienne  Miesmer,  Gabey  Cosel  and  Molly  Cosel 
Edward  M.  Coyne 

Bobbie  and  Player  Crosby;  Jay  and  Kit 
Agnes  Curtin 

Carl,  Chris,  Christine  and  Larry  Curtin 
Jamie  Curtin,  Tina  Earl  and  Joshua 
Johnny,  Sissy,  Mike,  Mark  and  Lori  Curtin 
Mary  Curtin,  Eugene  Curtin  and  Family 
Mary  Curtin  and  John  Lavoie 
Matt  Curtin  and  Kitty  Kelly 

Neil  and  Helen  Curtin;  John,  Mary,  Gerald  and  Stacey 
Peter  and  Deanna  Curtin 

Peter  Curtin,  Jr.  and  Michelle  Goodfellow  and  Ethan 
Tommy  and  Maggie  Curtin 
Holly  and  Putt  Darey 
Ann  Davis  and  Family 

Philip  and  Hilary  Deely;  Maisie  and  Pip 
Grace  and  Betty  Dennis 

Harry  Ellis  Dickson;  Kitty  and  Mike  Dukakis;  Jinny  and  A1  Peters 

Therese  and  Tom  Dillon  and  Family 

Alice  and  Alison  Donald 

Gerry  and  Donna  Drake  and  Family 

In  Memory  of  Roy  and  Candace  Heath 
James  S.  DuVernois 


Ruth  S.  DuVernois 

In  Loving  Memory  of  husband  Robert  Erwin  DuVernois 
Bill  and  Connie  Dyer;  Arthur  and  Jane  Dyer;  Jim  and  Bev  (Dyer)  Elsensohn; 

Eric  and  Heidi 

Clint  and  Varney  Elliott  and  Family 

Ann  and  John  Emerson;  Carol  and  Alexander,  Nathan,  Hannah;  Andi  Emerson  and 
Robert  Ditkoff  and  Alexander;  Parker  and  Eleanor 
Jim  and  Eugenie  Fawcett,  John  and  Carol,  Donald,  Annette  and  James 
Bill,  Marilyn,  Parker  and  Catherine  Fennel ly 
Eddie  and  Diane  Fennel ly  and  Family 
Michael  Frazier 
Honora  and  Don  Gifford 

George  and  Mini  Gilder;  Louisa,  Millie,  Richard  and  Nannina 

Rod  and  Millie;  David  and  Cindy,  Allison  and  Joshua  Gilder 

Jerry  Glatzer  and  Ted  Williams 

Virginia  Gorman;  Conor,  Susan  and  Joe  Moran 

Arnold  and  Alice  Hale 

In  Memory  of  Loved  Ones 
Donald  and  Mary  Hale 

In  Loving  Memory  of  Elizabeth  Loring  Hale 
Elizabeth  Hale;  George  and  David  Hale;  Joan,  Chris  and  Elizabeth  Santonastasi 
Steve  and  Sue  Hale;  Brody,  Mariah  and  Amara 

Mason,  Peggy,  Stephen,  Katherine,  Thomas,  Margaret  and  James  Harding 

Sandy,  Arnold,  Cathy  and  Suzie  Hayne 

John  Whitcomb  Holloway  and  Gladys  S.  Holloway 

Maggie  Howard 

Sarah  Hudson 

Ken,  Kenny  and  Linda  Jones 

Allan  and  Martha  Birkett  Joyner;  Jason  and  Allison 

Jim  and  Celia  Kittredge;  Jay  and  Santhea  Ogden;  Cinda  and  Craig  Sullivan; 

Charlie  and  Susan  Kittredge;  Ellen  and  Warren  Scott;  Kit  Clucas;  and  Martha 

Kittredge;  and  all  eleven  grandchildren 

Lucyan  Kraszeski,  Alan;  and  Nancy  Robitaille  and  Family 

Doug  and  Marion  Leach 

Eugene  and  Lucca  Lehner;  Andreas,  Mary,  Adam  and  Sven 

Blaine,  Penelope  and  Kim  Littell;  Philip  Alexis  Littell;  Peter,  Sandy,  Julia, 

Ian  and  Olivia  Littell;  Doug,  Cookie,  Samantha,  Christopher  and  Eric  Repp 

Bob  and  Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd,  Ben,  Seth  and  Tor  Lloyd 

Beatrice  Loring 

Margaret  and  Russell  Loring 

Olive  Loring 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Richard  Loring,  Debrah  and  Henry,  Henry  III,  Elizabeth  Hall,  Kevin 
Dougherty,  Amy  and  Ashley  Hunt,  Eddie  and  Marian  Loring 
Tunk,  Dede  and  Tony  Loring;  Chuck  and  Kathie  Loring;  Billy,  Rhonda  and  Dylan 
Winters;  Ed,  Elaine  and  Bryan  Arnold 
Margaret,  Barrie,  Alex,  Charles  and  James  Luchars 
Millicent  C.  McIntosh;  Jim,  Carey,  Sue,  Ken,  Dick  and  their  Families 
In  Memory  of  Rust in  McIntosh 
John  and  Katherine  McLennan  and  Family 

The  A.  Amasa  Millers:  Helena,  Rod  and  Gabe,  Judy,  Steve,  Jess  and  Nadia,  Amasa 
and  Elisa;  Ginny,  Lunt,  Molly  and  Christopher 
Ralph  and  Jennifer  Miller 
Charles  Mirotznik 

Anne,  Jonathan,  Sam  and  Sarah  Moffett 
Polly  Perkins  Montgomery 


Virginia  Moore 

In  Memory  of  Robert  E.  and  Michael  E.  Moore 
David  Moskin  and  Camela  Smyke  Moskin 
Mark  Moskin  and  Nancy  Moskin 
Lynn  Goldberg  and  J.  Robert  Moskin 
In  Memory  of  Paula  Mattlin 
Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Niall  and  Siobhan  Murphy 
Marilyn,  Dick,  Josh,  Jesse  and  Jonathan  O’Hara 
Gilly  and  Anne  Palmer  and  Reese,  Walter,  Spring  and  Lynn 
Helena,  Barbara,  Tonio  and  Kay  Palmer 
LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelly  and  Butch  Palmer 
John  and  Hylie  Pappenheimer  and  Family 
Ned  and  Petey  Perkins  and  Family 
Jesse  Pierce 

Andrew  Potler,  Marcia  Powdermaker  and  Hannah  Potler 
Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  Potter 
Donald,  Lauria,  Brian,  Tony  and  Matthew  Puntin 
Mrs.  Phillips  W.  Pursell 

Viggo  and  Catha,  Edwin,  Martin  and  Lucia  Rambusch;  Kristin  and  Sandy  von  Thelen 

Mary  and  Ozzie  Rathbun 

David  Rauch 

Judy  and  Peggy  Reber 

Margaret  Rector 

Lilja  Rizzo  and  Joseph  Rizzo 

William  Roerick 

Dr.  Jacob  A.  Salzmann 

Tim,  Molly  and  Jesse  Schaefer 

Eugene,  Ina  and  Eric  Schnell 

Susan  Schrader 

Charlie  and  Liz  Slater;  David  and  Marge  Slater  Loring 
In  Memory  of  Danny  Slater 
In  Memory  of  Grace  Slater 
Gene  and  Mary  Smith  and  Family 
Mary-Gene,  Norene  and  Shaun 
Pad  Spence  and  Paddy,  Colin  and  Justin 
Liz  Spencer 

Tom  and  Helen  Stephens 
William  and  Olive  Steward 
Jo  Stott 

Charlotte  and  Robert  Sutner 
Ruth  and  Gerald  Swart 
Blanche  and  Bill  Thober 
Asher  E.  Treat 
Toni  and  Gerry  Twing 

Norman  and  Nancy  Schaffer 
The  Urquhart  Family 
Gordon  and  Kate  Van  Orman 

Barbara  and  Deric  Washburn;  Jennifer  and  Stephanie 
Joe  and  Marion  Whalen 

Bert,  Karen,  Keith,  Tim  and  Chad  Williams 
Evelyn  Winters 


HAPPY  HOLIDAYS  TO  ALL 


It'”*** 


Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  in  the  interests  of  the  church  and  community. 


FALL  AND  WINTER  1991 

1991  has  been  a good  year  for  the  Hop  Brook  Cmmunity  Club. 
Our  Christmas  TOPICS  is  reporting  on  two  very  important  lecturers 
that  we  sponsored  --  Peter  Berle,  President  of  the  National 
Audubon  Society,  and  Sir  Brian  Urquhart,  retired  Undersecretary 
General  of  the  United  Nations.  Each  speaker  tackled  the  same 
subject  from  his  own  viewpoint:  'What  are  the  problems  our  planet 
will  face  in  1 992,  and  what  can  we  do  to  save  it?'  It  is  fitting 
that  the  proceeds  from  these  talks  go  to  our  children.  This  year 
we  were  able  to  award  two  sholarships  as  well  as  finance  a variety 
of  summer  activities. 

Millicent  McIntosh 


VITAL  STATISTICS 

GOLDEN  ANNIVERSARY:  Warmest  congratulations  and  best  wishes  to 
Harvey  & Dot  Choquette  who  celebrated  their  50th  wedding 
anniversary  on  June  16  with  a big  party  given  by  their  children. 

200  friends  and  relatives  came  to  celebrate  with  them,  including 
a granddaughter  whom  they  had  not  seen  since  she  was  sixteen  and 
a great  granddaughter  they  had  never  met.  Congratulations  and 
best  wishes  also  to  Liz  & Charlie  Slater  who  celebrated  their 
FORTIETH  ANNIVERSARY  in  May.  They  celebrated  with  an  Open  House 
picnic  with  friends  and  relatives  coming  by  all  day! 

MARRIAGES:  December  26,  1990  - Rodelinde  Albrecht  and  Jack 

Handler  of  Tyringham,  married  in  Portsmouth,  R.I. 
March  17th  1991  - Kathleen  Theresa  (Kitty)  Kelly  of  Lee  and  Matthew 
Allan  Curtin  of  Tyringham,  married  at  the  Stafford  House, 
Stockbridge  Mass.  August  24th  1991  - Helen  M.  Coty,  daughter 

of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  T.  Coty  of  Cone  Park,  married  James  S.  Curtin 
son  of  James  and  Kathy  Curtin  of  Main  Road,  Tyringham  at  St. 
George's  Church  in  Lee.  To  wed  on  December  21st  1991  - Timolin 
Elizabeth  Cole,  daughter  of  Maria  Cole  of  Tyringham  and  the  late 
Nat  'King'  Cole,  to  Gary  Mervin  Augustus  at  the  Church  of  the 
Advent  in  Boston. 


BIRTHS:  January  26  - Julie  Rachael  Slater,  fourth  daughter 

of  Charles  Jr.  and  Alice  Higgins  Slater;  granddaughter 
of  Liz  and  Charlie  Slater  of  Tyringham  and  the  late  Alice  and 
John  Higgins  of  Dalton.  April  5th  - Daniel  Bernard  Collins,  son 
of  Bart  and  Joanna  Collins  of  Goose  Pond,  grandson  of  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Bernard  Collins  of  Lee  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wilbur  Hunt  Jr.  of 
South  Lee.  April  29th  - Dakota  David  Schaefer,  son  of  Molly 

Curtin-Schaef er  and  Tim  Schaefer  of  Main  Road,  grandson  of  Helen 

and  Neil  Curtin  of  Tyringham  and  John  and  Edna  Schaefer  of  Lee. 
May  1 5th  - Alisha  Lee  Loring,  daughter  of  Anna  Pellegrini  Loring 
and  Ricky  Lee  Loring  of  Jerusalem  Road;  granddaughter  of  Dot  and 
Dick  Loring  of  Tyringham,  and  Maria  Bailey  of  South  Lee  and  Ollisse 
Pellegrini  of  Housatonic;  great  granddaughter  of  Olive  Loring 
of  Tyringham  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Morandi  of  Alford.  July  1 7th 
- Andrew  Paul  Vuolo  Jr.  son  of  Andrew  and  Michele  Greene  Vuolo 
of  Webster  Road,  Tyringham.  September  1 0th  - Caleb  Randall 

Glassman,  son  of  Rosy  Elliott  and  Hank  Glassman  of  San  Francisco; 
grandson  to  Varney  and  Clint  Elliott  of  George  Cannon  Road, 
Tyringham.  September  24th  - Dillon  Matthew  Curtin,  Son  of  Matthew 
and  Kathleen  Kelly  Curtin  of  Main  Road,  grandson  of  Peter  and 
Deanna  Curtin  of  Tyringham  and  Tom  and  Flora  Kelly  of  Lee. 

STOP  PRESS  1 ! Another  grandchild  for  Varney  & Clint  Elliott 
November  1 5th  a daughter,  Eliza  Kerruish  Elliott  Novicky  for 
Susannah  Elliott  and  Kim  Novick,  of  Jersey  City  N.J. 


DEATHS:  Tyringham  lost  two  great  individuals  this  year  who 
loved  and  contributed  to  life  in  the  valley. 

January  24  - Norbert  A.  Bogdan  of  New  York  City  and  long  time 
summer  resident  of  Webster  Road,  Tyringham,  husband  of  Barbara 
Bogdan  and  father  of  Barbara  Washburn  now  living  in  Santa  Monica 
California.  July  1 8 - Agnes  B.  Curtin  of  Jerusalem  Road,  lifetime 
resident  of  our  town.  Her  twin  sisters  Nora  Buckley  of  New  York 
City  and  Mary  C.  Elliott  of  La  Jolla  California  died  in  the  course 
of  the  year.  They  leave  one  surviving  sister,  Mrs.  Kathleen  C. 
Harrod  of  Wellfleet  and  a brother  Gerald  Curtin  of  Leominster. 


I 


AGNES  CURTIN 


Tyringham  lost  one  of  its  best-loved  citizens  with  the  death 
of  Agnes  Curtin  last  July  18th.  Ag  was  the  youngest  in  a family 
of  seven,  four  girls  and  three  boys,  the  children  of  Thomas  and 
Mary  Me  Glynn  Curtin.  All  of  them  were  brought  up  in  Tyringham, 
but  only  Ag  remained  - and  remain  she  did  her  whole  life,  until 
she  was  struck  down  in  her  house  on  Jerusalem  Road. 

Her  friends  - and  they  include  just  about  everyone  in  town  - 
will  remember  Ag  as  a forthright  person  - a straight-shooter. 
Ag  was  passionate  about  Tyringham  and  about  our  environment. 
Ag  was  an  early  supporter  of  the  Tyringham  Land  Trust  when  doing 
so  was  not  a way  of  winning  a popularity  contest.  But  Ag  v/as 
not  into  popularity  contests.  She  was  into  what  she  believed 
in . 


The  environment?  That  meant  growing  things  to  Ag:  trees,  shrubs, 
herbs,  flowers.  She  knew  where  to  find  the  juiciest  grapes  for 
jelly,  the  sweetest  berries,  the  plumpest  morels,  the  most 
luxuriant  bittersweet. 

Ag  was  a long-time  member  of  the  Historical  Commission.  She 
knew  everything  about  the  town  - her  town.  Ag  had  a long  and 
accurate  memory,  knew  where  everyone  had  lived  for  the  last  hundred 
years,  and  could  identify  every  face  in  the  back  row  of  a faded 
school  photograph. 

Ag  was  a warm  person,  a good-hearted  person,  an  independent 
person,  a no-nonsense  person.  Ag  was  a major  presence  in  this 
town , 

Clint  Elliott 


VALLEY  CLUB 

Last  year  the  Valley  Club  spearheaded  the  campaign  to  buy  a 
new  copier  for  Tyringham.  This  year  they  continued  the 
modernization  of  the  Town  Hall  by  adding  a FAX  machine! 

How  many  people  realize  that  Valley  Club  members  are  the 

gardeners  who  keep  the  center  of  town  looking  beautiful?  In  the 
spring  the  central  circle  was  planted  in  a patriotic  theme  of 
red  geraniums,  white  alyssum  and  impatiens  and  blue  petunias, 
while  a mass  of  bronze  and  yellow  chrysanthemums  appeared  in  the 
fall.  In  between,  weeders,  mulchers  and  deadheaders  can  be  seen 
hard  at  work  at  odd  hours  of  the  day.  The  Valley  Club  is  also 
responsible  for  the  spring  bulbs  outside  the  Post  Office,  the 

flowers  around  the  Memorial  and  in  the  boxes  in  front  of  the  Town 

Hall.  Thank  you  for  the  pleasure  you  give  to  everyone  who  goes 

by. 


Information  phoned  into  TOPICS 
by:  Chris  Curtin  & Dot  Choquette 


NEWS  OF  TYRINGHAM  FAMILIES  NEAR  AND  FAR 


Catha  Rambusch  reports  that  Kristin,  their  oldest  daughter, 
is  going  to  India  for  most  of  November  as  part  of  a surgical  team 
from  the  University  of  Virginia.  They  will  repair  birth  defects 
as  well  as  train  Indian  doctors  in  these  techniques  so  the  work 
can  continue  after  the  Americans  depart. 

Barbara  Washburn  reports  from  Santa  Monica:  "Jennifer  is  in 
her  last  year  at  Swathmore  College.  Stephanie  competed  at  novice 
level  in  the  3 day  event  equestrian  show  at  Delmar  California 
and  won  5th  place.  Deric  is  working  on  a script  for  Bernado 
Bertolucci  and  I am  developing  a knitwear  collection  on  my 
electronic  machines.  We  miss  you  all  - a loti" 

Camela  and  David  Moskin  have  moved  and  are  now  living  in  Hadley, 
Mass  . 

Holly  McLennan  Wheelwright  is  working  hard  at  Money  Magazine 
in  New  York.  Her  children,  Emma  and  Henry,  are  heading  into  high 
school.  Holly  writes  "we  are  so  happy  to  see  old  friends  when 
we  get  to  the  valley." 

Martha  Joyner  of  Lenox,  daughter  of  Georgia  H.  Birkett  and  the 
late  Richard  E.  Birkett,  was  appointed  executive  director  of  the 
Lenox  Housing  Authority  in  June  After  4^  years  as  the  authority's 
administrative  assistant.  The  Lenox  Housing  Authority  manages 
the  Curtis,  Turnure  Terrace  and  two  other  residences  in  Lenox 
and  Lenoxdale. 

Bill  Roerick  will  take  time  off  in  January  from  "The  Guiding 
Light"  to  go  to  Venice  to  hear  Maureen  O' Flynn,  the  Stockbridge 
soprano,  sing  in  the  opera  "Rigoletto." 

Neddy  and  Cathy  Perkins,  in  Bennington,  Vermont,  announce  the 
arrival  of  Emily  Callahan,  born  on  August  19th. 

Margaret  Rector's  daughter  Susan  and  her  husband  Bill  Barkin 
have  a new  baby  daughter,  Eliza  Grace,  born  in  April. 

Larry  Curtin,  Carl  and  Chris's  son,  graduated  in  May  from  Western 
New  England  College  with  a B.S.  degree  in  Mechanical 
Engineering/Manufacturing  Option.  He  is  currently  working  as 
an  independent  contractor  for  Accord  Engineering  of  Tyringham 
and  Contract  Engineering  in  Lenox.  Larry  has  completed  the  first 
step  towards  his  engineering  license,  having  passed  the  state 
examination  in  fundamental  engineering  in  June. 

Ann  Emerson  writes  from  Northampton,  Mass.:  "We  had  our  annual 
family  get  together  in  October.  We  are  all  well.  John  and  I are 
volunteering  in  a school  literacy  program.  We  are  involved  in 
making  music  and  going  to  many  concerts  in  the  Five  College  area. 
We  have  a cottage  right  on  the  south  shore  of  Prince  Edward  Island, 
Canada,  and  we  had  a glorious  summer  there  with  many  visitors. 
Fun.  " 

Bobbie  and  Player  Crosby's  son  Erik  Brunn  married  Lelia  Kieth 
in  Nashville,  Tennessee,  on  June  15th.  They  live  in  Great 
Barrington,  Mass. 

From  New  York  City  Alice  Truax  sends  Christmas  greetings  to 
all  and  writes:  "l  am  very  excited  about  being  on  the  Advisory 
Board  of  the  Tyringham  Land  Trust;  it  has  given  me  the  opportunity 
to  meet  many  of  my  Tyringham  neighbors  for  the  forst  time  and 
I have  enjoyed  that  very  much." 


News  from  various  Fawcetts  around  the  globe:  John  and  Carol 
are  working  and  studying  in  Paris.  Donald  is  reading  history 
at  Magdalene  College  in  Cambridge,  England.  Annette  graduated 
from  Susquehanna  University  and  is  working  in  Washington  D.C., 
and  James  is  a freshman  at  New  York  University. 

Alex  Luchars  was  married  on  June  22nd  to  Susan  ("Poppy")  Gilbert 
in  Watertown,  Conn.,  and  on  September  6th,  Margaret  Luchars  married 
Benjamin  T.  Richards  Jr.  On  that  day,  Margaret  took  early 
retirement  from  Cooper  Hewitt  Museum  Library  and  moved  to  Dallas 
on  the  next  day!  She  writes:  "We  met  up  with  James  Luchars  in 
Florence  in  October.  Ben  and  I were  on  a combination  business 
and  honeymoon  trip  to  Venice  and  Florence  and  James  ("Jim")  was 
in  the  midst  of  a post  college  European  tour  with  his  Connecticut 
College  Roommate  and  others,  making  full  use  of  his  Eurail  pass. 

Mary  and  Gene  Smith  are  delighted  to  report  that  their  6th  great 
grandson  was  born  on  October  22  to  Connie  la  Fountain  Zieba, 
Norene ' s daughter . 

Varney  & Clint  Elliott  report  that  son  Alex  is  the  chef  at 
Splendido ' s restaurant  in  San  Francisco  and  loves  the  west  coast. 


LETHAL  INNOCENCE:  THE  MAKING  OF  A MOVIE 

Lethal  Innocence,  a movie  made  for  PBS ' s American  Playhouse 
and  aired  on  Wednesday  November  13th,  was  filmed  early  this  year. 
Produced  by  Nan  Bernstein  Freed  of  Tyringham,  it  tells  the  story 
of  a refugee  Cambodian  boy  and  his  adoption  by  a family  who  live 
in  a small  New  England  town.  Many  local  locations  were  used  and 
some  local  people  became  part  of  the  production  company,  including 
our  own  James  J.  Curtin  who  wrote  the  following  account  of  his 
experiences : 

First  I want  to  thank  Nan  Bernstein  Freed  for  giving  me  the 
opportunity  to  be  involved  in  this  movie.  When  I went  to  the 
job  I was  a little  nervous  about  the  people  I had  to  drive,  i.e. 
Directors,  Producers,  Actors,  Actresses,  as  to  what  kind  of  people 
they  were.  I was  set  at  ease  almost  immediately.  They  were  all 
great,  wonderful  people  to  work  with. 

Now,  after  seeing  the  film  and  seeing  how  it  was  edited,  clipped 
etc.--  how  it  is  actually  made  --  I am  somewhat  amazed  at  how 
this  is  done!  Some  parts  we  filmed  first  are  last  in  the  film, 
and  we  saw  them  turn  a room  in  the  daytime  into  night. 

It  was  all  quite  amazing  to  me  and  I can't  wait  until  the  next 
one ! 


Jim  Curtin 


HISTORICAL  NOTE 


The  old  handbell  of  the  Tyringham  Center  School  which  was  found 
this  summer  in  the  school  house  has  been  put  in  the  glass-faced 
cupboard  in  the  Town  Hall  for  all  to  see. 


Georgia  Birkett 


HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 

This  has  been  a very  productive  and  rewarding  year  for  the  club. 
Starting  in  April,  Peter  A. A.  Berle,  President  of  the  National 
Audubon  Society,  gave  a lecture  at  the  Town  Hall  which  raised 
many  vital  questions  about  the  global  impact  of  the  way  we  live 
today.  In  September,  those  of  us  who  came  out  on  a beautiful 
autumn  evening  were  treated  to  a lecture  by  Brian  Urquhart,  Former 
Undersecretary  General  of  the  United  Nations, who  spoke  on  "Problems 
and  Prospects  for  1992."  Moneys  realized  from  both  lectures  went 
into  the  club's  Education  Fund.  As  always,  the  ladies  of  the 
club  provided  some  beautiful  refreshments  for  both  talks. 

We  had  two  candidates  from  Goose  Pond  who  received  $500.00 
each  from  the  Education  Fund:  Richard  Heath  who  will  be  going 
to  North  Adams  State  College  and  Thomas  Mougin  who  will  be  going 
to  SUNY.  We  wish  them  well  and  much  success. 

The  children  of  Tyringham  were  the  beneficiaries  of  some 
wonderful  summer  programs  sponsored  and  paid  for  in  large  part 
by  the  club.  Children  in  kindergarten  through  second  grade  were 
delighted  to  have  Peggy  Harding  of  Webster  Road  do  a summer  program 
in  July  of  crafts,  songs,  stories  and  games  in  the  church  basement. 
Mrs.  Harding  was  ably  assisted  by  April  Slater.  We're  still  not 
sure  who  had  the  most  fun  - the  little  ones  or  Mrs.  Harding  and 
April ! 

Swimming  lessons  were  offered  by  Mary  Honicker  of  the  Marian 
Fathers  at  Laurel  Lake  for  a two  week  period.  All  ages  and  levels 
of  competence  were  part  of  this  program  which  was  a real  success. 
The  children  showed  marked  improvement  in  their  swimming  abilities 
under  Mary's  expert  guidance. 

The  big  event  of  the  summer  was  the  Wilderness  Experience  Camp 
run  by  Scott  Cook  of  Westfield.  Children  nine  years  and  older 
participated  in  this  week-long  adventure.  One  could  go  on  but 
a letter  by  Gabey  Cosel  of  McCarthy  Road,  one  of  the  young 
participants,  expresses  best  the  feeling  of  the  campers. 


Mary  Ann  Brown 


5 ro 


I 9- 1-  ^ I f 


« jfi --?  i 3,  via  ' 

£ '^S’o  9 ^ s 

^ ^ il' 

^ ^ ‘A- 

"V  L-S-  rt>  -<,  ^ o _ ■'-  - Ci 


3 


^ ^ r 0 /t  ^ 


-> 

c. 

p 

:s 


\p 


^ ■ ' -1 5 :r  r -:it^  £ 9 

3' If 


-f-  o 

^ c> 
C 


.1  s ;? 

^ V, 
-s 


^ 5 •--(: 


o $ ? 


p LS-  ^ 


p P^  ;q  ^ ^ fy^  :s'  ' ^ y) 

if  l-^^ 

£^35—  n (9  _ 5-=^  (3)  -f  (/)  ^ ' 


Co 


C 

"G  c 


P Q_  ^ <t)  ^ ^ 

cr„  : ifjjig 


- 9 

^8^9  tp 

^ t/9-g 

n cr^  _ ^ fl; 


C. 


^(::q 


(O 


D A 


Q 

p-  9^ 

'-€S  - '*' 


ro 


r3 

<^9^9 


r3 

- I' 

^ I 

~o  S 
— <£JP 


'’f  e S 

t (pt^^  -'99  S ^ =Vx  '“f 

. ff  ^<":PrJF,?  u,  -K 


U9 


^ CT 


£ 

:s~ 


O 

O 


H ^ ts"  t -y  ^ o 

+ 5_  ^P 


5 0 

->  c 

S’^ 

(/)  £+J 

(/I  — > 


o 

P 

W -f 

^ /9 


(^  (/’  S 9 ^ ,02  ir.  rs'^O  ^/^cTOW^  yf'^  ^ 


?iL£?f  2to 


9:2^  ^iL£?19 
= ^'  I c-O,,  §-  3 

9.JI-3. 

^ 9t^ 

<;;ki<  5 3 'b£ 


P 

S 


a 


■ V^ 

s 


i-'is 

(° 


i 

E a '-^-J  9 

rz)  cu  p rr  T 


;2 


fo  ^"-5-0  >S  ? p 


O (^ 


- ^ p ? 

-^Ef  5 

s.5^|-p  a 

-r  P-  ^ 


1 (^ 
-I 


6- 

V) 


5 


9- 
c 

f s. 

9 c 

3 n 

^ 5 £. 
r ^ 

fO 


£p  -h 

r?  c 

^ (^) 
:s 

C/i  c_^ 
Ca’  c2 

1 1 

'S 

r p 

w ^ 

Ti 

R) 


- g 3 

f (»  3^3 

'Cj  - 

§ O f 

S-  o 

“ R“ 

cr  ^ 

? ^'-x 


?)  ;;^-j: 


H 

e 

p 


(D 

C 

3 


(f>  ^ 

$ 

0^' 


5 r 


d- 


r 


5dS 

r»  o 


if- 


<r 

ru 

C-2 


^ - P ^ 

I 

-'  <T> 

-^j:  <3  c: 
ra  '+'0 

0 «= 

O -j  ^ 

oo'  pi 
Oc^  O 


5 

S 

<X 


'^'  r 

S' J' 


L'' 

C 


c 

C 

3- 


f ?3';g 

TO  . r-  ^ lA  P S r 

^ o 


s 3 & ^ 


(b 


£.0. 


p 

c 


lP'-s  ^ So’  £,3  ^ _ 

><.:X9X>pr^TO“  ^ ^ 


^ 9.  p 

TO  ' V 


JJ  (y 

n>  — 

^ Q 

5 s+ 

' -'  - «-' |f- « K { ; ;.' 


3 


-O^'X  3 _r\  t3-  "IL  ^ ^ ty 

3 ^ ^ y% 

c /A  P T OT  O'  P ^ 


g p 9 5, 


~0 

> 


C - ' 9-X  — 4-  -^  — 3 p 

■ o \ I S 5-  ?-,  j f c ? 

i-\  ■■  i ^ s f^,  (D  '--0 

" p "'  5- 

- ? £ Pp  '^ig'f  r> 
,-o^,S  fi 

-C  -+,  -i-g^+D^o^ole 

p !r  5_fQ  3 .~h  f rt> 

3.  -V  r (S 

TO  O-- 


3 

P 
C 


5'' 


PLcR^  f-p  - ■ q) 

T?5  ?-p  I - a ^ 


^ X ^ , 4- 

P "^9  X 9*  ^ rr-  ^ (o  p 

V5;3^C  rti(&  zr_45\, 

5 :>■  3 s (9  P'S  ^ e-  “ 


(D 

K S' 


(P  p 


<3-C/^q  CP3',/,3.^='  ®S->  3 ^ 

‘ &s‘i'’1'  |S  ^tsJjvr|^?-^ 

' iKssi/ts:?  - - 


? f- 


^ ”p 

^ ^ c-\  ^ "t'^  p -?-  1^  9^  o ‘ ^ 9—  -<;  fo 

1 S 1^ ^h  " r^  5,!  § if  X<x  ^ I ^ i 

Iv 


I'd  1 3 P ,0 


..  ^ I °' 2'| ii i I 

3r  (/.a.|=  ri^S>-9(31^  7^--|.  J, 

' ' 9^  .'-l-f”  ^ (J  s ^ ^ 


LS 

rts 

05> 

--'^ 


5 p __^  0 2 

I |f 


^ ?-  I, 

0 


s X 
--  iT- 

s 


5-  ^ ^ ^ |o  C:  = f ^ 


3 0 ^ 


(^  ® I p- 


P 

-3 

CO 


o 

> 

D3 

ra 

k; 


n 

o 

in 

w 

w 


w 

w 

w 


TYRINGHAM  LAND  TRUST  INC. 


The  Tyringham  Land  Trust  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  thank  you  all  so  much  for  the  very  generous  response  to  our 
appeal  for  contributions.  150  of  you  became  Friends  of  Tyringham 
Land  Trust  and  it  is  enormously  encouraging  to  us  to  know  that 
so  many  support  the  Land  Trust  and  its  aims. 

On  a very  hot  evening  in  July,  heartened  by  the  cooling  power 
of  five  electric  fans,  a good  sized  audience  came  to  the  Town 

Hall  for  a talk  and  slide  show  by  Jeff  Lacey  of  The  Center  for 

Rural  Massachusetts.  Mr.  Lacey's  subject:  "Planning  for 
Conservation  and  Development  in  Rural  Massachusetts"  graphically 
illustrated  ways  that  sensitive  planning  and  good  zoning  bylaws 
can  conserve  the  rural  quality  of  a small  town.  This  was 
contrasted  with  some  very  ugly  scenery,  the  result  of  haphazard 

"urban  sprawl"  development  where  little  consideration  is  given 
to  the  overall  character  and  traditions  of  the  community. 

The  Center  for  Rural  Massachusetts  is  also  helping  and  advising 
the  Land  Trust  with  a project  that  we  are  working  on  now  --  a 
comprehensive  set  of  maps  of  Tyringham.  There  will  be  a Wetlands 
map,  soils  classification  and  several  other  specialized  maps. 

We  feel  this  project  will  be  of  great  benefit  to  the  whole  town. 

We  are  able  to  do  all  this  because  of  your  contributions  and 
we  welcome  your  support  in  this  season  of  goodwill!  We  wish 
you  all  a merry  Christmas  and  a happy  New  Year. 


Penelope  Littell 


NEWS  FROM  THE  TYRINGHAM  HISTORICAL  COMMISSION 

Several  generous  Tyringham  friends  have  given  us  copies  of  their 
photographs,  old  and  new:  family  pictures,  pictures  of  their 
houses,  scenes  of  Tyringham 's  past  and  present.  The  Commission 
has  met  a number  of  times  this  fall  to  catalogue  these  photos. 
Once  catalogued  they  are  slipped  into  clear  plastic  sleeves 

especially  designed  for  archive  preservation.  They  are  then  stored 
in  acid-free  boxes.  Future  generations  now  will  have  a chance 
to  see  what  we  all  looked  like  back  in  the  1 900s  and  earlier. 

Does  anyone  want  to  help  us  preserve  Tyringham 's  photographic 

past  and  present?  We  will  provide  your  pictures  with  a safe  and 

permanent  home. 


Clint  Elliott 


UNION  CHURCH 


In  June  Paul  D'Angona,  who  had  been  our  minister  for  the  past 
six  years,  submitted  his  resignation  due  to  the  fact  that  his 
family  life  and  new  business  just  did  not  leave  enough  time  to 
carry  out  his  duties  at  the  Church  as  he  would  wish.  We  will 
sorely  miss  him  and  his  family. 

It  was  decided  that  this  was  a time  when  we  should  look  at  the 
possibility  of  having  a full  time  Pastor  rather  than  a part-time 
one.  This  study  is  going  on  and  in  the  meantime  we  are  searching 
for  an  interim  part-time  minister. 

Hans  and  Jane  Kessler  took  on  the  children  of  the  church  for 
a memorable  Golden  Hour  this  summer.  Their  theme  was  recognizing 
the  hand  of  God  in  nature.  Combining  hiking  with  studying  the 
psalms,  the  Kesslers  led  the  children  on  a series  of  day-long 
hikes  and  outings  in  Beartown  State  Forest,  Bartholomew's  Cobble, 
York  Lake  in  Sandisfield,  the  Sharon  (Conn.)  Audubon  Center  and 
finally  the  Bronx  Zoo. 

During  the  eleven  o'clock  service  each  week  April  Slater  is 
teaching  the  younger  children  Sunday  school.  The  children 
participate  in  the  first  15  minutes  of  the  service  and  then  move 
to  their  classroom  in  the  Parsonage.  We  welcome  any  children 
who  would  like  to  join  this  special  class  with  April. 

The  Youth  Group,  led  by  Nini  Gilder  and  Sue  Choquette,  is  meeting 
monthly  on  the  second  Sunday  evening  from  7 to  9 p.m. 

They  are  reading  and  discussing  great  Christian  Classics  and  invite 
all,  young  and  old,  interested  in  tackling  'Pilgrim's  Progress' 
this  winter. 

Dick  O'Hara  came  with  his  family  for  the  month  of  August  and 
in  return  for  using  the  parsonage  conducted  all  of  the  services 
during  that  month.  Several  members  of  the  congregation,  Hans 
Kessler,  Robert  Choquette,  Bill  Casey  and  Don  Umlauf,  have  given 
us  inspiring  sermons  and  we  have  had  two  visitors,  Reese  Alsop 
and  William  Scammon.  During  this  time  David  Armstrong  has  filled 
in  as  we  have  needed  him  and  has  been  giving  the  communion 
services.  Paul  has  agreed  to  return  and  conduct  the  Thanksgiving 
and  Christmas  Eve  services  for  which  we  are  most  grateful . 

During  the  year  Jane  Kessler  with  help  from  Maggie  Curtin  and 
Jake  Thomas  has  put  on  two  successful  church  suppers.  One  was 
for  the  benefit  of  the  mission's  budget  and  the  other  was  to  pay 
for  some  much  needed  repairs  to  the  kitchen  in  the  church.  The 
children  took  over  one  coffee  hour  and  were  able  to  raise  $280 
to  purchase  bibles  to  be  sent  to  the  USSR.  On  Nov.  9 through 
the  kindness  of  Nan  Bernstein  we  were  able  to  preview  the 
television  film  "Lethal  Innocence"  which  had  been  shot  during 
the  summer  at  Riverside  and  other  places  in  Lee  and  Stockbridge. 
The  proceeds  of  $310  are  going  towards  the  recently  announced 
fund  drive  for  the  repair  of  the  parsonage.  Anne  Palmer  has  agreed 
to  give  a recital  at  Four  Brooks  Farm  on  Saturday  November  30 
at  4:30  for  the  benefit  of  the  church. 

A Peaceful  and  Joyous  Christmas  to  all  and  a Happy  New  Year. 

Kay  Palmer,  Moderator 


The  Union  Church  of  Tyringham  is  so  grateful  to  the  many  friends 
and  neighbors  who  have  contributed  over  $3,000  to  the  Parsonage 
Renovation  Fund  by  the  time  the  TOPICS  went  to  press. 


NEWS  FROM  GOOSE  POND 


Autumn  has  arrived  at  Goose  Pond.  The  geese  have  left  the  lake, 
the  leaves  are  off  the  trees,  and  the  roadways  are  nearly  barren 
of  the  usual  summertime  walkers  and  joggers.  The  summer  weather 
was  wonderful  this  year,  allowing  us  to  swim  in  the  lake  from 
late  May  to  early  September.  A group  of  ladies,  calling  themselves 
"The  Goose  Pond  Ladies  Swim  Club,"  took  full  advantage  of  the 
weather,  swimming  nearly  every  day.  Wearing  fluorescent  green 
caps,  the  group  included  regulars  Marg  Palmer,  Lois  Lenett , Bonnie 
Walton,  and  Maureen  Lenti . Also  joining  the  swim  at  various  times 
were  Cathy  Scalise  and  members  of  the  Diamond  family.  Herb,  Dick, 
Frayda  and  Carol.  Maureen  Lenti  even  made  clever  tee  shirts  for 
the  members  to  wear. 

This  past  school  year  was  especially  educational  for  Tricia 
Bragdon,  a senior  at  Western  New  England  College.  She  spent  a 
semester  of  her  junior  year  in  Guayaquil,  Ecuador,  attending 
classes  and  working  in  an  impoverished  schoolhouse  teaching 
English.  She  will  be  getting  her  Bachelor's  degree  in  social 
work  in  May  of  1992. 

Congratulations  to  Michael  Puntin,  son  of  Tim  and  Gail  Puntin 
of  Lakeside  Drive,  who  was  recently  admitted  to  the  National  Honors 
Society  at  Lee  High  School.  This  honor  is  based  on  scholarship, 
service  leadership  and  character. 

Also  deserving  congratulations  are  some  recent  college  graduates 
from  the  Goose  Pond  Area.  Michelle  Mougin  graduated  cum  laude 
from  Bay  Path  College  in  the  legal  assistant  course.  She  is 
presently  working  at  a law  firm  in  Pittsfield.  Jeff  Lenti 
graduated  in  May  from  Westfield  State  College  with  a degree  in 
criminal  justice.  His  mother,  Maureen  Lenti,  is  working  towards 
her  Bachelor's  degree  in  speech  therapy  and  is  currently  working 
as  a sign  language  interpreter  in  the  Pittsfield  schools. 

Keith  Kasprzak,  son  of  Tom  Kasprzak  of  Stonebridge  Ways,  attended 
the  spring  program  at  the  University  of  Massachusetts  given  by 
the  National  Park  Service.  Also  attending  the  University  of 
Massachusetts  is  Tony  Puntin,  Son  of  Donald  and  Lauria  Puntin 
of  Coopercreek  Road.  He  is  a senior  majoring  in  civil  engineering. 

Richard  and  Lindsay  Greene  have  done  an  excellent  job  of  enhancing 
their  small  farm  that  had  belonged  to  Keith  Burtt.  Besides  horses 
and  chickens,  Richard  always  has  an  interesting  project.  He  hopes 
to  finish  a hay  wagon  in  time  for  Thanksgiving  but  Christmas  time 
seems  more  realistic.  Maybe  we'll  be  able  to  have  a Goose  Pond 
hayride  this  winter.  Even  better,  it  would  be  fun  to  plan  for 
a Halloween  hayride  for  the  children  next  year. 

This  has  been  my  first  time  writing  for  Topics  and  it  has  been 
difficult  to  assemble  a year's  worth  of  news  in  a short 
time.  I apologize  if  any  important  items  were  omitted  but  please 
contact  me  or  send  information  to  Tyringham  Topics  for  next  year. 

HAPPY  HOLIDAYS  TO  ALL 

Lauria  D.  Puntin 


FIRE  HOUSE  NEWS 


The  Fire  Co.  again  had  great  success  with  its  steak  roast  and 
this  year  we  added  a pancake  breakfast  which  was  also  a big 
success.  We  want  to  thank  everyone  who  took  part  and  those  who 
came  and  enjoyed. 

Have  you  noticed  our  "new"  tanker?  It  is  to  be  re-vamped  over 
the  winter  months  and  hopefully  will  be  in  service  sometime  in 
the  spring  or  early  summer  of  '92.  Thanks  to  the  extra  legwork 
of  Carl  Curtin  and  Joe  Whalen  we  were  able  to  get  this  surplus 
tanker  from  Westover  Field  at  no  cost  to  us. 

We  wish  everyone  happy  holidays  and  a great  year  ahead.  Please 
be  careful  with  Christmas  lights  and  paper  and  remain  safe. 

Thank  you, 

Jim  Curtin,  Fire  Chief. 


PHOTOGRAPHIC  EXHIBITION 

Fall  foliage  was  celebrated  at  the  Tyringham  Art  Gallery  with 
a photo  show  entitled  "Forty  Faces  From  Tyringham,  A Collection 
Of  Portraits  by  Bobbie  Crosby."  The  pictures  started  out  as  a 
project  for  a photography  class  Bobbie  was  taking.  The  opening 
night  party,  to  which  the  whole  town  was  invited,  was  well  attended 
and  a great  success.  Catering  was  provided  by  Jeanette  Me  Cullough 
and  Helen  Hayes  who  are  the  new  owners  of  Crosby's  catering 
company.  Everyone  enjoyed  the  delicious  hot  and  cold  buffet  as 
they  viewed  the  show  and  chatted  with  their  friends  and  neighbors 
from  Tyringham. 


Ann  Davis 


HALLOWEEN 

October  31st  is  when  you  can  find  all  the  kids  out  trick-or- 
treating  in  Tyringham.  This  year  we  had  some  visitors  come  all 
the  way  from  Florida.  They  were  Mickey  and  Minnie  Mouse  who  were 
Betty  Cernik's  grandchildren  Alex  and  Tiffany  Fredette  who  are 
five  years  old. 

We  also  had  someone  from  the  North  Pole  come  and  visit  who  was 
Mellie  Gilder  dressed  as  a penguin.  Very  unusual  isn't  it! 

From  the  cat  family  we  had  a cat  (Nicole  Brown)  and  a tiger 
(Alexis  Brown). 

This  year  we  had  a new-comer  who  was  Dakota  Schaefer  dressed 
as  a dinosaur  from  prehistoric  times.  He's  a 6 months  old  boy. 

We  all  had  lots  of  fun  thanks  to  the  drivers  who  were  kind  enough 
to  drive  us  around.  Their  names  are  Rob  Roy  Kimberly  and  Tom 
Fennelly.  Thanks  so  much.  Also  a special  thanks  to  Frank  Felix 
for  helping  us  get  on  and  off  the  hay  ride.  Thanks  to  Jimmy  Curtin 
for  the  fire  truck,  Denise  Curtin  for  the  light  sticks  donated 
by  K-Bee  toys  and  the  firemen  for  the  plastic  pumpkins  and  the 
coloring  books. 


Tabitha  Pennington 


PROMISED  LAND 


"On  Sunday  morning  after  the  Divine  Office, 
we  gathered  in  Chapter  to  solemnize  our 
convictions  by  vote.  Tyringham  was  recognized 
as  the  land  of  God's  choice  --  our  promised 
land. " 

Mother  Margaret  Mary  Rumpf,  VHM 


The  following  is  taken  from  a piece  by  Abby  Pratt  that  appeared 
in  the  Berkshire  Eagle  in  October  1991  after  a meeting  between 
the  Sisters  of  St.  Francis  de  Sales  and  Tyringham  Town  officials. 

TYRINGHAM--Seeking  a site  for  a new  monastery  that  would  reflect 
their  mission  of  gentleness  and  humility,  the  sisters  of  the 
Visitation  Monastery  of  Wilmington,  Del.,  said  last  night  they 
had  found  it  at  the  Old  Beach  place  on  Beach  Road. 

"In  Tyringham,  there's  almost  a mystical  quality  about  the 
landscape",  said  Sister  Joan  Bernadette,  one  of  11  cloistered 
nuns  who  appeared  before  the  Selectmen  and  other  town  officials 
at  Town  Hall . 

"God  has  made  some  very  lovely  things  in  the  Berkshires,"  agreed 
Mother  Margaret  Mary  Rumpf,  who  heads  the  community  of  24  nuns. 

Assuming  they  receive  the  necessary  permits,  the  sisters  said 
that  in  January  they  plan  to  purchase  115  undeveloped  acres  from 
Sarah  Hudson,  who  will  be  their  nearest  neighbor.  And  they  said 
the  property  will  be  a gift  of  anonymous  donors. 

The  nuns  said  they  hope  in  spring  to  begin  construction  of 
a two-story  monastery,  set  into  a hill.  Once  the  cloister  is 
built,  they  will  rarely  leave  the  property,  according  to  Mother 
Margaret  Mary.  Most  of  their  food  and  other  supplies  are 
purchased  wholesale  and  delivered.  A priest  from  the  Congregation 
of  Marians  will  say  Mass. 

"Part  of  our  life  is  solitude,"  she  said.  "We  do  not  leave 
the  cloister.  Once  we  move  in,  we  will  be  there  permanently. 
We  will  live  our  entire  life  there." 

The  sisters'  attorney,  Philip  F.  Heller  of  Lenox,  said  the 
group  will  need  a variance  from  the  town's  zoning  bylaws  governing 
religious  and  educational  institutions  to  build  a two-story 
structure,  rather  than  the  permitted  single  story,  with 
approximately  50,000  square  feet  of  floor  space.  However,  Heller 
said  the  architectural  plans  are  "very  preliminary." 

Responding  to  a question  from  Selectmen  Chairman  Peter  L. 
Curtin,  Heller  said  the  nuns  will  use  a well  for  water  and  their 
septic  system  will  conform  to  all  health  codes.  There  will  be 
a sprinkler  system  and  the  roads  will  be  adequate  for  emergency 
access.  The  land  will  be  kept  in  its  present  state,  except  for 
a fence  around  the  cloister  and  a barrier  of  trees  and  shrubbery 
around  the  periphery  of  the  property. 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS 


HAPPY  HANUKKAH 


A PEACEFUL  NEW  YEAR 


Stetson  and  Barbara  Adams 

The  Allen  family;  Dutch,  Margo  & Dustin  - Tyringham's  dog 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop,  Tom  & Suzette  Jones;  Denny  & Beck  Alsop 
Delly  Alsop  & Christina  Alsop 
Walt  & Rosa  Watt  Jr.  & Heidi  Alward 
Merry  Xmas  Steve,  Laurie,  Kurt  & Erika  Baluk 
Nan  Bernstein  Freed,  Paul  Freed 
Georgia  H.  Birkett 
Jennifer  Bishop 

Teresa,  Tricia  and  Rodney  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 
In  memory  of  Robert  "Butch"  Bragdon 
Bob  & Mary  Ann  Brown,  Nicole  & Alexis 
Jean  Brown  & Family 
Mr.  & Mrs.  J.  Bucher 

Carolyn  G.  Canon  and  John  & Marie  Canon  & family 
Nort  & Eleanor  Canon, 

Jennifer,  Gary  & Ryan  Storti 
Henning,  Joyce,  Michael  & Kimberly  Carlson 

"The  Cerniks"-  Larry,  Betty,  Richard,  Donald,  Jeffrey,  Randy, 
Chris,  Jessica,  Jeremy  and  Scott 
"The  Fredettes"- Michael , Dawn,  Alexander  & Tiffany 
Feliz  Navidad  y Ano  Nuevo  de  Edgar  Chamorro 
Peter  Charpentier,  Gail  Charpentier,  Edith  Charpentier 
Elisabeth  Charpentier,  Matthew  Charpentier 
Harvey  & Dot  Choquette 
Bob,  Sue,  Aubrey  and  Noah  Choquette 
Irma  Clark 

Chuck  & Terry  Clark  & family 
Frank  & Betty  Clark 
Maria  Cole 

Happy  Holidays!  Jim,  Karen,  Ben,  Austin  & Darren  Consolati 
Edward  M.  Coyne 

Bobbie  & Player  Crosby,  Jay  Crosby,  Kit  Crosby 
Carl  & Chris  Curtin,  Christine  & Larry 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin 

Mary  Curtin  & John  Lavoie 
Tommy  & Maggie  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin 

Peter  Curtin  Jr.,  Michelle  Goodfellow  & Ethan;  Jamie  Curtin, 
Tina  Earl  & Joshua;  Matt  & Kitty  Curtin  & Dillon 
Holly  & Putt  Darey;  Ralph  & Jennifer  Darey  Miller 
Ann  Davis  & family 

Hilary  & Philip  Deely,  Maisie  and  Pip 
Grace  & Betty  Dennis 

Harry  Ellis  Dickson  & family  - Dukakis;  Peters;  Shain 
Tom  & Therese  Dillon  & family 
Alice  & Alison  Donald 

John  Donald,  Penelope  Borax,  David  and  Adam  Donald 
Merry  Xmas  to  all  our  friends,  Gerry,  Donna  & Jonathan; 
Christine,  Patty  & Koty  (Drake) 

In  loving  memory  of  Candace  & Roy  Heath 
Bill  & Connie  Dyer;  Jim,  Bev  (Dyer),  Eric  & Heidi  Elsensohn 
Arthur  & Jane  Dyer 
Clint  & Varney  Elliott  & family 


Ann  & John  Emerson , Andi  Emerson  & Xan  and  Robert  Ditcoff,  Carol, 
Alexander,  Nathan  and  Hannah  Emerson,  Parker  Emerson, 
Eleanor  Emerson 

Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  John  & Carol,  Donald  Annette  and  James 
Eddie  & Dianne  Fennelly  & family 
Everett  & Mary  Ann,  Kathy  & Amy  Fennelly 
Everett  R.  & Mary  Beth  Fennelly 
Bill,  Marilyn,  Parker  & Catherine  Fennelly 
Allan  & Mary  Garner,  David  & Lisa  Garner,  Levi  & Deanna 
Naney  Garner 
Honora  & Don  Gifford 

Mellie  & Rod  Gilder;  David  Cindy  & Allison;  Joshua 

Nini  & George,  Louisa,  Mellie,  Richard  & Nanina  Gilder 

Richard,  Lindsay  & Mark  Greene 

Virginia  Gorman;  Conor,  Susan  & Joe  Moran 

Arnold  & Alice  Hale  - In  memory  of  loved  ones 

Roy  R.  Bienvenue  & D.C.  Bienvenue 

Elizabeth  Hale,  George  & Joan 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  L.  Hale  by  Donald  & Mary  Hale 
Mason  & Peggy  Harding,  Stephen,  Katherine,  Thomas 
& Margaret  Harding 
Fred  & Dawn  Havill  & family 
Sandy,  Arnold,  Cathy  & Suzie  Hayne 
Cort  & Anna  Heath 

John  W.  Holloway,  Gladys  J.  Holloway 
Maggie  Howard 

Sarah  Hudson,  Barclay  & Kerstin,  Sean  & Colin  Hudson 

Ken,  Kenny  & Linda  Jones 

A1  & Martha  Joyner,  Jason  & Allison 

Jim  & Celia  Kittredge,  Jay  & Santhea  Ogden;  Cinda  & Craig 
Sullivan;  Charlie  & Susan  Kittredge;  Ellen  & Warren 
Scott;  Kit  Clucas;  Martha  Kittredge  & all  the  grandchildren 
Lucyan  Kraszeski,  Alan,  Nancy  and  Ronald  Robitaille  & family 
Wil,  Mary  D.,  Plum  & Nick  Kierstead 
George  & Betty  Kramer 

Merry  Christmas  Douglas  & Marion  Leach 
Eugene  & Lucca  Lehner,  Andreas,  Mary  Adam  & Sven 
Penelope  & Blaine  Littell;  Kim  Littell,  Philip  Alexis  Littell, 
Peter,  Sandy,  Ian  & Olivia  Littell;  Doug  Cookie,  Samantha, 
Christopher  & Eric  Repp 
Beatrice  Loring 
Margaret  & Russell  Loring 

Tunk,  Dede  & Tony  Loring;  Rhonda,  Billy  & Dylan  Winters;  Elaine 
Ed,  Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold;  Chuck  & Kathie  Loring 
Dot  & Richard  Loring,  Marion  & Edward  Loring;  Debrah  & Henry  III 
Elizabeth  Hall;  Ashley  & Amy  Hunt  & Kevin  Dougherty 
Olive  Loring 

Ricky  & Ann  Loring,  Alisha  & E.J.  Abbott  III 
Anne,  Jonathan,  Sam  & Sarah  Moffett 
Polly  Perkins  Montgomery  & family 

In  memory  of  Joseph,  Michael  & Robert  Moore  - Ginny  Moore 
Bob  Moskin  & Lynn  Goldberg 

Mark  Moskin;  David  & Camela  Moskin;  Nancy  Moskin 
In  memory  of  Paul  Mattlin 

Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Niall  & Siobhan  Murphy 

Merry  Christmas  - Jay,  Dariene,  Stephen  & Melissa  Me  Brian 

Katharine  & John  Me  Lennan  & family 


Millicent  McIntosh,  Jim,  Carey,  Susan,  Kenneth,  Dick 
Palmer  family,'  Anne,  Gilly,  Reese,  Walter  & Spring 
Helena,  Barbara,  Tonio  & Kay  Palmer 
LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelly  & Butch  Palmer 

John  & Hylie,  Will  & Mary,  Rus  & Andy  and  Richard  Pappenheimer 

Ned  & Petey  Perkins  & family 

Ned,  Cathy,  & Emily  Perkins 

Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  Potter 

Mrs.  Phillips  W.  Pursell 

William  Roerick 

Andrew  Potler  & Marcia  Powdermaker  & Hannah,  Seasons  Greetings 
Donald  & Lauria  Puntin,  Brian,  Tony  & Matthew  Puntin 
Viggo  & Catha,  Edwin,  Martin,  Lucia,  Rambusch;  Kristin  & Sandy 
von  Thelen 
David  B.  Rauch 
Ozzie  & Mary  Rathbun 
Judy  & Peggy  Reber 

Margaret  Rector;  Susan  & Bill  Barkin;  Lily  & Eliza  Grace 
Margaret  Olds  Richards,  & Barrie,  Alex  & Susan  ("Poppy"),  Charles 
& James  Luchars 
Lilja  Rizzo;  Joseph  Rizzo 

Dr.  Jacob  A.  Salzmann  & Tuck;  Zoe,  Lea,  Tuck  from  Virginia; 

Raphael  & Deborah  Hertz,  of  Paris^ France 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  & Jesse  Schaefer 

Eugene  & Ina  Schnell  & Eric,  Nancy,  Vicki  & Jay  Rosen 
Charlie  & Liz  Slater;  David  & Margery  Slater  Loring 
In  memory  of  Grace  Slater 
In  memory  of  Danny  Slater 

Gene  & Mary  Smith;  Mary-Gene  Smith  Rubin;  Norene  Smith  La  Fountai 
Shaun  M.  Smith 

The  Spences  - Pad,  Paddy,  Colin,  & Justin 
Liz  Spencer 

Tom,  Helen,  Mark  & Laura  Stephens  (Daughter  & family  of  Julia 
Reber ) 

Jo  Stott 

William  & Olive  Stewart 
Gary,  Jennifer  & Ryan  Storti 
Michael,  Kerry,  Kelly  & Michael  Sullivan 
Ruth  & Gerald  Swart 

Philippe  & Angelica  Syp;  Marc  & Miranda 
Alice  Truax 

Charles  Truax,  Janie  Thrailkill  & Hawley  Truax 
Asher  E.  Treat 
Blanche  & Bill  Thober 

Gerry  & Toni  Twing;  Norman  & Nancy  Schaffer 
Janet  & Don  Umlauf 
The  Urquhart  family 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman 
Gerry  & Alice  Vreeland 

Deric,  Barbara,  Jennifer  & Stephanie  Washburn 
Holly  Me  Lennan  Wheelwright;  Emma  Wheelwright;  Henry  Wheelwright 
Evelyn  Winters;  Bert,  Karen,  Keith,  Tim,  Chad  Williams; 

Jesse  Pierce 
Mark  & Liz  Williams 

Mary  Curtin  & Eugene  and  Nancy  Curtin  & the  boys 
Ted  & Kathy  Stern 
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Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  in  the  interests  of  the  church  and  community. 


FALL  AND  WINTER  1991 

1991  has  been  a good  year  for  the  Hop  Brook  Cmmunity  Club. 
Our  Christmas  TOPICS  is  reporting  on  two  very  important  lecturers 
that  we  sponsored  --  Peter  Berle,  President  of  the  National 
Audubon  Society,  and  Sir  Brian  Urquhart,  retired  Undersecretary 
General  of  the  United  Nations.  Each  speaker  tackled  the  same 
subject  from  his  own  viewpoint:  'What  are  the  problems  our  planet 
will  face  in  1 992,  and  what  can  we  do  to  save  it?'  It  is  fitting 
that  the  proceeds  from  these  talks  go  to  our  children.  This  year 
we  were  able  to  award  two  sholarships  as  well  as  finance  a variety 
of  summer  activities. 

Millicent  McIntosh 


VITAL  STATISTICS 

GOLDEN  ANNIVERSARY:  Warmest  congratulations  and  best  wishes  to 
Harvey  & Dot  Choquette  who  celebrated  their  50th  wedding 
anniversary  on  June  16  with  a big  party  given  by  their  children. 

200  friends  and  relatives  came  to  celebrate  with  them,  including 
a granddaughter  whom  they  had  not  seen  since  she  was  sixteen  and 
a great  granddaughter  they  had  never  met.  Congratulations  and 
best  wishes  also  to  Liz  & Charlie  Slater  who  celebrated  their 
FORTIETH  ANNIVERSARY  in  May.  They  celebrated  with  an  Open  House 
picnic  v/ith  friends  and  relatives  coming  by  all  day! 

MARRIAGES:  December  26,  1990  - Rodelinde  Albrecht  and  Jack 

Handler  of  Tyringham,  married  in  Portsmouth,  R.I. 
March  17th  1991  - Kathleen  Theresa  (Kitty)  Kelly  of  Lee  and  Matthew 
Allan  Curtin  of  Tyringham,  married  at  the  Stafford  House, 
Stockbridge  Mass.  August  24th  1991  - Helen  M.  Coty,  daughter 
of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  T.  Coty  of  Cone  Park,  married  James  S.  Curtin 
son  of  James  and  Kathy  Curtin  of  Main  Road,  Tyringham  at  St. 
George's  Church  in  Lee.  To  wed  on  December  21st  1991  - Timolin 
Elizabeth  Cole,  daughter  of  Maria  Cole  of  Tyringham  and  the  late 
Nat  'King'  Cole,  to  Gary  Mervin  Augustus  at  the  Church  of  the 
Advent  in  Boston. 


BIRTHS:  January  26  - Julie  Rachael  Slater,  fourth  daughter 

of  Charles  Jr.  and  Alice  Higgins  Slater;  granddaughter 
of  Liz  and  Charlie  Slater  of  Tyringham  and  the  late  Alice  and 
John  Higgins  of  Dalton.  April  5th  - Daniel  Bernard  Collins,  son 
of  Bart  and  Joanna  Collins  of  Goose  Pond,  grandson  of  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Bernard  Collins  of  Lee  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wilbur  Hunt  Jr.  of 
South  Lee.  April  29th  - Dakota  David  Schaefer,  son  of  Molly 
Curtin-Schaef er  and  Tim  Schaefer  of  Main  Road,  grandson  of  Helen 
and  Neil  Curtin  of  Tyringham  and  John  and  Edna  Schaefer  of  Lee. 
May  1 5th  - Alisha  Lee  Loring,  daughter  of  Anna  Pellegrini  Loring 
and  Ricky  Lee  Loring  of  Jerusalem  Road;  granddaughter  of  Dot  and 
Dick  Loring  of  Tyringham,  and  Maria  Bailey  of  South  Lee  and  Ollisse 
Pellegrini  of  Housatonic;  great  granddaughter  of  Olive  Loring 
of  Tyringham  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Morandi  of  Alford.  July  1 7th 
- Andrew  Paul  Vuolo  Jr.  son  of  Andrew  and  Michele  Greene  Vuolo 
of  Webster  Road,  Tyringham.  September  1 0th  - Caleb  Randall 
Glassman,  son  of  Rosy  Elliott  and  Hank  Glassman  of  San  Francisco; 
grandson  to  Varney  and  Clint  Elliott  of  George  Cannon  Road, 
Tyringham.  September  24th  - Dillon  Matthew  Curtin,  Son  of  Matthew 
and  Kathleen  Kelly  Curtin  of  Main  Road,  grandson  of  Peter  and 
Deanna  Curtin  of  Tyringham  and  Tom  and  Flora  Kelly  of  Lee. 

STOP  PRESS!!  Another  grandchild  for  Varney  & Clint  Elliott 
November  1 5th  a daughter,  Eliza  Kerruish  Elliott  Novicky  for 
Susannah  Elliott  and  Kim  Novick,  of  Jersey  City  N.J. 


DEATHS;  Tyringham  lost  two  great  individuals  this  year  who 
loved  and  contributed  to  life  in  the  valley. 

January  24  - Norbert  A.  Bogdan  of  New  York  City  and  long  time 
summer  resident  of  Webster  Road,  Tyringham,  husband  of  Barbara 
Bogdan  and  father  of  Barbara  Washburn  now  living  in  Santa  Monica 
California.  July  1 8 - Agnes  B.  Curtin  of  Jerusalem  Road,  lifetime 
resident  of  our  town.  Her  twin  sisters  Nora  Buckley  of  New  York 
City  and  Mary  C.  Elliott  of  La  Jolla  California  died  in  the  course 
of  the  year.  They  leave  one  surviving  sister,  Mrs.  Kathleen  C. 
Harrod  of  Wellfleet  and  a brother  Gerald  Curtin  of  Leominster. 


AGNES  CURTIN 


Tyringham  lost  one  of  its  best-loved  citizens  with  the  death 
of  Agnes  Curtin  last  July  18th.  Ag  was  the  youngest  in  a family 
of  seven,  four  girls  and  three  boys,  the  children  of  Thomas  and 
Mary  Me  Glynn  Curtin.  All  of  them  were  brought  up  in  Tyringham, 
but  only  Ag  remained  - and  remain  she  did  her  whole  life,  until 
she  was  struck  down  in  her  house  on  Jerusalem  Road. 

Her  friends  - and  they  include  just  about  everyone  in  town  - 
will  remember  Ag  as  a forthright  person  - a straight -shooter . 
Ag  was  passionate  about  Tyringham  and  about  our  environment. 
Ag  was  an  early  supporter  of  the  Tyringham  Land  Trust  when  doing 
so  was  not  a way  of  winning  a popularity  contest.  But  Ag  v/as 
not  into  popularity  contests.  She  was  into  what  she  believed 
in . 


The  environment?  That  meant  growing  things  to  Ag:  trees,  shrubs, 
herbs,  flowers.  She  knew  where  to  find  the  juiciest  grapes  for 
jelly,  the  sweetest  berries,  the  plumpest  morels,  the  most 
luxuriant  bittersweet. 

Ag  was  a long-time  member  of  the  Historical  Commission.  She 
knew  everything  about  the  town  - her  town.  Ag  had  a long  and 
accurate  memory,  knew  where  everyone  had  lived  for  the  last  hundred 
years,  and  could  identify  every  face  in  the  back  row  of  a faded 
school  photograph. 

Ag  was  a warm  person,  a good-hearted  person,  an  independent 
person,  a no-nonsense  person.  Ag  was  a major  presence  in  this 
town , 


Clint  Elliott 


VALLEY  CLUB 

Last  year  the  Valley  Club  spearheaded  the  campaign  to  buy  a 
new  copier  for  Tyringham.  This  year  they  continued  the 
modernization  of  the  Town  Hall  by  adding  a FAX  machine! 

How  many  people  realize  that  Valley  Club  members  are  the 

gardeners  who  keep  the  center  of  town  looking  beautiful?  In  the 
spring  the  central  circle  was  planted  in  a patriotic  theme  of 
red  geraniums,  white  alyssum  and  impatiens  and  blue  petunias, 
while  a mass  of  bronze  and  yellow  chrysanthemums  appeared  in  the 
fall.  In  between,  weeders,  mulchers  and  deadheaders  can  be  seen 
hard  at  work  at  odd  hours  of  the  day.  The  Valley  Club  is  also 
responsible  for  the  spring  bulbs  outside  the  Post  Office,  the 

flowers  around  the  Memorial  and  in  the  boxes  in  front  of  the  Town 

Hall . Thank  you  for  the  pleasure  you  give  to  everyone  who  goes 

by. 


Information  phoned  into  TOPICS 
by:  Chris  Curtin  & Dot  Choquette 


NEWS  OF  TYRINGHAM  FAMILIES  NEAR  AND  FAR 


Catha  Rambusch  reports  that  Kristin,  their  oldest  daughter, 
is  going  to  India  for  most  of  November  as  part  of  a surgical  team 
from  the  University  of  Virginia.  They  will  repair  birth  defects 
as  well  as  train  Indian  doctors  in  these  techniques  so  the  work 
can  continue  after  the  Americans  depart. 

Barbara  Washburn  reports  from  Santa  Monica:  "Jennifer  is  in 
her  last  year  at  Swathmore  College.  Stephanie  competed  at  novice 
level  in  the  3 day  event  equestrian  show  at  Delmar  California 
and  won  5th  place.  Deric  is  working  on  a script  for  Bernado 
Bertolucci  and  I am  developing  a knitwear  collection  on  my 
electronic  machines.  We  miss  you  all  - a lot!" 

Camela  and  David  Moskin  have  moved  and  are  now  living  in  Hadley, 
Mass  . 

Holly  McLennan  Wheelwright  is  working  hard  at  Money  Magazine 
in  New  York.  Her  children,  Emma  and  Henry,  are  heading  into  high 
school.  Holly  writes  "we  are  so  happy  to  see  old  friends  when 
we  get  to  the  valley." 

Martha  Joyner  of  Lenox,  daughter  of  Georgia  H.  Birkett  and  the 
late  Richard  E.  Birkett,  was  appointed  executive  director  of  the 
Lenox  Housing  Authority  in  June  After  4-^  years  as  the  authority's 
administrative  assistant.  The  Lenox  Housing  Authority  manages 
the  Curtis,  Turnure  Terrace  and  two  other  residences  in  Lenox 
and  Lenoxdale. 

Bill  Roerick  will  take  time  off  in  January  from  "The  Guiding 
Light"  to  go  to  Venice  to  hear  Maureen  O'Flynn,  the  Stockbridge 
soprano,  sing  in  the  opera  "Rigoletto." 

Neddy  and  Cathy  Perkins,  in  Bennington,  Vermont,  announce  the 
arrival  of  Emily  Callahan,  born  on  August  19th. 

Margaret  Rector's  daughter  Susan  and  her  husband  Bill  Barkin 
have  a new  baby  daughter,  Eliza  Grace,  born  in  April. 

Larry  Curtin,  Carl  and  Chris's  son,  graduated  in  May  from  Western 
New  England  College  with  a B.S.  degree  in  Mechanical 
Engineering/Manufacturing  Option.  He  is  currently  working  as 
an  independent  contractor  for  Accord  Engineering  of  Tyringham 
and  Contract  Engineering  in  Lenox.  Larry  has  completed  the  first 
step  towards  his  engineering  license,  having  passed  the  state 
examination  in  fundamental  engineering  in  June. 

Ann  Emerson  writes  from  Northampton,  Mass.:  "We  had  our  annual 
family  get  together  in  October.  We  are  all  well.  John  and  I are 
volunteering  in  a school  literacy  program.  We  are  involved  in 
making  music  and  going  to  many  concerts  in  the  Five  College  area. 
We  have  a cottage  right  on  the  south  shore  of  Prince  Edward  Island, 
Canada,  and  we  had  a glorious  summer  there  with  many  visitors. 
Fun . " 

Bobbie  and  Player  Crosby's  son  Erik  Brunn  married  Lelia  Kieth 
in  Nashville,  Tennessee,  on  June  15th.  They  live  in  Great 
Barrington,  Mass. 

From  New  York  City  Alice  Truax  sends  Christmas  greetings  to 
all  and  writes:  "I  am  very  excited  about  being  on  the  Advisory 
Board  of  the  Tyringham  Land  Trust;  it  has  given  me  the  opportunity 
to  meet  many  of  my  Tyringham  neighbors  for  the  forst  time  and 
I have  enjoyed  that  very  much." 


News  from  various  Fawcetts  around  the  globe:  John  and  Carol 
are  working  and  studying  in  Paris.  Donald  is  reading  history 
at  Magdalene  College  in  Cambridge,  England.  Annette  graduated 
from  Susquehanna  University  and  is  working  in  Washington  D.C., 
and  James  is  a freshman  at  New  York  University. 

Alex  Luchars  was  married  on  June  22nd  to  Susan  ("Poppy")  Gilbert 
in  Watertown,  Conn.,  and  on  September  6th,  Margaret  Luchars  married 
Benjamin  T.  Richards  Jr.  On  that  day,  Margaret  took  early 
retirement  from  Cooper  Hewitt  Museum  Library  and  moved  to  Dallas 
on  the  next  day  1 She  writes:  "We  met  up  v;ith  James  Luchars  in 
Florence  in  October.  Ben  and  I were  on  a combination  business 
and  honeymoon  trip  to  Venice  and  Florence  and  James  ("Jim")  w'as 
in  the  midst  of  a post  college  European  tour  with  his  Connecticut 
College  Roommate  and  others,  making  full  use  of  his  Eurail  pass. 

Mary  and  Gene  Smith  are  delighted  to  report  that  their  6th  great 
grandson  was  born  on  October  22  to  Connie  la  Fountain  Zieba, 
Norene ' s daughter. 

Varney  & Clint  Elliott  report  that  son  Alex  is  the  chef  at 
Splendido ' s restaurant  in  San  Francisco  and  loves  the  west  coast. 


LETHAL  INNOCENCE:  THE  MAKING  OF  A MOVIE 

Lethal  Innocence,  a movie  made  for  PBS ' s American  Playhouse 
and  aired  on  Wednesday  November  13th,  was  filmed  early  this  year. 
Produced  by  Nan  Bernstein  Freed  of  Tyringham,  it  tells  the  story 
of  a refugee  Cambodian  boy  and  his  adoption  by  a family  who  live 
in  a small  New  England  town.  Many  local  locations  were  used  and 
some  local  people  became  part  of  the  production  company,  including 
our  own  James  J.  Curtin  who  wrote  the  following  account  of  his 
experiences : 

First  I want  to  thank  Nan  Bernstein  Freed  for  giving  me  the 
opportunity  to  be  involved  in  this  movie.  When  I went  to  the 
job  I was  a little  nervous  about  the  people  I had  to  drive,  i.e. 
Directors,  Producers,  Actors,  Actresses,  as  to  what  kind  of  people 
they  were.  I was  set  at  ease  almost  immediately.  They  were  all 
great,  wonderful  people  to  work  with. 

Now,  after  seeing  the  film  and  seeing  how  it  was  edited,  clipped 
etc.--  how  it  is  actually  made  --  I am  somewhat  amazed  at  how 
this  is  done!  Some  parts  we  filmed  first  are  last  in  the  film, 
and  we  saw  them  turn  a room  in  the  daytime  into  night. 

It  was  all  quite  amazing  to  me  and  I can't  wait  until  the  next 
one ! 


Jim  Curtin 


HISTORICAL  NOTE 


The  old  handbell  of  the  Tyringham  Center  School  which  was  found 
this  summer  in  the  school  house  has  been  put  in  the  glass-faced 
cupboard  in  the  Town  Hall  for  all  to  see. 


Georgia  Birkett 


HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 

This  has  been  a very  productive  and  rewarding  year  for  the  club. 
Starting  in  April,  Peter  A. A.  Berle,  President  of  the  National 
Audubon  Society,  gave  a lecture  at  the  Town  Hall  which  raised 
many  vital  questions  about  the  global  impact  of  the  way  we  live 
today.  In  September,  those  of  us  who  came  out  on  a beautiful 
autumn  evening  were  treated  to  a lecture  by  Brian  Urquhart,  Former 
Undersecretary  General  of  the  United  Nations, who  spoke  on  "Problems 
and  Prospects  for  1992."  Moneys  realized  from  both  lectures  went 
into  the  club's  Education  Fund.  As  always,  the  ladies  of  the 
club  provided  some  beautiful  refreshments  for  both  talks. 

We  had  two  candidates  from  Goose  Pond  who  received  $500.00 
each  from  the  Education  Fund:  Richard  Heath  who  will  be  going 
to  North  Adams  State  College  and  Thomas  Mougin  who  will  be  going 
to  SUNY.  We  wish  them  well  and  much  success. 

The  children  of  Tyringham  were  the  beneficiaries  of  some 
wonderful  summer  programs  sponsored  and  paid  for  in  large  part 
by  the  club.  Children  in  kindergarten  through  second  grade  were 
delighted  to  have  Peggy  Harding  of  Webster  Road  do  a summer  program 
in  July  of  crafts,  songs,  stories  and  games  in  the  church  basement. 
Mrs.  Harding  was  ably  assisted  by  April  Slater.  We're  still  not 
sure  who  had  the  most  fun  - the  little  ones  or  Mrs.  Harding  and 
April  1 

Swimming  lessons  were  offered  by  Mary  Honicker  of  the  Marian 
Fathers  at  Laurel  Lake  for  a two  week  period.  All  ages  and  levels 
of  competence  were  part  of  this  program  which  was  a real  success. 
The  children  showed  marked  improvement  in  their  swimming  abilities 
under  Mary's  expert  guidance. 

The  big  event  of  the  summer  was  the  Wilderness  Experience  Camp 
run  by  Scott  Cook  of  Westfield.  Children  nine  years  and  older 
participated  in  this  week-long  adventure.  One  could  go  on  but 
a letter  by  Gabey  Cosel  of  McCarthy  Road,  one  of  the  young 
participants,  expresses  best  the  feeling  of  the  campers. 


Mary  Ann  Brown 
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GABEY  COSEL'S  LETTER 


TYRINGHAM  LAND  TRUST  INC. 


The  Tyringham  Land  Trust  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  thank  you  all  so  much  for  the  very  generous  response  to  our 
appeal  for  contributions.  150  of  you  became  Friends  of  Tyringham 
Land  Trust  and  it  is  enormously  encouraging  to  us  to  know  that 
so  many  support  the  Land  Trust  and  its  aims. 

On  a very  hot  evening  in  July,  heartened  by  the  cooling  power 
of  five  electric  fans,  a good  sized  audience  came  to  the  Town 
Hall  for  a talk  and  slide  show  by  Jeff  Lacey  of  The  Center  for 
Rural  Massachusetts.  Mr.  Lacey's  subject:  "Planning  for 
Conservation  and  Development  in  Rural  Massachusetts"  graphically 
illustrated  ways  that  sensitive  planning  and  good  zoning  bylaws 
can  conserve  the  rural  quality  of  a small  town.  This  was 
contrasted  with  some  very  ugly  scenery,  the  result  of  haphazard 
"urban  sprawl"  development  where  little  consideration  is  given 
to  the  overall  character  and  traditions  of  the  community. 

The  Center  for  Rural  Massachusetts  is  also  helping  and  advising 
the  Land  Trust  with  a project  that  we  are  working  on  now  --  a 
comprehensive  set  of  maps  of  Tyringham.  There  will  be  a Wetlands 
map,  soils  classification  and  several  other  specialized  maps. 
We  feel  this  project  will  be  of  great  benefit  to  the  whole  town. 

We  are  able  to  do  all  this  because  of  your  contributions  and 
we  welcome  your  support  in  this  season  of  goodwill!  We  wish 
you  all  a merry  Christmas  and  a happy  New  Year. 


Penelope  Littell 


NEWS  FROM  THE  TYRINGHAM  HISTORICAL  COMMISSION 

Several  generous  Tyringham  friends  have  given  us  copies  of  their 
photographs,  old  and  new:  family  pictures,  pictures  of  their 
houses,  scenes  of  Tyringham 's  past  and  present.  The  Commission 
has  met  a number  of  times  this  fall  to  catalogue  these  photos. 
Once  catalogued  they  are  slipped  into  clear  plastic  sleeves 

especially  designed  for  archive  preservation.  They  are  then  stored 
in  acid-free  boxes.  Future  generations  now  will  have  a chance 
to  see  what  we  all  looked  like  back  in  the  1 900s  and  earlier. 

Does  anyone  want  to  help  us  preserve  Tyringham 's  photographic 

past  and  present?  We  will  provide  your  pictures  with  a safe  and 

permanent  home. 


Clint  Elliott 


UNION  CHURCH 


In  June  Paul  D'Angona,  who  had  been  our  minister  for  the  past 
six  years,  submitted  his  resignation  due  to  the  fact  that  his 
family  life  and  new  business  just  did  not  leave  enough  time  to 
carry  out  his  duties  at  the  Church  as  he  would  v/ish.  We  will 
sorely  miss  him  and  his  family. 

It  was  decided  that  this  was  a time  when  we  should  look  at  the 
possibility  of  having  a full  time  Pastor  rather  than  a part-time 
one.  This  study  is  going  on  and  in  the  meantime  we  are  searching 
for  an  interim  part-time  minister. 

Hans  and  Jane  Kessler  took  on  the  children  of  the  church  for 
a memorable  Golden  Hour  this  summer.  Their  theme  was  recognizing 
the  hand  of  God  in  nature.  Combining  hiking  with  studying  the 
psalms,  the  Kesslers  led  the  children  on  a series  of  day-long 
hikes  and  outings  in  Beartown  State  Forest,  Bartholomew's  Cobble, 
York  Lake  in  Sandisfield,  the  Sharon  (Conn.)  Audubon  Center  and 
finally  the  Bronx  Zoo. 

During  the  eleven  o'clock  service  each  week  April  Slater  is 
teaching  the  younger  children  Sunday  school.  The  children 
participate  in  the  first  15  minutes  of  the  service  and  then  move 
to  their  classroom  in  the  Parsonage.  We  welcome  any  children 
who  would  like  to  join  this  special  class  with  April. 

The  Youth  Group,  led  by  Nini  Gilder  and  Sue  Choquette,  is  meeting 
monthly  on  the  second  Sunday  evening  from  7 to  9 p.m. 

They  are  reading  and  discussing  great  Christian  Classics  and  invite 
all,  young  and  old,  interested  in  tackling  'Pilgrim's  Progress' 
this  winter. 

Dick  O'Hara  came  with  his  family  for  the  month  of  August  and 
in  return  for  using  the  parsonage  conducted  all  of  the  services 
during  that  month.  Several  members  of  the  congregation,  Hans 
Kessler,  Robert  Choquette,  Bill  Casey  and  Don  Umlauf,  have  given 
us  inspiring  sermons  and  we  have  had  two  visitors,  Reese  Alsop 
and  William  Scammon.  During  this  time  David  Armstrong  has  filled 
in  as  we  have  needed  him  and  has  been  giving  the  communion 
services.  Paul  has  agreed  to  return  and  conduct  the  Thanksgiving 
and  Christmas  Eve  services  for  which  we  are  most  grateful. 

During  the  year  Jane  Kessler  with  help  from  Maggie  Curtin  and 
Jake  Thomas  has  put  on  two  successful  church  suppers.  One  was 
for  the  benefit  of  the  mission's  budget  and  the  other  was  to  pay 
for  some  much  needed  repairs  to  the  kitchen  in  the  church.  The 
children  took  over  one  coffee  hour  and  were  able  to  raise  $280 
to  purchase  bibles  to  be  sent  to  the  USSR.  On  Nov.  9 through 
the  kindness  of  Nan  Bernstein  we  were  able  to  preview  the 
television  film  "Lethal  Innocence"  which  had  been  shot  during 
the  summer  at  Riverside  and  other  places  in  Lee  and  Stockbridge. 
The  proceeds  of  $31 0 are  going  towards  the  recently  announced 
fund  drive  for  the  repair  of  the  parsonage.  Anne  Palmer  has  agreed 
to  give  a recital  at  Four  Brooks  Farm  on  Saturday  November  30 
at  4:30  for  the  benefit  of  the  church. 

A Peaceful  and  Joyous  Christmas  to  all  and  a Happy  New  Year. 

Kay  Palmer,  Moderator 


The  Union  Church  of  Tyringham  is  so  grateful  to  the  many  friends 
and  neighbors  who  have  contributed  over  $3,000  to  the  Parsonage 
Renovation  Fund  by  the  time  the  TOPICS  went  to  press. 


NEWS  FROM  GOOSE  POND 


Autumn  has  arrived  at  Goose  Pond.  The  geese  have  left  the  lake, 
the  leaves  are  off  the  trees,  and  the  roadways  are  nearly  barren 
of  the  usual  summertime  walkers  and  joggers.  The  summer  weather 
was  wonderful  this  year,  allowing  us  to  swim  in  the  lake  from 
late  May  to  early  September.  A group  of  ladies,  calling  themselves 
"The  Goose  Pond  Ladies  Swim  Club,"  took  full  advantage  of  the 
weather,  swimming  nearly  every  day.  Wearing  fluorescent  green 
caps,  the  group  included  regulars  Marg  Palmer,  Lois  Lenett , Bonnie 
Walton,  and  Maureen  Lenti . Also  joining  the  swim  at  various  times 
were  Cathy  Scalise  and  members  of  the  Diamond  family.  Herb,  Dick, 
Frayda  and  Carol . Maureen  Lenti  even  made  clever  tee  shirts  for 
the  members  to  wear. 

This  past  school  year  was  especially  educational  for  Tricia 
Bragdon,  a senior  at  Western  New  England  College.  She  spent  a 
semester  of  her  junior  year  in  Guayaquil,  Ecuador,  attending 
classes  and  working  in  an  impoverished  schoolhouse  teaching 
English.  She  will  be  getting  her  Bachelor's  degree  in  social 
work  in  May  of  1992. 

Congratulations  to  Michael  Puntin,  son  of  Tim  and  Gail  Puntin 
of  Lakeside  Drive,  who  was  recently  admitted  to  the  National  Honors 
Society  at  Lee  High  School.  This  honor  is  based  on  scholarship, 
service  leadership  and  character. 

Also  deserving  congratulations  are  some  recent  college  graduates 
from  the  Goose  Pond  Area.  Michelle  Mougin  graduated  cum  laude 
from  Bay  Path  College  in  the  legal  assistant  course.  She  is 
presently  working  at  a law  firm  in  Pittsfield.  Jeff  Lenti 
graduated  in  May  from  Westfield  State  College  with  a degree  in 
criminal  justice.  His  mother,  Maureen  Lenti,  is  working  towards 
her  Bachelor's  degree  in  speech  therapy  and  is  currently  working 
as  a sign  language  interpreter  in  the  Pittsfield  schools. 

Keith  Kasprzak,  son  of  Tom  Kasprzak  of  Stonebridge  Ways,  attended 
the  spring  program  at  the  University  of  Massachusetts  given  by 
the  National  Park  Service.  Also  attending  the  University  of 
Massachusetts  is  Tony  Puntin,  Son  of  Donald  and  Lauria  Puntin 
of  Coopercreek  Road.  He  is  a senior  majoring  in  civil  engineering. 

Richard  and  Lindsay  Greene  have  done  an  excellent  job  of  enhancing 
their  small  farm  that  had  belonged  to  Keith  Burtt.  Besides  horses 
and  chickens,  Richard  always  has  an  interesting  project.  He  hopes 
to  finish  a hay  wagon  in  time  for  Thanksgiving  but  Christmas  time 
seems  more  realistic.  Maybe  we'll  be  able  to  have  a Goose  Pond 
hayride  this  winter.  Even  better,  it  would  be  fun  to  plan  for 
a Halloween  hayride  for  the  children  next  year. 

This  has  been  my  first  time  writing  for  Topics  and  it  has  been 
difficult  to  assemble  a year's  worth  of  news  in  a short 
time.  I apologize  if  any  important  items  were  omitted  but  please 
contact  me  or  send  information  to  Tyringham  Topics  for  next  year. 

HAPPY  HOLIDAYS  TO  ALL 

Lauria  D.  Puntin 


FIRE  HOUSE  NEWS 


The  Fire  Co.  again  had  great  success  with  its  steak  roast  and 
this  year  we  added  a pancake  breakfast  which  was  also  a big 
success.  We  want  to  thank  everyone  who  took  part  and  those  who 
came  and  enjoyed. 

Have  you  noticed  our  "new"  tanker?  It  is  to  be  re-vamped  over 
the  winter  months  and  hopefully  will  be  in  service  sometime  in 
the  spring  or  early  summer  of  '92.  Thanks  to  the  extra  legv/ork 
of  Carl  Curtin  and  Joe  Whalen  we  were  able  to  get  this  surplus 
tanker  from  Westover  Field  at  no  cost  to  us. 

We  wish  everyone  happy  holidays  and  a great  year  ahead.  Please 
be  careful  with  Christmas  lights  and  paper  and  remain  safe. 

Thank  you, 

Jim  Curtin,  Fire  Chief. 


PHOTOGRAPHIC  EXHIBITION 

Fall  foliage  was  celebrated  at  the  Tyringham  Art  Gallery  with 
a photo  show  entitled  "Forty  Faces  From  Tyringham,  A Collection 
Of  Portraits  by  Bobbie  Crosby."  The  pictures  started  out  as  a 
project  for  a photography  class  Bobbie  was  taking.  The  opening 
night  party,  to  which  the  whole  town  was  invited,  was  well  attended 
and  a great  success.  Catering  was  provided  by  Jeanette  Me  Cullough 
and  Helen  Hayes  who  are  the  new  owners  of  Crosby ' s catering 
company.  Everyone  enjoyed  the  delicious  hot  and  cold  buffet  as 
they  viewed  the  show  and  chatted  with  their  friends  and  neighbors 
from  Tyringham. 


Ann  Davis 


HALLOWEEN 

October  31st  is  when  you  can  find  all  the  kids  out  trick-or- 
treating  in  Tyringham.  This  year  we  had  some  visitors  come  all 
the  way  from  Florida.  They  were  Mickey  and  Minnie  Mouse  who  were 
Betty  Cernik's  grandchildren  Alex  and  Tiffany  Fredette  who  are 
five  years  old. 

We  also  had  someone  from  the  North  Pole  come  and  visit  who  was 
Mellie  Gilder  dressed  as  a penguin.  Very  unusual  isn't  it! 

From  the  cat  family  we  had  a cat  (Nicole  Brown)  and  a tiger 
(Alexis  Brown). 

This  year  we  had  a new-comer  who  was  Dakota  Schaefer  dressed 
as  a dinosaur  from  prehistoric  times.  He's  a 6 months  old  boy. 

We  all  had  lots  of  fun  thanks  to  the  drivers  who  were  kind  enough 
to  drive  us  around.  Their  names  are  Rob  Roy  Kimberly  and  Tom 
Fennelly.  Thanks  so  much.  Also  a special  thanks  to  Frank  Felix 
for  helping  us  get  on  and  off  the  hay  ride.  Thanks  to  Jimmy  Curtin 
for  the  fire  truck,  Denise  Curtin  for  the  light  sticks  donated 
by  K-Bee  toys  and  the  firemen  for  the  plastic  pumpkins  and  the 
coloring  books. 


Tabitha  Pennington 


PROMISED  LAND 


"On  Sunday  morning  after  the  Divine  Office, 
we  gathered  in  Chapter  to  solemnize  our 
convictions  by  vote.  Tyringham  was  recognized 
as  the  land  of  God's  choice  --  our  promised 
land. " 

Mother  Margaret  Mary  Rumpf,  VHM 


The  following  is  taken  from  a piece  by  Abby  Pratt  that  appeared 
in  the  Berkshire  Eagle  in  October  1991  after  a meeting  between 
the  Sisters  of  St.  Francis  de  Sales  and  Tyringham  Town  officials. 

TYRINGHAM--Seeking  a site  for  a new  monastery  that  would  reflect 
their  mission  of  gentleness  and  humility,  the  sisters  of  the 
Visitation  Monastery  of  Wilmington,  Del.,  said  last  night  they 
had  found  it  at  the  Old  Beach  place  on  Beach  Road. 

"In  Tyringham,  there's  almost  a mystical  quality  about  the 
landscape",  said  Sister  Joan  Bernadette,  one  of  11  cloistered 
nuns  who  appeared  before  the  Selectmen  and  other  town  officials 
at  Town  Hall . 

"God  has  made  some  very  lovely  things  in  the  Berkshires,"  agreed 
Mother  Margaret  Mary  Rumpf,  who  heads  the  community  of  24  nuns. 

Assuming  they  receive  the  necessary  permits,  the  sisters  said 
that  in  January  they  plan  to  purchase  1 1 5 undeveloped  acres  from 
Sarah  Hudson,  who  will  be  their  nearest  neighbor.  And  they  said 
the  property  will  be  a gift  of  anonymous  donors. 

The  nuns  said  they  hope  in  spring  to  begin  construction  of 
a two-story  monastery,  set  into  a hill.  Once  the  cloister  is 
built,  they  will  rarely  leave  the  property,  according  to  Mother 
Margaret  Mary.  Most  of  their  food  and  other  supplies  are 
purchased  wholesale  and  delivered.  A priest  from  the  Congregation 
of  Marians  will  say  Mass. 

"Part  of  our  life  is  solitude,"  she  said.  "We  do  not  leave 
the  cloister.  Once  we  move  in,  we  will  be  there  permanently. 
We  will  live  our  entire  life  there." 

The  sisters'  attorney,  Philip  F.  Heller  of  Lenox,  said  the 
group  will  need  a variance  from  the  town's  zoning  bylaws  governing 
religious  and  educational  institutions  to  build  a two-story 
structure,  rather  than  the  permitted  single  story,  with 
approximately  50,000  square  feet  of  floor  space.  However,  Heller 
said  the  architectural  plans  are  "very  preliminary." 

Responding  to  a question  from  Selectmen  Chairman  Peter  L. 
Curtin,  Heller  said  the  nuns  will  use  a well  for  water  and  their 
septic  system  will  conform  to  all  health  codes.  There  will  be 
a sprinkler  system  and  the  roads  will  be  adequate  for  emergency 
access.  The  land  will  be  kept  in  its  present  state,  except  for 
a fence  around  the  cloister  and  a barrier  of  trees  and  shrubbery 
around  the  periphery  of  the  property. 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS 


HAPPY  HANUKKAH 


A PEACEFUL  NEW  YEAR 


Stetson  and  Barbara  Adams 

The  Allen  family;  Dutch,  Margo  & Dustin  - Tyringham's  #1  dog 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop,  Tom  & Suzette  Jones;  Denny  & Beck  Alsop 
Delly  Alsop  & Christina  Alsop 
Walt  & Rosa  Watt  Jr.  & Heidi  Alward 
Merry  Xmas  Steve,  Laurie,  Kurt  & Erika  Baluk 
Nan  Bernstein  Freed,  Paul  Freed 
Georgia  H.  Birkett 
Jennifer  Bishop  > 

Teresa,  Tricia  and  Rodney  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 
In  memory  of  Robert  "Butch”  Bragdon 
Bob  & Mary  Ann  Brown,  Nicole  & Alexis 
Jean  Brown  & Family 
Mr.  & Mrs.  J.  Bucher 

Carolyn  G.  Canon  and  John  & Marie  Canon  & family 
Nort  & Eleanor  Canon, 

Jennifer,  Gary  & Ryan  Storti 
Henning,  Joyce,  Michael  & Kimberly  Carlson 

"The  Cerniks"-  Larry,  Betty,  Richard,  Donald,  Jeffrey,  Randy, 
Chris,  Jessica,  Jeremy  and  Scott 
"The  Fredettes"- Michael , Dawn,  Alexander  & Tiffany 
Feliz  Navidad  y Ano  Nuevo  de  Edgar  Chamorro 
Peter  Charpentier,  Gail  Charpentier,  Edith  Charpentier 
Elisabeth  Charpentier,  Matthew  Charpentier 
Harvey  & Dot  Choquette 
Bob,  Sue,  Aubrey  and  Noah  Choquette 
Irma  Clark 

Chuck  & Terry  Clark  & family 
Frank  & Betty  Clark 
Maria  Cole 

Happy  Holidays!  Jim,  Karen,  Ben,  Austin  & Darren  Consolati 
Edward  M.  Coyne 

Bobbie  & Player  Crosby,  Jay  Crosby,  Kit  Crosby 
Carl  & Chris  Curtin,  Christine  & Larry 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin 

Mary  Curtin  & John  Lavoie 
Tommy  & Maggie  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin 

Peter  Curtin  Jr.,  Michelle  Goodfel’low  & Ethan;  Jamie  Curtin, 
Tina  Earl  & Joshua;  Matt  & Kitty  Curtin  & Dillon 
Holly  & Putt  Darey;  Ralph  & Jennifer  Darey  Miller 
Ann  Davis  & family 

Hilary  & Philip  Deely,  Maisie  and  Pip 
Grace  & Betty  Dennis 

Harry  Ellis  Dickson  & family  - Dukakis;  Peters;  Shain 
Tom  & Therese  Dillon  & family 
Alice  & Alison  Donald 

John  Donald,  Penelope  Borax,  David  and  Adam  Donald 
Merry  Xmas  to  all  our  friends,  Gerry,  Donna  & Jonathan; 
Christine,  Patty  & Koty  (Drake) 

In  loving  memory  of  Candace  & Roy  Heath 
Bill  & Connie  Dyer;  Jim,  Bev  (Dyer),  Eric  & Heidi  Elsensohn 
Arthur  & Jane  Dyer 
Clint  & Varney  Elliott  & family 


Ann  & John  Emerson , Andi  Emerson  & Xan  and  Robert  Ditcoff,  Carol, 
Alexander,  Nathan  and  Hannah  Emerson,  Parker  Emerson, 
Eleanor  Emerson 

Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  John  & Carol,  Donald  Annette  and  James 
Eddie  & Dianne  Fennelly  & family 
Everett  & Mary  Ann,  Kathy  & Amy  Fennelly 
Everett  R.  & Mary  Beth  Fennelly 
Bill,  Marilyn,  Parker  & Catherine  Fennelly 
Allan  & Mary  Garner,  David  & Lisa  Garner,  Levi  & Deanna 
Naney  Garner 
Honora  & Don  Gifford 

Mellie  & Rod  Gilder;  David  Cindy  & Allison;  Joshua 

Nini  & George,  Louisa,  Mellie,  Richard  & Nanina  Gilder 

Richard,  Lindsay  & Mark  Greene 

Virginia  Gorman;  Conor,  Susan  & Joe  Moran 

Arnold  & Alice  Hale  - In  memory  of  loved  ones 

Roy  R.  Bienvenue  & D.C.  Bienvenue 

Elizabeth  Hale,  George  & Joan 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  L.  Hale  by  Donald  & Mary  Hale 
Mason  & Peggy  Harding,  Stephen,  Katherine,  Thomas 
& Margaret  Harding 
Fred  & Dawn  Havill  & family 
Sandy,  Arnold,  Cathy  & Suzie  Hayne 
Cort  & Anna  Heath 

John  W.  Holloway,  Gladys  J.  Holloway 
Maggie  Howard 

Sarah  Hudson,  Barclay  & Kerstin,  Sean  & Colin  Hudson 

Ken,  Kenny  & Linda  Jones 

A1  & Martha  Joyner,  Jason  & Allison 

Jim  & Celia  Kittredge,  Jay  & Santhea  Ogden;  Cinda  & Craig 
Sullivan;  Charlie  & Susan  Kittredge;  Ellen  & Warren 
Scott;  Kit  Clucas;  Martha  Kittredge  & all  the  grandchildren 
Lucyan  Kraszeski,  Alan,  Nancy  and  Ronald  Robitaille  & family 
Wil,  Mary  D.,  Plum  & Nick  Kierstead 
George  & Betty  Kramer 

Merry  Christmas  Douglas  & Marion  Leach 
Eugene  & Lucca  Lehner,  Andreas,  Mary  Adam  & Sven 
Penelope  & Blaine  Littell;  Kim  Littell,  Philip  Alexis  Littell, 
Peter,  Sandy,  Ian  & Olivia  Littell;  Doug  Cookie,  Samantha, 
Christopher  & Eric  Repp 
Beatrice  Loring 
Margaret  & Russell  Loring 

Tunk,  Dede  & Tony  Loring;  Rhonda,  Billy  & Dylan  Winters;  Elaine 
Ed,  Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold;  Chuck  & Kathie  Loring 
Dot  & Richard  Loring,  Marion  & Edward  Loring;  Debrah  & Henry  III 
Elizabeth  Hall;  Ashley  & Amy  Hunt  & Kevin  Dougherty 
Olive  Loring 

Ricky  & Ann  Loring,  Alisha  & E.J.  Abbott  III 
Anne,  Jonathan,  Sam  & Sarah  Moffett 
Polly  Perkins  Montgomery  & family 

In  memory  of  Joseph,  Michael  & Robert  Moore  - Ginny  Moore 
Bob  Moskin  & Lynn  Goldberg 

Mark  Moskin;  David  & Camela  Moskin;  Nancy  Moskin 
In  memory  of  Paul  Mattlin 

Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Niall  & Siobhan  Murphy 

Merry  Christmas  - Jay,  Dariene,  Stephen  & Melissa  Me  Brian 

Katharine  & John  Me  Lennan  & family 


Millicent  McIntosh,  Jim,  Carey,  Susan,  Kenneth,  Dick 
Palmer  family^  Anne,  Gilly,  Reese,  Walter  & Spring 
Helena,  Barbara,  Tonio  & Kay  Palmer 
LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelly  & Butch  Palmer 

John  & Hylie,  Will  & Mary,  Rus  & Andy  and  Richard  Pappenheimer 

Ned  & Petey  Perkins  & family 

Ned,  Cathy,  & Emily  Perkins 

Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  Potter 

Mrs.  Phillips  W.  Pursell 

William  Roerick 

Andrew  Potler  & Marcia  Powdermaker  & Hannah,  Seasons  Greetings 
Donald  & Lauria  Puntin,  Brian,  Tony  & Matthew  Puntin 
Viggo  & Catha,  Edwin,  Martin,  Lucia,  Rambusch;  Kristin  & Sandy 
von  Thelen 
David  B.  Rauch 
Ozzie  & Mary  Rathbun 
Judy  & Peggy  Reber 

Margaret  Rector;  Susan  & Bill  Barkin;  Lily  & Eliza  Grace 
Margaret  Olds  Richards,  & Barrie,  Alex  & Susan  ("Poppy”)/  Charles 
& James  Luchars 
Lilja  Rizzo;  Joseph  Rizzo 

Dr.  Jacob  A.  Salzmann  & Tuck;  Zoe,  Lea,  Tuck  from  Virginia; 

Raphael  & Deborah  Hertz,  of  Paris^ France 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  & Jesse  Schaefer 

Eugene  & Ina  Schnell  & Eric,  Nancy,  Vicki  & Jay  Rosen 
Charlie  & Liz  Slater;  David  & Margery  Slater  Loring 
In  memory  of  Grace  Slater 
In  memory  of  Danny  Slater 

Gene  & Mary  Smith;  Mary-Gene  Smith  Rubin;  Norene  Smith  La  Fountai 
Shaun  M.  Smith 

The  Spences  - Pad,  Paddy,  Colin,  & Justin 
Liz  Spencer 

Tom,  Helen,  Mark  & Laura  Stephens  (Daughter  & family  of  Julia 
Reber ) 

Jo  Stott 

William  & Olive  Stewart 
Gary,  Jennifer  & Ryan  Storti 
Michael,  Kerry,  Kelly  & Michael  Sullivan 
Ruth  & Gerald  Swart 

Philippe  & Angelica  Syp;  Marc  & Miranda 
Alice  Truax 

Charles  Truax,  Janie  Thrailkill  & Hawley  Truax 
Asher  E.  Treat 
Blanche  & Bill  Thober 

Gerry  & Toni  Twing;  Norman  & Nancy  Schaffer 
Janet  & Don  Umlauf 
The  Urquhart  family 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman 
Gerry  & Alice  Vreeland 

Deric,  Barbara,  Jennifer  & Stephanie  Washburn 
Holly  Me  Lennan  Wheelwright;  Emma  Wheelwright;  Henry  Wheelwright 
Evelyn  Winters;  Bert,  Karen,  Keith,  Tim,  Chad  Williams; 

Jesse  Pierce 
Mark  & Liz  Williams 

Mary  Curtin  & Eugene  and  Nancy  Curtin  & the  boys 
Ted  & Kathy  Stern 


Hop  Brook  Community  Club 
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HOP  BROOK  CLUB  50TH  ANNIVERSARY 


1 992 


The  Hop  Brook  Community  Club  under  its  president,  Sarah  Job,  was 
formerly  called  "The  Mystery  Club."  Why  that  was  is  still  a mystery! 

The  church  affiliated  group  was  charged  with  the  simple  repairs  and 
upkeep  of  the  parsonage  and  was  re-named  in  1 942  at  the  suggestion 
of  the  president,  Phyllis  Loring,  late  wife  of  Fred  Loring. 

The  Club  was  always  supported  cheerfully  by  all  the  people  of 
Tyringham.  Suppers  were  put  on  in  the  Town  Hall  when  there  was  no 
kitchen  .at  the  Union  Church.  We  had  a wonderful  annual  fair  in  August 
with  fancy  work,  jewelry,  quilts  and  rummage  and  a very  proper  tea. 
At  the  fair  the  kids  of  the  town  had  a great  dressing-up  time  with 
all  the  old  clothes,  boots  shoes  and  hats.  They  paraded  up  and  down 
the  street  and  then  put  the  clothes  back  to  be  sold! 

In  1^^48  we  sewed  a United  Nations  flag.  The  first  quilts,  made 
under  the  direction  of  Lena  Garfield,  were  hand  quilted  under  her 
expert  eye  using  a quilting  frame.  The  tied  quilts  came  later  under 
Grace  Slater.  We  participated  in  the  1939  parade  with  a "Church  Supper" 
theme  and  again  in  1989  with  a "Quilt"  float  and  we  won  1st  prize. 

In  1953,  under  long-time  President  Ruth  Du  Vernois,  widow  of  Robert 
E.  Du  Vernois,  a former  Selectman  and  W.W.II  veteran,  we  made  a loan 
to  a nursing  student.  Some  wanted  to  give  the  money  and  some  only 
wanted  to  loan  it.  This  very  deserving  girl,  Betty  Smith,  paid  back 
the  loan  and  is  now  a Nurse  Practitioner  in  Hanover,  New  Hampshire. 
That  idea  was  revived  in  1 980  when  we  offered  Scholarships  and  later 
Grants  as  well.  The  scope  of  the  Club  has  broadened  - lectures,  summer 
programs  for  the  children  and  now  square  dances.  We  contribute  towards 
heating  the  church  and  are  helping  to  replace  the  sugar  maples  in 
Tyringham . 

The  Club  took  over  Tyringham  Topics,  started  by  Cap  Couch  our 

minister,  and  we  appreciate  the  help  we  have  received  to  earn  money 
for  our  projects.  It  has  been  my  great  privilege  and  fun  to  be  a member 
since  November,  1 938,  when  I moved  with  my  husband  and  three  small 
children  to  Tyringham.  So  you  see,  I'm  the  longest  member  of  the 

Club.  We  meet  in  member's  houses  and  every  Tyringham  woman  is  welcome. 

May  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club  thrive  and  be  a source  for 

friendliness  and  help  in  our  town  - always  mindful  of  our  children. 

Georgia  H.  Birkett, 
President 


BIRTHS  February  18,  a daughter,  Juliana,  to  Thomas  Cass  Canfield 
and  Danielle  Parris  of  New  York.  Granddaughter  for  Sidney 
Urquhart  of  Jerusalem  Road  and  Cass  Canfield  of  N.Y.C. 

April  6,  a daughter,  Sarah  Debra  to  Susan  (Goldmuntz)  and  Frank 
Simmons.  Grandmother  is  Ruth  Goldmuntz  of  Jerusalem  Road. 

July  7,  a son,  Kyle  Mark  Poulin  to  Beth  Curtin  & Greg  Poulin, 
grandchild  for  Terry  & Marilyn  Curtin  of  Main  Road  and  Eunice  and 
Leon  Poulin  of  Otis. 

July  31  , a great-grandson,  Nicholas  Roger  Cote,  for  Virginia  Moore 
of  Goose  Pond. 

July  31 , a son,  Nathan  James  DiLego-Heath , to  Bruce  Heath  & Nancianne 
DiLego.  Grandparents  are  Cort  & Anna  Heath  of  Monterey  Road. 
September  2,  Charlotte  Elizabeth  to  Stephanie  & Charles  Higgins 
of  Stonebridge  Ways. 

September  3,  a son,  Leo  to  Moo  & Michael  Stella,  grandson  for 

Katharine  & John  Me  Lennan. 

September  20,  a daughter,  Elizabeth  Lausa,  to  David  & Leesa 
Goldmuntz.  Another  grandchild  for  Ruth  Goldmuntz  of  Fernside. 
September  24,  a son.  Maxwell  Peter  Sherman  Heath,  for  Adam  Heath 
& Fanny  Littell  of  Somerville.  Fanny  is  the  daughter  of  former  summer 
residents  Walter  and  the  late  Penny  Platt  Littell . 

October  12,  a son,  Thomas  Robert,  to  Michael  & Angela  Winters. 
Grandmother  is  Lillian  Winters  and  Great-grandmother  is  Evelyn 
Winters  of  Church  Road. 

October  28,  a son,  Benjamin  John,  to  Molly  (Curtin)  & Timothy 
Schaefer.  Grandparents  are  Helen  & Neil  Curtin  of  Main  Road  and 


DEATHS  November  18,  1991  Francis  J.  Bianco  of  Goose  Pond  Road. 

Francis  was  a Golden  Gloves  Boxing  Champion  in  the  1930s 
December  11,  1991  Mary  Lou  McBrian  of  Cooper  Creek  Road.  Mary  Lou 

was  a member  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club  and  she  is  survived  by  her 

husband,  former  Selectman  W.  Merrit  McBrian,  a son.  Jay,  of  Tyringham 
and  daughters  Sandra  Vohr  of  Schenectady,  and  Wendy  of  Tyringham. 
March  1 5,  1 992  Marcia  Eisenberg  of  Main  Road.  Her  husband.  Dr. 

Louis  Eisenberg,  died  in  1 986.  She  was  a member  of  Tyringham 

Historical  Commission  and  is  survived  by  a daughter  Sharon  and  three 
sons,  Daniel,  Ronald  and  Jonathan. 

July  3,  1 992  John  F.  'Junior'  Heath  formerly  of  Tyringham,  son  of 

John  & Harriet  Heath.  He  is  survived  by  his  wife,  the  former  Joicy 
Alter  of  Graylock  Street,  Lee. 

September  11,  1992  Evelyn  'Tootie'  (Twing)  Read,  daughter  of  Helen 
Twing  and  the  late  Edwin  Twing.  She  leaves  her  husband,  Fred,  of 
Lenoxdale,  a son.  Navy  Lt . James  E.  Read,  two  daughters,  Martha 
of  Lee  and  Sarah  and  two  brothers,  Edwin  of  Tyringham  and  Gerald 

of  Lee. 

September  24,  1992  Dr.  Jacob  A.  Salzmann,  a longtime  summer  resident 
of  Webster  Road.  He  was  past  president  of  the  American  Association 
of  Orthodonture . He  leaves  a daughter,  Mrs.  Rhoda  Herz  of  Athens 
Georgia,  a sister,  Mrs.  Claire  Squires  of  Philadelphia,  five 
grandchildren  and  four  great  grandchildren. 


MARRIAGES  Dec.  22,  1991  Susan  Horgan  to  James  Harding,  son  of 

Mason  & Peggy  Harding  of  Webster  Road. 

Dec.  29,  Jane  Constatopoulis  to  William  La  Grant  of  Goose  Pond  Road. 

1992  March  21 , Rebecca  Lyn  Hoelscher  to  Michael  Carlson,  son  of 

Henning  & Joyce  Carlson  of  Main  Road. 

May  2,  Angela  Cody  to  Michael  Winters,  son  of  Lillian  VJinters  and  the 
late  Kenneth  'Red'  Winters,  grandson  of  Evelyn  Winters  of  Church  Road. 

May  30,  J.  Douglas  Richards  and  Julie  Allen,  daughter  of  Mr.  & Mrs. 

Dwight  Allen  of  Main  Road. 

May  30,  David  Clewell  to  Kate  Perkins,  daughter  of  Ned  & Petey  Perkins. 
The  bride's  aunt,  the  Rev.  Sister  Catharine  Louise  officiated  at  the 
ceremony . 

June  13,  Marjorie  Berman  and  Martin  V.  Rambusch,  son  of  Catha  & Viggo 
Rambusch  of  Main  Road. 

September  5,  Susanna  Wenniger  and  'Plum'  Kierstead,  son  of  Wil  & Mary 
D.  Kierstead.  "A  very  happy  day  for  us  all"  reports  Mary  D. 

September  12,  Dennis  Shapson  to  Peggy  Reber,  Peggy  is  the  daughter  of 
our  editor  emeritus  Judy  Reber  and  the  late  Major  General  Miles  Reber. 
Dennis  is  the  son  of  Mr.  & Mrs.  Raymond  Shapson  of  Lauderdale  Lakes 
Florida.  The  ceremony  was  performed  at  the  Women's  Club  in  Amhurst  with 
Justice  of  the  Peace,  Ellen  Davidson,  officiating. 

Sept.  12,  Sharon  Hubby,  D.V.M.,  and  Edwin  Rambusch,  tv;in  brother  of 
Martin.  This  is  the  wedding  year  for  Catha  & Viggo  Rambusch! 

Sept  19  Timothy  Murphy  and  Katy  Beth  Curtin,  daughter  of  Jim  & Cathy 
Curtin  of  Main  Road. 

September  19,  Sondra  O'Brien  and  Keith  Willicuns,  son  of  Karen  and  Bert 
Williams  and  grandson  of  Evelyn  Winters  of  Church  Road. 

September  19,  Roger  Ketron  to  Holly  Me  Lennan,  daughter  of  John  Me  Lennan 
of  Ashintully  Farm  and  Honora  Gifford  of  Williamstown . 

September  25,  Thomas  Kasprzak  to  Kathleen  'Pease'  M.  Pease,  the  couple 
live  on  Stonebridge  Circle. 

October  4,  Elaine  Marie  Morehouse  to  Gerard  Miller,  they  live  in  the 
Slater  'little'  house  on  Main  Road. 

Nov.  7,  Victoria  Dennis  to  James  A.  Loring,  son  of  Jim  & Nelly  Loring 
and  Grandson  of  Beatrice  and  the  late  Charles  Loring  of  Otis. 


GOLDEN  ANNIVERSARY  on  March  8,  for  Cort  & Anna  Heath  of  Monterey  Road. 

GOLDEN  ANNIVERSARY  on  July  4,  for  Kathleen  (Curtin)  and  Stuart  Harrod. 
Kathleen  grew  up  in  Tyringham  and  a surprise  cake  was  given  to  the  couple 
at  the  First  Annual  Curtin  Reunion. 


45TH  ANNIVERSARY  on  June  28,  for  Joe  & Marion  Whalen  of  Jerusalem  Road. 


* * 


* CONGRATULATIONS  AND  GOOD  WISHES  TO  ALL!! 


* •*•  * 


Vital  statistics  collected  and  compiled  by  Sissy  Curtin 


NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR 


V7e  knew  about  the  ancient  manor  in  England  named  Tyringham,  but 
now  we  have  word  of  another  Tyringham  - in  New  South  V7ales  Australia! 
"It  is  only  a little  burg  with  a post  office  and  a B.P.  petrol 
station,  with  a cobble  not  far  from  there"  reports  Shaun  Murphy 
v/hose  old  college  friend  made  a pilgrimage  there  this  year.  The 
Murphys  are  all  fine  in  Simsbury  , Conn.  Holly  is  v/orking  full 
time  in  a law  office,  Eamonn  playing  hockey,  Niall  the  piano  and 
Siobhan  v;inning  prizes  in  Irish  step  dancing  competitions.  They 
all  miss  the  beauty  of  the  valley  but  enjoyed  seeing  Pete  Adams 
and  Rink  when  the  Dooley  Austin  Band  played  in  Simsbury. 

Congratulations  to  Brody  Hale,  age  7,  son  of  Sue  Hale  of  Main 
Road  and  Stephen  Hale,  grandson  of  Donald  & Mary  Hale  and  great 
grandson  of  Arnold  Hale  of  Sunset  Farm.  On  September  19,  at  the 
Cambridge,  Mass.  Y.M.C.A.,  Brody  was  awarded  a prize  for  his 
performance  in  a Braille  reading  competition  "Readers  are  Leaders" 
sponsored  by  the  National  Federation  for  the  Blind. 

Also  congratulations  to  Jennifer  Washburn,  daughter  of  Barbara 
and  Deric  Washburn  of  Santa  Monica,  California,  and  granddaughter 
of  Barbara  Bogden  of  N.Y.C.  and  Webster  Road.  This  spring  Jennifer 
graduated  from  Swathmore  College  and  v/as  elected  to  the  Pennsylvania 
chapter  of  Phi  Beta  Kappa. 

Another  college  graduate  this  year  was  Kerstin  Anderson,  daughter 
of  Sheila  Caseley  of  Church  Road.  Kerstin  graduated  from  Dickinson 
College  in  May  and  works  for  Principal  Finance  Services  in 
Philadelphia.  Congratulations  Kerstin!  Sheila  also  reports  that 
Jim's  son  Steven  Caseley,  his  wife  Amy  and  their  two  daughters  Anna, 
(10  months)  and  Kimberly  (3  years)  visited  Tyringham  last  summer 
from  Lincoln,  Nebraska.  They  hope  to  return  again  next  summer. 

Margaret  Luchars  Richards  writes  that  she  and  her  husband  Ben 
are  both  retired  and  divide  their  time  between  Dallas,  Texas,  and 
Nev;  York.  James  is  at  Cornell  Hotel  Management  school  in  Ithaca. 

Anne  Moffett  and  Sam  and  Sarah  made  a fleeting  visit  to  Tyringham 
in  August  and  were  overjoyed  to  see  so  many  old  and  dear  friends. 
Anne  is  now  v/orking  full  time  as  Secretary  in  the  Department  of 
American  Decorative  Arts  at  the  Boston  Museum  of  Fine  Arts.  Sam 
graduated  in  June  from  the  Harvard  Extension  School 

Bill,  Adrienne,  Gabey  and  Molly  Cosel  v/rite  to  all  their  new 
neighbors  "we  are  very  pleased,  after  three  years  of  dreaming, 
planning  and  building,  to  have  finally  moved  into  our  nev;  home  on 
McCarthy  Road." 

Welcome  also  to  Peter  and  Ann  Herbst  of  N.Y.C,  who  have  purchased 
the  Eisenberg  place  on  the  Main  Road. 

The  Hop  Brook  Club  congratulates  our  secretary  and  Topics  editor, 
Penelope  Williams  Littell,  who  became  a naturalized  citizen  of  the 
United  States  on  July  17,  1992.  Congratulations  Penelope! 

Charles  Truax  will  open  a coffee  bar  in  Manhattan  this  spring. 


At  the  April  29  meeting  of  the  Berkshire  County  Historical 
Society,  Douglas  and  Marion  Leach  of  Tyringham  were  named  volunteers 
of  the  year  for  their  accomplishments  in  several  areas  of  the 
Society's  operation.  It  might  be  also  noted  that  Bill  and  Blanche 
Thober  for  years  have  also  given  many  hours  of  volunteer  work  on 
behalf  of  B.C.H.S.  Three  cheers  for  these  four  civic  minded 
Tyringhamites ! 


Compiled  by  Nini  Gilder 


FAMILY  REUNION 

The  Curtin  family  had  their  First  Annual  Family  Reunion  on  June 
20,  1992,  at  the  Tyringham  Pavilion  One  hundred  and  five  descendants 
of  the  Curtins  were  here.  Family  from  as  far  away  as  California 
attended  this  first  time  event.  Five  generations,  from  90  to  just 
a few  weeks  old,  made  the  trip.  A good  time  was  had  by  all  and 
next  year  we  hope  to  have  more  of  the  family  attend.  We  also 
celebrated  the  50th  wedding  anniversary  of  Stuart  and  Kathleen 
(Curtin)  Harrod.  Boy,  were  they  surprised! 

Many  of  the  younger  generations  met  relatives  that  they  never 
knew  they  had,  and  reacquainted  themselves  with  some  that  they 
did.  Pictures  were  taken,  memories  made.  A good  time  was  had  by 
all,  with  the  expectation  of  having  a good  time  next  year. 

Sissy  Curtin 


THE  VALLEY  CLUB 


The  Valley  Club  has  done  the 
center  of  town  as  usual . In  July 
successful  Flea  Market.  We  are  a 
which  meets  the  last  Thursday  of 
members  are  most  welcome. 

Dorothy  Choquette 
Valley  Club  President 


MARCIA  EISENBERG 


Tyringham  lost  one  of  its  most  capable  and  outspoken  citizens 
with  the  death  of  Marcia  Eisenberg  last  March  15,  in  New  York  City. 
She  was  73  years  old,  and  died  of  complications  from  diabetes,  which 
she  had  suffered  from  for  many  years. 

Marcia  was  a renowned  archivist  and  genealogist  for  which  she 
was  well-known  across  the  country.  She  brought  to  the  Tyringham 
Historical  Commission,  which  she  had  been  a member  of  since  she 
moved  to  Tyringham  ten  years  ago,  her  enthusiasm,  expertise  and 
tireless  energy.  She  transcribed  and  indexed  our  church  records, 
both  Methodist  and  Baptist,  and  did  the  same  for  the  first  volume 
of  our  town  records,  1762-1782.  Her  standards  were  the  highest, 
and  she  scorned  secondary  sources. 

Marcia  and  her  husband  Lou,  who  died  in  1 986,  lived  in  Riverside, 
which  she  ironically  called  "the  summer  White  House"  because  Grover 
Cleveland  had  briefly  stopped  there  long  after  having  left  the 
presidency . 

Marcia  made  a special  study  of  the  Shakers,  for  whom  she  felt 
a particular  affinity.  She  and  Lou  were  ardent  auction-goers,  filling 
Riverside  with  their  finds,  which  included  many  examples  of  Shaker 
workmanship . 

Marcia  was  a member  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club  where  she  leaves  many 
friends  and  admirers  who  will  sadly  miss  her. 

Clint  Elliott 


CHRISTMAS  MUSIC 

Clint  Elliott  has  composed  a piece  of  Christmas  music  specially 
for  Tyringham  which  will  have  its  first  performance  at  the  Union 
Church  during  the  candlelight  service  on  Christmas  Eve.  The  music 
is  inspired  by  Shaker  texts  from  "A  Gift  to  Be  Simple"  and  its  themes 
are  based  in  Shaker  music. 

The  choral  work  takes  place  in  Tyringham.  Soprano  Laura  Frank 
sings  a solo,  "Holy  Ground,"  in  the  role  of  Mother  Anne,  founder 
of  the  Shaker  movement.  She  takes  a walk  along  the  banks  of  Hop 
Brook  and  there  she  meets  the  Tyringham  Shakers.  They  all  join 
together  and  sing  songs  which  hold  a message  for  us  all  in  this 
season:  "Love  Thy  Neighbor"  and  "Peace  on  Earth." 


P.L. 


T.O.Ts  TRICK-OR-TREATERS 


It  was  a great  night  for  Trick-or-Treating . All  the  kids  gathered 
behind  the  Post  Office  around  4:30.  When  the  kids  and  their  parents 
got  there  they  were  offered  apple  cider  and  doughnuts  by  Mrs.  Hilary 
Deely.  We  all  would  like  to  thank  her  very  much.  Also  we  would 
like  to  thank  the  firemen  who  bought  the  doughnuts  and  apple  cider. 
At  around  quarter  to  five  the  T.O.Ts  marched  around  the  center  of 
town  headed  by  a firetruck  driven  by  Jimmy  Curtin.  When  they  got 
back  they  got  on  the  hayrides  and  were  off  to  go  T.O.Ting.  This 
y0a2^  vze  were  visited  by  a cow  (Cassie  Dean)  who  escaped  from  the 
Havills  farm.  We  also  had  a cowgirl  (Amy  Hunt)  visit  us  from  Lee, 
and  a little  cowboy  (Dakota  Schaefer)  who  is  1 1/2  years  old.  A 

bride  (Olivia  Havill)  came  straight  from  her  wedding  to  go  T.O.Ting 
with  us.  We  had  a special  T.O.Ter  this  year.  I guess  he  came  to 
protect  the  little  kids  unless  someone  tried  to  take  their  candy. 
He  is  Brody  Hale  who  came  dressed  as  Batman.  The  little  kids  have 
a stop  where  they  don't  receive  any  candy,  but  they  like  it  just 
the  same.  This  is  Mrs.  Reber ' s house.  She  gives  them  50<P  pieces. 
There  was  one  house  where  everyone  got  to  go  to.  It  was  Mrs. 
Pennington's  house.  We  all  liked  it  very  much.  You  could  tell 
that  it  was  Halloween  at  her  house.  There  was  music  playing  and 
there  was  decorations  hanging  from  the  ceiling  and  also  on  every 
wall.  We  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  all  the  people 
who  helped,  and  also  to  the  people  who  gave  out  candy.  Special 
thanks  go  to:  Rob  Roy  Kimberley  and  Tom  Fennelly  for  driving  the 

hayrides.  Denise  Curtin  and  Kay  Bee  Toys  for  the  light  Sticks, 
Jimmy  Curtin  for  driving  the  firetruck,  and  to  all  the  kids  for 
co-operating.  Once  again  thanks  alot. 


Friday  evenings  this  past  summer  were  a time  of  warm  friendships 
and  fun.  Throughout  the  v/eek  v^7e  eagerly  awaited  the  squaredance 
lesson  taught  by  Hoppy  and  Dot  Loring.  Their  kind  and  generous 
efforts  were  successful  in  cultivating  a sincere  interest  in 
traditional  folk  dance  within  us. 

VJe  trod  on  one  another's  toes  and  muddled  through  the  grand-right- 
and-left  but  our  faithful  teachers  guided  us  each  step  of  the  v/ay. 

Finally  v/e  pulled  it  all  together  and  our  last  dance  was  our 
best  dance. 

Thanks  for  the  great  experience,  Hoppy  and  Dot! 


By 


Nicole  G.  Brown 
Louisa  L.  Gilder 
Aubrey  J.  Choquette 


HOP  BROOK  CLUB 


Once  again  the  children's  summer  programs  were  important  Hop 
Brook  activities  this  year.  With  Dot  and  Dick  Loring  as  instructors, 
we  began  a series  of  Friday  night  square  dance  classes.  These  were 
held  thanks  to  the  Palmer  and  Pappenheimer  clan  in  the  studio  at 
Four  Brooks  Farm,  a perfect  spot  for  summer  evenings  providing 
shelter  from  rain  and  the  smoothest  oak  floor  for  dancing. 

Twice  a week  in  the  course  of  July,  club  member  Peggy  Harding 
took  on  the  5 to  7 year  olds  again  for  a second  year  at  her  happy 
enrichment  program  of  stories,  songs,  games  and  art  projects.  The 
children  kept  asking  their  parents  to  take  them  to  "Mrs.  Harding's 
class"  every  day,  an  indication  of  the  students  enthusiasm.  Once 
again  April  Slater  was  Peggy's  dedicated  and  capable  helper  and 
Susie  Harding  also  provided  a third  pair  of  hands  on  certain  days. 
We  are  grateful  to  the  Union  Church  for  the  use  of  the  basement 
for  this  program. 

Over  25  children  converged  on  the  Tyringham  Pond  in  late  July 
and  early  August  for  a series  of  club  sponsored  swimming  lessons. 
Braving  some  of  the  coldest  summer  days  in  memory,  Mary  Ann  Honaker 
at  the  Eden  Hill  Recreation  Center  taught  four  ability  levels  with 
good  natured  enthusiasm. 

All  these  Hop  Brook  activities  are  open  to  Tyringham  children 
at  no  cost  and  provide  an  opportunity  for  companionship  between 
children  who  live  here  all  year  round  and  those  here  only  in  the 
summer  months  and  even  visiting  grandchildren  staying  in  Tyringham 
only  briefly. 

Even  though  it  has  branched  out  in  many  directions,  the  Club 
continues  to  award  its  annual  scholarships.  This  year  they  went 
to  April  Slater  who  is  enrolled  at  Eastern  Nazarene  College  in  Quincy 
Mass.,  and  Christie  Clark  who  is  attending  Framingham  State  College. 

In  response  to  a letter  sent  out  to  all  our  past  scholarship 
recipients  asking  for  news,  we  hear  that  Tricia  Bragdon  graduated 
with  honors  from  Western  New  England  College.  In  June  she  passed 
the  Mass.  Social  Work  Licensing  exam  and  now  works  full  time  at 
Willowood  nursing  home  in  Great  Barrington.  Tricia  is  also  teaching 
a once  a week  course  in  Peer  Education  at  Lee  High  School.  Keith 
Kasprzak  received  an  award  in  1990  and  took  the  Criminal  Justice 
Program  at  Berkshire  Community  College.  He  then  enrolled  at  the 
National  Park  Service  Law  Enforcement  Training  Academy  and  has  been 
accepted  at  Cape  Cod  National  Seashore  as  an  officer.  Keith  finds 
the  work  fascinating  and  enclosed  some  delightful  photos.  Thank 
you  Tricia  and  Keith,  we  are  very  proud  of  you.  We  do  look  forward 
to  hearing  from  more  of  our  graduates  soon. 

Nini  Gilder 
Penelope  Littell 


On  behalf  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club, 
the  editors  of  Tyringham  Topics  would 
like  to  thank  the  Tyringham  Volunteer 
Fire  Department  for  everything  they 
have  done  for  us  in  the  past  year. 
What  a terrific  bunch  of  guys  1 1 


NEWS  FROM  GOOSE  POND 


The  most  important  news  at  Goose  Pond  in  1 992  was  the  closing 
of  Mountain  Mill  on  Forest  Street  by  the  Westfield  River  Paper  Co. 
in  February.  This  brought  about  the  formation  of  the  SAVE  GOOSE 
POND  ASSOCIATION.  Its  members  from  both  Lee  and  Tyringham  are 
concerned  with  what  v/ill  happen  with  the  dam  at  Goose  Pond,  which 
water  rights  are  owned  by  the  Westfield  Paper  Co..  They  are 

concerned  not  only  v/ith  the  v/ater  level  of  the  pond,  but  safety 

and  environmental  factors  that  are  affected.  A 12  member  steering 
committee  has  been  formed  whose  members  have  talked  to  various  groups 

about  buying  the  dam.  These  include  the  State,  the  Trustees  of 

Reservations,  the  National  Park  Service  and  officials  of  Lee  and 
Tyringham.  None  of  these  were  interested.  Another  possible  solution 
is  forming  a Lake  District  v/hich  would  manage  the  dam  and  water 

level  or  buy  the  dam. 

Despite  the  colder  than  usual  summer  weather  "the  Goose  Pond 
Swim  Club"  still  met  almost  every  day  to  swim  the  v;est  shore  of 
the  lake.  The  regulars  braving  the  sometimes  frigid  v;aters  v/ere 
Marge  Palmer,  Lois  Lenett,  Cathy  Scalise,  Bonnie  v7alton,  Maureen 

Lenti,  and  the  Diamond  family.  Hopefully  next  summer  will  be  much 
warmer . 

Congratulations  to  three  nev;  members  of  the  National  Honors 
Society  at  Lee  High  School,  all  from  Goose  Pond  area.  They  are 
Kelly  Palmer,  daughter  of  LeRoy  and  Marge  Palmer,  Sarah  Burtt, 
daughter  of  Kevin  and  Carol  Burtt,  and  Rodney  Bragdon,  son  of  Teresa 
Bragdon.  The  Bragdon  family  would  like  to  thank  all  the  people  in 
the  community  who  sent  cards  and  best  wishes  after  Rodney's  car 

accident  last  December.  Thankfully,  he  is  doing  very  well. 

1 992  college  graduates  from  Goose  Pond  include  Tony  Puntin  from 
the  University  of  Massachusetts,  Brian  Puntin  from  Berkshire 
Community  College,  and  Tricia  Bragdon  from  Western  New  England 

College.  Scholarships  received  from  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club 
as  college  freshmen  were  very  helpful  in  establishing  their  current 
Careers  and  certainly  very  much  appreciated  by  all  recipients. 

Happy  Holidays  to  all 

Lauria  D.  Puntin 


7 


THE  HISTORICAL  COMMISSION 


Behind  the  far  door  in  the  post  office  lies  one  of  Tyringham's  best 
kept  secrets:  the  Historical  Room.  Here  is  kept  a comprehensive 
collection  of  historical  materials  about  our  town,  a collection 
that  v/as  started  just  ten  years  ago.  Uhat  does  it  consist  of? 
There  are  separate  folders  for  95  families,  105  individuals,  and 
64  houses.  Nearly  1000  newspaper  articles  from  the  1860s  to  date 
have  been  photocopied  onto  acid-free  paper,  and  over  500  photographs 
placed  in  mylar  sleeves.  Both  these  collections  have  been  catalogued 
and  placed  in  acid-free  boxes. 

The  newest  addition  is  a transcript  of  all  references  to  Tyringham 
from  our  local  Lee  nev/spaper.  The  Valley  Gleaner,  from  the  1860s 
to  the  early  1900s  copied  and  indexed  by  Irma  Clark. 

Uho  uses  this  collection?  Not  so  much  present-day  residents. 
lie  v/ho  are  alive  are  fortunately  not  yet  historical,  but  v;e  will 
certainly  become  so,  eventually.  Descendants  of  former  residents 
often  visit  the  Historical  Room  in  search  of  their  ancestors.  But 
v/e  basically  run  a mail-order  business.  There  are  on  the  average 
tv/o  or  three  inquiries  each  v/eeic,  which  adds  up  to  quite  a few  in 
a year's  time. 

Although  we  are  all  pretty  sure  of  who  v/e  are,  those  v/ho  come 
after  us  will  not  be.  They  v/ill  be  using  the  Historical  Room  to 
find  out  v/ho  v/e  v/ere,  v/hat  v/e  looked  like,  \/hat  we  did,  and  v/here 
we  lived. 

V'Jant  to  become  immortal?  Bring  us  copies  of  your  family  history 
and  old  photographs  of  you,  your  family  and  your  house. 

Clint  Elliott 


TYRINGHAM  ART  GALLERY 


In  1 993  The  Tyringham  Art  Gallery  or  the  Gingerbread  House  as 
it  is  often  called  will  celebrate  40  years  since  its  opening  by 
Donald  and  Anne  Davis.  No  wonder  we  feel  as  though  we  have  always 
known  them!  The  Davises  bought  the  property  from  the  estate  of 
Sir  Henry  Hudson  Kitson  in  1947.  Six  years  later,  after  extensive 
and  painstaking  restoration,  they  opened  their  doors  to  the  public. 
From  then  on,  paintings  and  sculpture  have  been  on  exhibition  there 
every  summer.  When  Donald  Davis  died  in  1988,  Anne  continued  to 
open  the  gallery  with  the  help  of  her  son,  Donald  Jr.  Some  artists 
have  been  with  them  since  the  very  beginning  but  Anne  is  also  very 
good  at  encouraging  new,  young  creative  tallent,  including  Amy 
Fennelly  of  Tyringham.  We  send  our  best  wishes  and  congratulations 
to  Anne  whose  warm  smile  will  welcome  visitors  to  this  now  famous 
Berkshires  landmark  for  many  more  years  to  come. 


Penelope  Littell 


THE  PIPELINE 


In  case  you  hadn't  noticed,  some  400  to  450  workers  spent  a good 
part  of  the  summer  and  autumn  in  our  midst,  laying  a 36-inch  steel 
pipeline  91/2  miles  down  the  center  of  Tyringham  valley. 

On  a contract  with  the  Tennessee  Gas  Pipeline  Company,  Southeast 
Pipeline  employees  --  a surprising  number  of  them  women  — started 
work  in  August,  widening  the  existing  right-of-way  to  90  feet.  Wave 
after  wave  of  specialized  crews  were  called  in  as  needed,  some  to 
clear  and  grade  and  others  to  dig  the  ditch.  And  then  the  pipe 
itself,  in  sections,  followed  by  welders,  X-ray  technicians  looking 
for  imperfections,  the  coating,  lowering-in  and  tie-in  crews,  the 
padding  crews  (sand  and  dirt  around  the  pipe),  the  back-fill  men 
and,  finally,  the  clean-up,  fertilizer  and  seed  teams. 

Tennesse  Gas  said  the  additional  pipe  was  needed  to  meet  present 
and  anticipated  demand  for  gas  in  Eastern  Massachusetts,  Connecticut 
and  Rhode  Island.  It's  not  propane  but  natural  gas  from  Canada, 
Texas  and  Louisianna,  to  which  the  Tennessee  Company  has  added 
"smell"  to  aid  in  spotting  leaks. 

All  work  was  performed  under  the 
watchful  eye  of  the  Tyringham 
Conservation  Commission  whose  chief 
interest  lay  in  protecting  Tyringham 's 
wetlands  and  the  Longnosed  Sucker 
(Catostomus  catostomus).  This  fish 
is  classified  as  "species  of  special 
concern"  in  Massachusetts.  It  rarely 
exceeds  20  inches  but  can  live  20 
years.  Those  who  inadvertently  catch 
a Longnose  Sucker  in  Hop  Brook  are 
advised  either  to  pay  their  fine  and 
serve  their  time  or  destroy  the 
evidence.  Pan  fried  is  always  nice. 


Longnose  Sucker 
(<IatOStomus  catostomusi 


Blaine  Littell 


TYRINGHAM  LAND  TRUST 

The  Tyringham  Land  Trust  thank  you  all  very  much  for 
responding  so  well  to  our  appeal  for  funds.  Our  town 
maps  have  been  completed  by  the  center  For  Rural 
Massachusetts  at  Amherst  and  presented  to  the  town. 
For  a while  this  summer  they  were  on  display  at  the 
Town  Hall  where  many  people  admired  them. 

We  are  now  hoping  to  find  a permanent  display  area  where  they  will 
again  be  available  for  everyone  to  see  and  enjoy.  A very  happy 
and  peaceful  season  to  all. 


P.L. 


UNION  CHURCH 


This  year  has  been  significant  in  the  life  of  the  Union  Church. 
On  October  25,  we  called  David  G.  Armstrong  to  become  our  permanent 
part-time  minister.  David  has  served  as  our  interim  pastor  since 
January  and  before  that  briefly  in  1985.  An  ordained  Presbyterian 
minister  and  an  engineering  manager  at  G.E.  he  lives  in  Richmond 
v/ith  his  wife  Nancy  and  three  sons.  We  welcome  them  to  our  church. 

David  conducts  a bible  study  on  Wednesday  evenings  and  adult 
Sunday  school  before  the  Sunday  service.  The  children's  Sunday 
school  for  three  different  age  groups  also  meets  at  9:30  a.m.  on 
Sunday.  Our  children  are  raising  money  to  send  bibles  to  Roumania 
in  addition  to  our  continuing  support  for  a program  sending  bibles 
to  Russia. 

Closer  to  home,  church  members  have  focused  on  the  needs  of  the 
Havill  family  during  Fred's  operation  last  winter  and  more  recently 
since  his  farming  accident  this  fall.  Members  of  the  church  have 
organized  work  parties  to  help  v/ith  the  dairy  operation,  meals  for 
the  household  as  well  as  financial  assistance  and  most  of  all  prayers 
during  this  difficult  time. 

For  a number  of  years  April  Slater  has  been  a devoted  helper 
in  the  church  with  the  children.  We  are  pleased  to  provide  her 
with  a scholarship  during  her  years  at  Eastern  Nazarene  College 
in  Quincy  Mass. 

For  the  second  year,  the  Community  Center  has  been  host  to  the 
Hop  Brook  Club  for  its  summer  program  for  children  entering  school. 
V7e  are  still  engaged  in  two  fund  raising  projects.  The  fund  for 
the  parsonage  has  reached  $6,200  and  for  the  steeple  $1,400  \/ith 
a pledge  for  another  $1,000. 

As  we  look  forward  to  Christmas,  v/e  are  particularly  pleased 
that  Clint  Elliott  has  offered  to  compose  a carol  specifically  for 
our  church  which  will  have  its  premier  at  our  regular  Christmas 
Eve  candlelight  service.  We  welcome  you  all  to  that  service  at 
7:30  p.m.  on  December  24. 

V7e  wish  everyone  a very  joyous  Christmas  and  a happy  Ne\/  Year. 

Kay  Palmer,  Moderator 


THE  MONASTERY 

The  big  news  from  the  Sisters  of  the  Visitation  this  spring  was 
the  unveiling  of  the  plans  of  their  monastery,  which  is  to  rise 
on  a plateau  on  Beach  Road  above  Sarah  Hudson's  house. 

The  plans  call  for  a large  stone  and  wood  structure  with  a bell 
tower,  chapel,  and  living  quarters.  V7hile  admiring  the  architecture, 
some  people  thought  the  building  was  too  high.  Revised  plans  were 
brought  in  and  there  was  general  agreement  that  they  were  an 
improvement.  Before  construction  can  begin,  however,  an  appeal 
filed  by  an  abutter  must  be  settled. 

Tyringham  welcomes  its  soon-to-be-neighbors  from  Delaware. 


Clint  Elliott 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS  - HAPPY  HANUKKAH  - A PEACEFUL  NEW  YEAR 
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Stet  and  Barbara  Adams 
Dutch,  Margo  and  Dustin  Allen 

Robert  & Toodie  Alsop,  Tom  & Suzette  Jones;  Denny  & Beck  Alsop, 

Delly  Alsop  & Christina  Alsop 
Walt,  Rosa,  Walt  Jr.  & Heidi  Alward 
Georgia  Birkett  and  family 

Teresa,  Tricia  and  Rodney  Bragdon  & John  & Cookie  too 
George  Brooks  Jane  Brooks 
Bob  & Mary  Ann  Brown,  Nicole  & Alexis 
Jean  Brown  & Family 
Mr.  & Mrs.  J.  Bucher 

Jim  & Sheila  Caseley  and  Kerstin  Anderson 
Carolyn  G.  Canon  and  family  ^ 

Nort  & Eleanor  Canon 

Jennifer,  Gary  & Ryan  Storti,  John,  Marie  and  boys. 

Henning,  Joyce,  & Kimberly  Carlson 

Larry,  Betty  & Jeff  Cernik.  Richard  & Jessica  Cernik 

& Scott  Cernik.  Michael,  Dawn,  Alexander  & Tiffany  Fredette, 

Randy  & Chris  Cernik. 

Gail  & Peter  Charpentier,  Elisabeth  & Matthew 
Edith  Charpentier 
Harvey  & Dot  Choquette 
Bob,  Sue,  Aubrey  and  Noah  Choquette 
Irma  Clark 

Clarks:  Chuck  & Terry,  David,  Jon  & Kevin 
Jim,  Karen,  Ben,  Austin  & Darren  Consolati 
William  Cosel,  Adrienne  Miesmer,  Gabey  and  Molly  Cosel 
Bobbie  & Player  Crosby,  Jay,  Kit,  Erik  and  Lelia  Bruun,  Peter, 
Serafina,  Lis  & Kayla 

Marge  & Heather  Currie.  Althea  Cooper,  Chris  Monroe 
Carl,  Chris,  Christine  & Larry  Curtin 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin,  Mary  Curtin 

Mary  Curtin,  Eugene  & Nancy  Curtin  and  boys 
Lisa,  Stacey  & Shaun 

Kathleen  & Stuart  Harrod;  Dennis  & Jo  Ann  Harrod  & Julia  & Anna 
Sandy  & Richard  Frigon  & Jason  & Aaron; 

Lyn  Harrod  & Sebastien  Du  Bois 
Johnny,  Sissy,  Mike,  Mark  & Lori  Curtin 
Tommy  & Maggie  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin 
Michelle  Goodfellow  - Peter  Curtin  Jr.  & Ethan,  Jamie  Curtin  & Joshua, 
Matthew  & Kitty  Curtin  & Dillon 
Jim  & Cathy  Curtin;  Denise  Curtin  & Joey  Capitanio; 

Jimmy  & Helen  Curtin;  Tim  & Cathy  Curtin  Murphy 
Putt  & Holly  Darey 
Ann  Davis  & family 

Hilary  & Philip  Deely,  Maisie  and  Pip 
Grace  & Betty  Dennis 

Harry  Ellis  Dickson;  Mike  & Kitty  Dukakis;  Alfred  & Jinny  Peters 
Tom  & Therese  Dillon  & family 
Alice  & Alison  Donald 

Merry  Xmas  to  all  our  friends,  Gerry  & Donna  Drake  & family 
Ruth  Du  Vernois  & James  Du  Vernois 

Bill  & Connie  Dyer;  Jim,  Bev  & Heidi  Elsensohn;  Eric, 

Samantha  & Abigail  Elsensohn;  Arthur  & Jane  Dyer 
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The  Elliotts 

Ann  & John  Emerson,  Andi  Emerson,  Xan,  Lee  & Robert  Ditcoff,  Carol, 
Alexander,  Nathan  and  Hannah  Emerson,  Parker  Emerson  Eleanor  Emerson 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  John  & Carol,  Donald,  Annette  & James 
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Eddie  & Dianne  Fennelly  & family 
Everett  & Mary  Ann,  Fennelly,  Amy  & Kathleen 
Everett  R.  & Mary  Beth  Fennelly 
Bill,  Marilyn,  Parker  & Catherine  Fennelly 
Franck,  Nicholas  & John  Felix  Veronica  & Franck  Felix 
Allan  & Mary  Garner  & family 
Honora  & Don  Gifford 

The  Gilders:  Rod  & Mellie,  Joshua,  David  & Cindy  and  Allison 

George  & Nini  Gilder,  Louisa,  Mellie,  Richard  & Nanina 

Ruth  Goldmuntz,  David,  Leesa,  James,  Elizabeth  Goldmuntz;  Michael, 

Nina,  Jennifer,  Jeffrey,  Goldmuntz;  Susan,  Frank,  Gail,  Sarah  Simmons 
Virginia  Gorman,  Susan  and  Conor  Moran 
Larry,  Sally,  Eric  & Laura  Griffin 
Arnold  & Alice  Hale  - Sunset  Farm 
Elizabeth  Hale,  George  & David  Hale, 

Joan  Santonas tasi , Elizabeth  & Chris 
Donald  & Mary  Hale 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  L.  Hale  from  Don  & Mary  Hale 
Sue,  Brody,  Mariah  & Amara  Hale 
Peggy  & Mason  Harding, 

Fred  & Dawn  Havill,  Brad,  Nathan,  Olivia  & Ben 
Peter  & Ann  Herbst  & boys 
Cort  & Anna  Heath 

In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candice  Heath  and  all  my  childhood 
Christmas  holidays  in  the  Tyringham  valley 

'El'  & John  'Rocky'  Hoag,  'Babbie'  Barhydt  & Peter  'Mebbie' 

Maggie  Howard 

Sarah  Hudson,  Barclay,  Kerstin,  Sean  & Colin 
Ken,  Kenny  & Linda  Jones 
Al,  Martha,  Jason  & Allison  Joyner 

Tom  Kasprzak  & Kathleen  Pease  Kasprzak,  Keith  & Bryn 

Roger  & Holly  Me  Lennan  Ketron,  Emma  Wheelwright,  Henry  Wheelwright, 
Maisie  Ketron,  Suzanna  Ketron 

Jim  & Celia  Kittredge,  Jay,  Santhea,  Matthew  & William  Ogden;  Cinda 
Craig,  Lydia,  Ester  & Steven  Sullivan;  Charlie,  Susan,  Eliza,  Phebe 
& Jane  Kittredge;  Warren,  Ellen,  Sarah  & Emily  Scott 
George  & Sarah  Ogden;  Kit  Clucas  & Martha  Kittredge 
Lucyan  & Alan  Kraszeski,  Nancy  Robitaille  & family 
Wil,  Mary  D.,  Plum  & Nick  Kierstead 
Merry  Christmas  Douglas  & Marion  Leach 
Eugene,  Lucca  Lehner 
Blaine  & Penelope  Littell  & family 
Peter,  Sandy,  Julia,  Ian  and  Olivia  Littell 
Fred  Loring 
Beatrice  Loring 
Margaret  & Russell  Loring 

Tunk,  Dede  & Tony  Loring;  Rhonda,  Billy  & Dylan  Winters;  Elaine 
Ed,  Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold;  Chuck  & Kathie  Loring 
Hoppy  & Dot  Loring  and  family 

Joe,  Evelyn  & Rodney  Loring.  In  memory  of  Joe  Loring  Jr. 

Olive  Loring 

Ricky  & Ann  Loring,  Alisha  & E.J. 

Mr.  & Mrs.  James  E.  Loring 

Bob  & Sue  Me  Intosh  Lloyd,  Ben,  Seth  & Tom 
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Helena  Gilder  Miller  & family:  Rodman,  Gabriel,  Julia,  Steve, 
Jess,  Nadia,  Amasa,  Elisa,  Ginny,  Lunt,  Molly  & Christopher 
Anne  Moffett,  Jonathan,  Sam  & Sarah 

Virginia  Moore  in  loving  memory  of  Joseph,  Michael  & Robert  Moore 
Robert  Moskin  & Lynn  Goldberg 
Mark,  David  & Camela  & Nancy  Moskin 
In  memory  of  Paul  Mattlin 
Mr.  & Mrs.  David  S.  Moskin 

Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Niall  & Siobhan  Murphy 
Katharine  & John  Me  Lennan 
Millicent  McIntosh  and  family 

Gilder  & Anne  Palmer  and  Reese,  Walter  & Spring 
Helena,  Stefan,  Barbara,  Tonio  & Kay  Palmer 
LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelly  & Butch  Palmer 

John  & Hylie,  Will  & Mary,  Rus  & Andy  and  Richard  Pappenheimer 
Ned  & Petey  Perkins  & family 
Jesse  Pierce 

Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  Potter 
Mrs.  Phillips  W.  Pursell 
William  Roerick 

Andrew  & Hannah  Potler  and  Marcia  Powdermaker 
Donald,  Lauria,  Matt  & Tony  Puntin,  Brian  Puntin 

Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Kristin  & Sandy  von  Thelen,  Lucia,  Edwin 
& Sharon,  Martin  & Marge  Rambusch 
Ozzie  & Mary  Rathbun  ^ 

Judy  Reber;  Dennis  & Peggy  Reber  Shapson 

Margaret  Rector;  Susan  & Bill  Barkin;  Lily  & Eliza  Grace 
Margaret  Olds  Richards,  & Barrie,  Alex  & Susan  ("Poppy"), 

Charles  & James  Luchars 
The  Golden  Goose  Joe  & Lilja  Rizzo 
Cookie  & Doug,  Samantha,  Eric  & Christopher  Repp 
Libby  & Morty  Saks,  Debbie,  Don,  Laurie,  Dan  & Jessica 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  & Benjamin  Schaefer 

Eugene  & Ina,  Eric  & Nancy  Schnell,  Vicki  & Jay  Rosen 
Gladys  Shirley,  In  memory  of  Carl  J.  Shirley 
Charlie  & Liz  Slater;  Marge  & David;  Sam  & Debbie 
Chuck  & Alice  Slater  and  family 
In  memory  of  Grace  Slater 
In  memory  of  Danny  Slater 
Gene  & Mary  Smith  and  family 
The  Spences  - Pad,  Paddy,  Colin,  & Justin 
Liz  Spencer 

Tom,  Helen,  Mark  & Laura  Stephens 
Jo  Stott 

William  & Olive  Stewart 

The  Sullivans;  Michael,  Kerry,  Kelly  & Michael 
Ruth  & Gerald  Swart 
Asher  E.  Treat 
Blanche  & Bill  Thober 
Janet  & Don  Umlauf 

The  Urquhart  family  ^ 

Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman 

Deric,  Barbara,  Jennifer  & Stephanie  Washburn 
Marion,  Joe  & Denny  Whalen 
Mark  & Liz  Williams 

Evelyn  Winters;  Bert,  Karen,  Keith,  Tim,  Chad  Williams, 

George  & Betty  Kramer,  Alice  Truax,  Hawley  Truax  & Janie 
Thrailkill,  Charles  Truax 
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T opics 


Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  in  the  interests  of  the  church  and  community. 


NINETEEN  SISTERS,  members  of  the  order  of  The  Visitation,  moved  to  Worcester  and  Pittsfield 
from  Delaware  Maryland  this  spring.  It  was  the  next  to  last  step  in  their  journey  to  a “promised  land” 
their  new  home  here  in  the  Tyringham  valley.  From  Pittsfield  they  will  be  able  to  come  often  and  oversee 
the  building  of  their  new  monastery  off  Beach  Road  on  the  hillside  beyond  Sarah  Hudson's  house  where 
some  clearing  and  road  building  has  already  begun.  During  the  past  year  the  nuns  have  patiently  played 
chutes  and  ladders  with  town  bureaucracy  - an  inevitable  and  proper  procedure.  They  had  meetings 
with  The  Board  of  Selectmen,  The  Planning  Board,  The  Zoning  Board  of  Appeals,  The  Board  of  Health, 
The  Conservation  Commission,  The  Building  Inspector,  The  Department  of  Public  Works  and  the  Fire 
Department . With  a large  measure  of  good  will  on  all  sides  permits  were  granted  and  the  towns  people 
were  invited  to  a ground  breaking  ceremony  in  October. 


THE  ADVENT  of  the  sisters  was  foreshadowed  in  a spirited  way  by  the  children  of  Tyringham  who  put 
on  a production  of  The  Sound  of  Music  that  will  long  be  remembered.  Adrienne  Miesmer  and  Bill  Cosel 
agreed  to  collaborate  again  in  the  grand  tradition  of  Peter  Pan  (Tyringham  Town  Hall  1990).  In  May,  at 
the  Cosels  house.  Sue  Choquette  and  Adrienne  began  singing  lessons  and  the  children  learned  the  libretto. 
By  August  rehearsals  were  in  full  swing  and  when  the  Tyringham  Arts  Council  bought  a second  hand 
piano,  everyone  moved  down  to  the  Town  Hall.  After  morning  rehearsal  there  was  time  for  a quick 
sandwich  and  members  of  the  cast  miraculously  transformed  themselves  into  carpenters  and  painters.  The 
Cosels  bam  and  garage  turned  into  workshops,  nuns  made  stained  glass  windows  at  the  Littell’s  house 
and  yards  of  painted  alps  and  alpine  meadows  poured  forth  from  the  church  basement.  Fittings  had  to  be 
squeezed  in.  Mary  Anne  Brown  with  Dot  Choquette  and  their  faithful  helpers  begged,  borrowed, 
scrounged  and  sewed  an  incredibly  professional  wardrobe.  At  the  very  last  moment  they  stayed  up  ‘til 
early  hours  of  the  morning  making  a brand  new  curtain  for  the  stage.  Nini  Gilder  and  Virginia  Gorman 
ran  such  a successful  publicity  campaign  that  some  people  couldn’t  get  in  to  either  show  on  Labor  Day 
weekend.  Judy  Lunseth  saved  the  day.  Those  turned  away  could  come  to  Simons  Rock  and  see  one  last 
performance  that  she  would  direct  as  part  of  Hilda  Shapiro’s  “October- zest”. 


Penelope  Li ttell 


VITAL  STATISTICS 


BIRTHS 

December  16,  1992,  a daughter,  Sophia,  to  Peter  and  Serafina  Bruun  — and 
June  20,  J993,  a daughter,  Elisabeth,  to  Erik  and  Lelia  (Keith)  Bruun. 

New  grandchildren  for  Bobbie  and  Player  Crosby  of  Jerusalem  Road. 

January  2,  1993,  a daughter,  Elizabeth  Kathleen,  to  Brenda  (Van  Orman)  and  Andrew  McCreight  of  Colorado 
Springs,  Colorado.  Grandparents  are  Kate  and  Gordon  Van  Orman  of  Main  Road. 

January  22,  1993,  a son,  Stephen  Arnold,  to  Jessica  (Cemik)  and  Stephen  Davis  of  Pittsfield  — and  on 
November  22,  1993,  another  son,  Brandon  Alexander.  Grandparents  are  Richard  Cemik  of  West 
Stockbridge  and  Kathleen  Abbott  Fiere  of  Pittsfield.  Great-grandparents  are  Betty  and  Larry  Cemik  of 
Tyringham  and  Don  and  Jackie  Abbott  of  Lee.  Great-great-grandmothers  are  Marie  Cemik  of  Florida  and 
Germaine  Schouvan  of  Pittsfield. 

February  16,  1993,  a son  Bryan,  to  Jennifer  (Davis)  and  Steven  Ciampaglia  of  Lehigh  Acres,  FL. 
Grandparents  are  Sharon  Davis  of  Tyringham  and  Gary  Davis  of  Florida.  Great  -grandmother  is  Ann  Davis 
of  Tyringham. 

March  16,  1993,  a son,  Evan  James,  to  Karen  and  James  Consolati  of  Goose  Pond  Road. 

April  H,  1993,  a son,  Theo  Damrosch  Kalogerakis,  to  Rachel  Urquhart  and  George  Kalogerakis. 
Grandparents  are  Sidney  and  Brian  Urquhart  of  Jerusalem  Road. 

May  10,  1993,  a son,  Craig  Burton,  to  Alice  and  Charles  (Chucky)  Slater  Jr.  of  Main  Road.  Grandparents  are 
Charles  and  Elizabeth  Slater  of  Crystal  Brook  Farm. 

May  12,  1993,  a son,  Luke  Everett,  to  Everett  and  Mary  Beth  Fennelly  of  Lee.  Grandparents  are  Everett  and 
Mary  Ann  Fennelly  of  Main  Road  and  Mary  Decker  of  Lee. 

June  29,  1993,  a son,  Lucas  Zane,  to  Robin  (Clark)  and  John  Fitzpatrick  of  Greenfield  MA.Grandmother  is 
Pat  Clark  of  Main  Road. 

August  11,1 993,  a daughter,  Caroline  Francesca,  to  Tonio  and  Barbara  Palmer,  part-time  residents  of 
Tyringham  and  Munich,  Germany.  Grandparents  are  Kay  Palmer  of  Tyringham  & Elisabeth  Palmer  of  NYC. 
September  3,  1993,  a son,  Ethan  Dakota,  to  Cheryl  (Ryan)  and  Parker  Fennelly  of  Great  Barrington. 
Grandparents  are  Willis  R.  and  Marilyn  R.  Fennelly  of  Otis,  formerly  of  Tyringham.  Great-grandparents  are 
Mr.  & Mrs.  Edwin  Drake  of  Meadow  Street  Lee. 

October  2,  1993,  a daughter,  Amanda  Justin  to  Tracy  and  Peter  Fraser.  Grandparents  are  Tom  and  Joan 
Mougin  of  Goose  Pond. 

October  12,  1993,  a son,  Zachary  Michael,  to  Michael  and  Rebecca  Carlson  of  The  Colony,  Texas. 
Grandparents  are  Henning  and  Joyce  Carlson  of  Main  Road. 


DEATHS 

April  H,  1993,  Varney  Elliott  of  George  Cannon  Road.  Of  cancer,  after  a valiant  fight. 

Varney  founded  and  directed  a cancer  support  group  CanSurvive.  She  served  on  several  local  boards, 
including  Challenge  for  Youth  and  Berkshire  Mental  Health.  She  is  survived  by  her  husband  Clint,  daughter 
Susannah  and  her  husband  Kim  Novik  of  Watertown  MA.,  daughter  Rosemary  and  her  husband  Hank 
Glassman  of  San  Francisco,  son  Alexander  of  Lenox,  two  brothers,  a sister  and  two  grandchildren. 

April  21,  1993,  Dr.  Rodman  Gilder  Jr.,  who  spent  his  summers  in  Tyringham  for  more  than  40  years.  A 
Psychiatrist  and  Psychoanalyst , Dr.  Gilder  specialized  in  treating  children  with  major  traumatic  ailments.  He 
was  a graduate  of  Harvard  and  received  his  medical  degree  at  Columbia.  Dr.  Gilder  is  survived  by  his  wife, 
the  former  Mary  Ellen  Bowman,  two  sons,  David  of  San  Diego,  CA  and  Joshua  of  New  York  City,  by  his 
sister,  Mrs.  Helena  Miller  of  Montclair,  NJ  and  Tyringham  and  by  a granddaughter. 

April  29,  1993,  Gerald  T.  Curtin,  of  Leominster,  formerly  of  Tyringham,  Gerald  graduated  from  Lee  High 
School  in  1932  and  worked  for  New  England  Telephone  from  which  he  retired  in  1975.  He  is  survived  by 
Doris,his  wife  of  53  years,  three  daughters,  Mrs.  Judith  Suchy  of  New  Fairfield,  CT.  Mrs.  Mary  Curtin- 
Clinker  of  Cranston,  Rl.  and  Mrs  Elizabeth  Curtin  of  Salem.  Also  by  his  sister  Kathleen  (Curtin)  Harrod  of 
Wellfleet,  seven  grandchildren  and  several  nieces  and  nephews  who  still  live  here  in  area  towns. 


May  7,  1993,  Anna  Y.  Heath  of  Monterey  Road.  Anna  who  lived  in  Tyringham  for  the  past  forty  years  is 
survived  by  her  husband  of  51  years,  Cortland,  by  three  sons,  Cortland  Jr.  of  Durham  NH.  Gary  of 
Sheffield,  Bruce  W.  of  Tyringham,  by  two  daughters,  Mrs.  Cheryl  Kickery  of  Lee  and  Mrs.  Brenda  Ward  of 
Hillsdale  NY.  Also  by  his  four  sisters,  Mrs.  Marie  Opperman,  Mrs.  Yvonne  Heath,  Mrs  Elsie  Keeler  and 
Mrs.  Louise  Abderhalden,  seventeen  grandchildren  and  eight  great-grandchildren. 

July  28,  1993,  Arthur  Buckley,  former  summer  resident  and  husband  of  the  late  Nora  Curtin.  Mr  Buckley  is 
survived  by  his  daughter.  Dr.  Mary  Ellen  Buckley  of  California.  . 


MARRIAGES 

May  29,  1993  - Bridget  Anne  McDonald  of  New  York  and  Donald  Nathan  Fawcett,  formerly  of  Tyringham. 
Donald  is  the  son  of  Jim  and  Eugenie  Fawcett  of  the  Shaker  Village  on  Jerusalem  Road. 

July  3,  1993  - Heather  Treat  of  Stonebridge  Ways  to  William  Ketchen  also  of  Stonebridge  Ways.  Heather  is 
the  daughter  of  Bryan  and  Susan  Treat  of  South  Lee  and  the  granddaughter  of  Asher  T reat  of  Jerusalem 
Road.  Bill  is  the  son  of  Bertram  and  Nancy  Ketchen  of  Stonebridge  ways.  The  Couple  will  reside  on 
Stonebridge  Ways. 

July  31,  1993  - Dorothea  Hanson  of  Main  Road,  to  Vehid  Omerovic  of  Bosnia.  “Dolly”  is  the  daughter  of 
Dorothea  Reynolds  Hansen  and  Harlan  Hanson  of  Williamstown,  former  summer  residents.  The  couple  will 
live  on  Main  Road. 

October  16,  1993  - Helena  Isabel  Palmer,  of  Hickory  Farm  to  Stefan  Carl  Graf  Gatterburg  of  Mannheim, 
Germany.  Helena  is  the  daughter  of  W.  DeKay  Palmer  of  Main  Road  and  Elisabeth  Palmer  of  N.Y.C.  The 
couple  will  reside  in  Mannheim. 


Sissy  Curtin 


SECOND  ANNUAL  CURTIN  FAMILY  REUNION 

The  Second  Annual  Curtin  Reunion  was  held  on  August  28,  at  the  Tyringham  Pavilion.  Eighty  six  family 
members  were  present.  Since  the  reunion  of  1992,  we  lost  three  members  of  the  family,  Carl  Curtin 
Hourihan,  Gerald  (Judy)  T.  Curtin  and  Arthur  Buckley.  They  will  all  be  missed. 

They  came  from  as  far  as  Wellfleet  MA  for  this  second  reunion  and  another  one  is  planned  for  next  year.  Each 
family  member  is  asked  to  send  their  favorite  recipe  to  make  up  a “Curtin  Connection  Cookbook”. 

SNOW/CLARK  REUNION 

The  reunion  was  held  at  the  home  of  Henning  and  Joyce  Carlson.  Fifty  five  people  attended,  the  oldest  was 
Jennette  Race  who  is  87  and  the  youngest,  Britanny  Phair  of  Otis.  Richard  Snow  came  the  furthest,  travelling 
82  miles  from  Coventry  CT. 

The  next  reunion  will  be  held  at  the  home  of  Chucky  and  Terry  Clark. 

BIRKETT  FAMILY  REUNION 

The  Birkett  family  reunion  was  held  at  the  home  of  Georgia  Birkett  of  Main  Road  on  Octobers,  1993.  Thirty 
five  were  able  to  attend  this  occasion.  The  oldest,  John  A.  Birkett  age  87,  also  came  the  furthest  bringing 
along  his  wife  Marilyn  from  Windsor,  Vermont.  The  youngest  to  attend  was  Allison  Joyner  13,  daughter  of 
Alan  and  Martha  (Birkett)  Joyner  of  Lenox.  Two  more  of  Georgias  children  came  with  their  spouses; 

Richard  with  his  wife  Eva  of  Becket  and  Diane  with  her  husband  Carl  Butler  of  Pine  Plains,  New  York. 

Other  family  members  came  from  Vermont  and  Connecticut. 

Georgia  Birkett  has  compiled  a geneology  chart  starting  with  Joseph  Birkett  who  settled  in  Ferrisburgh 
Vermont  in  1802.  The  dedication  of  this  document  to  Georgia’s  late  husband  Richard  was  the  highlight  of  the 
get  together. 

LORING  FAMILY  REUNION 

The  Loring  reunion  was  held  at  the  Tyringham  Pavilion  in  October  with  85  attending.  Arnold  Hale  at  91  was 
the  oldest.  With  Fred  Loring  90,  being  the  oldest  Loring  attending.  The  youngest  was  Alisha  Loring  daughter 
of  Ricky  and  Anne  Loring  of  Jerusalem  Road.  A reunion  will  be  held  again  next  year  but  no  date  has  yet  been 
set. 


NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR 


With  fires  on  all  sides  of  her  last  month  Barbara  Washburn  wrote  from  Santa  Monica  that  she  and 
Deric  and  Stephanie  were  fine,  unscathed  and  missing  Tyringham  as  much  as  ever.  We  shall  miss 
“Barbara  Senior”  (that  is  Barbara  Bogdan)  who  has  sold  her  house  on  Webster  Road.  Writing 
from  New  York  City  , Barbara  Bogdan  sends  all  good  wishes  to  her  Tyringham  friends. 

Two  of  Evelyn  Winters’  grandsons  have  enlisted  in  the  U.S.  Army.  Keith,  son  of  Karen  and 
Bert  Williams  is  doing  his  basic  training  at  Fort  Jackson,  S.C.  and  Troy,  son  of  the  late  Kenneth 
“Red”  Williams  and  Lillian  Winters  will  be  reporting  to  Fort  Leonardwood,  Missouri,  on  January 
12,  1994. 

Dutch  and  Margo  Allen  are  pleased  to  report  that  their  daughter  Julie  and  her  husband  Doug 
Richards  have  bought  a house  in  Stockbridge. 

Jean  Brown’s  book  The  Fluxist  Movement  has  just  been  published  by  the  University  of 
California,  Los  Angeles  and  the  Getty  Center  for  the  History  of  Art  and  Humanities.  Jean‘s  son 
Jonathan  has  been  invited  to  give  the  43rd.  Andrew  W.  Mellon  Lecture  in  the  Fine  Arts  at  the 
National  Gallery  in  1994.  Robert,  her  other  son,  and  Susan  have  developed  Japanese  clients  for 
their  Reinhold  Brown  Gallery  in  New  York,  and  travel  frequently  to  Japan  on  business. 

Peter  Littell’s  family,  living  in  Sunderland  Mass,  wish  everyone  in  Tyringham  a Merry  Christmas. 

Shaunn  and  Holly  Murphy  write  that  Eamonn  has  become  a budding  actor  with  a role  in  a summer 
production  of  L'il  Ahner  and  a one  act  competition  at  school  which  his  troupe  won.  Niall  now  in 
Junior  high  school  is  gearing  up  for  the  ski  season  and  played  baseball  and  golf  this  summer. 
Siobhan  is  7 and  continues  her  Irish  stepdancing  and  also  has  begun  ballet  and  piano.  Holly  and 
Shaunn  both  turned  40  this  year  and  surprised  each  other  with  birthday  parties  in  June  and 
October.  Holly  continues  to  manage  the  business  affairs  ot  a local  law  firm  on  her  home  computer. 
Shaunn  finally  broke  90  in  golf  with  an  87  in  Orlando. 

A pair  of  great  grandsons  to  report!  Beatrice  Loring’s  is  Jonathan  James  Loring  son  of  James 
Loring  and  Victoria  had  a son,  grandson  of  James  and  Nellie  Loring.  Millicent  McIntosh  is  great 
grandmother  to  Max  Kaufmann  Lloyd  son  of  Ben  and  Julie  Lloyd  and  grandson  of  Bob  and  Sue 
McIntosh  Lloyd.  Mary  and  Gene  Smith  report  a total  of  eight  great  grandchildren  all  well  and 
happy  — fathers,  mothers  and  babies! 

In  June  the  Emerson  family  gathered  in  Northampton  for  Eleanor’s  wedding  to  Adrian  Healey. 

Robert  and  Toodie  Alsop’s  daughter  Christina  married  Gregory  Juskalian  at  Ros’s  bam  at  Four 
Brooks  Farm  on  April  10. 

Holly  Ketron  continues  to  work  as  a reporter  at  Money  magazine  while  adjusting  to  the  blending 
of  what  the  kids  call  the  Wheelwright  Ketron  Bunch.  Holly  writes  “I  miss  Tyringham  all  the 
time”. 

It  is  Taylor  and  Tyler,  two  new  grandsons  for  Mary  and  Ozzie  Rathbun,  bom  a day  apart  on 
August  1 1 and  12.  Taylor  Jeffrey  Herlihy  ( 10  lbs)  is  the  son  of  Jeffrey  and  Shirly  Herlihy  of  Otis 
and  Tyler  James  Herlihy  (6  lbs  6 oz)  is  the  son  of  Kenneth  and  Gail  Herlihy  of  Lee. 

Margaret  Olds  Richards  reports  that  Alex  and  Susan  had  a son  Thomas  Gilbert  on  Nov:  30,  1992. 

Tom  Kasprzak  was  recently  reassigned  back  to  Southern  Berkshires  as  the  Mass  Environmental 
Lieutenant  in  charge  of  Law  Enforcement  Region  2.  Pease  continues  as  the  office  manager  for 


Jacobs  Pillow.  Keith  is  a police  officer  at  Assumption  College  in  Worcester  and  Bryn  is  an  8th 
grader  at  Lee  Central  playing  basketball  and  on  the  all  star  Genesis  team. 

Sally,  Eric  and  Laura  Griffen  send  special  thanks  to  the  Hop  Brook  Club  for  the  swimming 
lessons. 

The  Herbsts  wish  a happy  holiday  to  the  Whalen  family  and  many  thanks  for  all  the  help  during 
the  year. 

The  Sisters  of  The  Visitation  write:  “We  are  grateful  to  the  town  residents  of  Tyringham  and  our 
many  new  friends  from  the  local  environs  who  have  encouraged  and  supported  us  in  our  great 
project  for  the  glory  of  God.  May  our  monastery  be  a true  beacon  of  prayer  and  praise  in  the 
beautiful  valley  of  Tyringham.  It  is  truly  God’s  country!” 


Nini  Gilder 


YOUNG  ACHIEVERS 

On  October  20,  Lori  Curtin  was  inducted  into  the  Lee  High  School  Chapter  of  the  National 
Honor  Society.  Beside  maintaining  an  87%  or  better  grade-point  average  during  the  school  year, 
Lori  was  interviewed  by  a five  member  board  to  assess  her  leadership  capabilities.  She  is  a 
member  of  the  Academic  Decathlon  Team,  Student  Council  and  Peer  Education  Counseling.  She 
is  Junior  Class  Treasurer,  on  the  Prom  Committee,  participates  as  an  in-school  tutor,  works  on  the 
Holiday  Food  Drive  for  the  Unfortunate,  the  American  Heart  Association’s  phone-a-thon  and  takes 
advanced  placement  courses  of  studies.  She  also  plays  basketball  and  softball. 

Other  Tyringham  students  in  the  National  Honor  Society  are:  Kelly  Palmer,  Sarah  Burtt  and 
Rodney  Bragdon. 

Brody  Hale  was  featured  in  a full-page  article  in  the  fall  issue  of  The  Lantern,  magazine  of  the 
Perkins  School  for  the  Blind.  The  article  describes  how  his  handicap  doesn't  prevent  Brody  from 
functioning  successfully  in  the  third  grade  at  Lee  Central  School.  With  guidance  from  a Vision 
Education  Specialist,  Brody  writes  on  an  Apple  II  computer  and  is  able  to  do  the  same  work  as  his 
sighted  school  mates. 

On  Saturday  December  4,  The  Lee  High  School  Football  Team  will  go  to  their  very  first  SUPER 
BOWL.  They  will  play  against  Athol  High  School  at  Springfield  College  for  the  Western  Mass 
Championship.  The  team  went  9 and  0 this  year  to  become  Kosior  League  Champs  and  Berkshire 
County  Champions.  Junior  Mark  Curtin  #72  is  starting  Defensive  and  Offensive  Tackle.  Senior 
Ryan  Davis  #81  is  a wide  receiver  and  kicker. 

Also  undefeated:  Lee  Pee  Wee  Football  Team  who  were  Berkshire  County  Champs.  On  the  team 
are  Tyringham  players  Kevin  Clark  and  Dylan  McCullough. 


As  we  go  to  press:  LEE  HIGH  SCHOOL  WON  THE  SUPERBOWL 


42  TO  8!!!! 


ENTERTAINMENT  AND  THE  ARTS 


by  Critical 

Yodel-a-lay-hee-hee!  Swallow  hard,  Mary  Martin,  Julie  Andrews,  Christopher  Plummer  and  Co. 
Back  off,  Hollywood  and  Broadway.  The  gentle  Berkshire  hills  overlooking  the  Tyringham  valley  were 
transformed  into  the  Austrian  Alps  for  a few  magical  hours  last  Labor  Day  weekend,  by  the  Adrienne 
Miesmer-Bill  Cosel-Tyringham  Children’s  Theatre's  magnificent  and  memorable  production  of  The  Sound 
of  Music. 

The  story,  brought  to  life  under  the  extraordinarily  imaginative  direction  of  Adrienne  Miesmer, 
concerns  young,  handsome  single  dad  Captain  von  Trapp  (played  by  veteran  singer  Aubrey  Choquette, 
with  a new  (to  me)  alto  voice,  who  brought  to  his  portrayal  just  the  right  combination  of  military  formality, 
warmth  and  humor).  He  is  seeking  a governess  for  his  adorable  but  nearly  unruly  brood  of  seven  kids 
(top  marks  for  performances  and  singing  go  to  Gabrielle  Cosel,  l.ouisa  Cjilder,  Alexis  Brown,  Noah 
Choquette,  Molly  Cosel,  Anna  Bingham  and  Nannina  Gilder).  Along  comes  Maria  (played  with  great 
charm  and  poise  by  lovely  Nicole  Brown),  a wannabe  nun  from  the  neighboring  abbey,  who  is  graciously 
released  for  the  job  by  the  Mother  Abbess  - portrayed  with  great  understanding,  maturity  and  sympathy  by 
Louisa  Gilder  - and  sent  on  her  way  by  her  sister  nuns  (very  well  acted  by  Tabitha  Pennington,  April 
Slater,  Gabrielle  Cosel  and  Alexis  Brown).  Maria,  after  singing  and  dancing  her  way  into  the  hearts  of  the 
dashing  Captain  and  his  kids  (and  vice  versa)  eventually  decides  that  she  doesn’t  wannabe  a nun  anymore 
and  the  happy  couple  weds  - but  only  after  some  very  well  sung  advice  and  encouragement  from  Louisa 
Gilder’s  Mother  Abbess.  Out  the  door  and  into  the  sunset,  therefore,  goes  von  Trapp's  cool  and 
aristocratic  fiancee  (a  very  solid  performance  by  Tabitha  Pennington ). 

Meanwhile,  back  at  the  T rapp  villa,  a romance  has  also  been  blossoming  between  the  sixteen- 
going-on-seventeen  oldest  Trapp  daughter,  Liesl  (the  delightful  and  talented  Gabrielle  Cosel)  and  her 
(soon-to-become-Hitler-youth)  boyfriend,  Rolf  (an  excellent  and  engaging  performance  by  Isaac 
Bingham). 

But  wait  — there  is  a large  black  storm  cloud  in  the  sky.  Von  Trapp  is  ordered  by  the  Nazis 
(played  to  the  sinister  and  ominous  hilt  by  strong  men  Brad  Havill  and  his  brother  Nate,  well  supported  by 
the  swastika-d  Christopher  Pennington  and  Tobiah  Bingham),  to  take  up  an  important  military  assignment 
in  Berlin  - or  else.  Being  a very  Good  Guy,  von  Trapp  wants  no  part  of  this,  so  he  arranges  a dramatic 
escape  with  his  family  during  a singing  competition,  during  which  Emcee  Mellie  Gilder  tries  frantically  to 
keep  the  show  going.  (Her  smooth,  but  with  an  edge  of  panic  performance  leads  us  to  believe  that  she 
may  be  in  cahoots  with  the  Trapps.)  They  are  taken  in  at  the  abbey,  and  after  a nail-biting  episode  in  the 
abbey  garden,  where  they  are  discovered  by  Liesl’s  now  Nazi  ex-boyfriend  , Rolf  (who,  for  old  time’s 
sake,  luckily  doesn’t  report  them),  they  begin  their  journey  to  safe  Switzerland.  Complicated,  exciting 
and  dramatic  stuff! 

But  let  us  not  forget  the  unsung  heroes  and  heroines  - the  production  team  that  put  this  show 
together  for  two  straight  nights  - and  without  a single  hitch.  Very  special  praise  goes  to  Penelope  Littell 
and  her  crew  ( Larry  Bingham,  Bill  Cosel,  Isaac  Bingham  and  Mellie  Gilder)  who  gave  us  no  less  than 
nine  beautiful  sets,  from  alpine  meadows  to  abbey  stained  glass  to  elegant  Trapp  interiors,  expertly  and 
silently  moved  and  arranged  by  an  efficient  stage  crew  (Larry  and  Tobiah  Bingham  and  Deborah 
Dauscher).  Special  mention  to  meticulous  wardrobe  mistresses  Sissy  and  Lori  Curtin  and  makeup  artist 
Lois  Pennington.  And  for  the  costumes  - from  nuns’  habits  to  dirndls  to  Nazi  uniforms,  hats  off  to 
costume  designer  Mary  Ann  Brown  - and,  for  making  sure  the  costumes  stayed  in  one  piece  - to  expert 
seamstresses  Dot  Choquette,  Deborah  Gangell  and  Sarah  Hudson.  The  lighting  didn’t  blow  up,  thanks  to 
lighting  crew  Bill  Cosel,  Mellie  Gilder,  Gabrielle  Cosel  and  Noah  Choquette.  Finally,  raw  talent 
sometimes  needs  a bit  of  tough,  experienced  professional  guidance.  For  this,  we  must  salute  vocal 
directors  Sue  Choquette,  Judy  Lunseth  and  Laura  Frank  - and,  last  but  certainly  not  least  - the  driving 
forces,  producers  Bill  Cosel  and  Adrienne  Miesmer  and  Director  Miesmer. 

Edelweiss!  Edelweiss!  (Can  we  grow  them  on  the  Cobble?)  Our  Tyringham  hills  are  still  alive 
with  the  sound  of  music,  and  we  are  still  humming  the  melodious  Richard  Rodgers  songs,  so  expertly 
rendered  on  the  piano  by  Hilda  Shapiro  and  sung  so  well  by  the  excellent  cast.  Criticat  has  seen  some 
pretty  miaowful  and  cat-astrophic  productions  in  her  time,  but  this  one  was  truly  one  of  her  favorite  things 
— absolutely  purrfect.  Criticat  can’t  wait  for  the  next  TCT  production,  for  which  - please  note  - she  is 
reserving  her  seat  NOW. 


VARNEY  ELLIOTT 


Vamey  wasn’t  the  kind  of  person  who  gave  up  — ever.  When  she  felt  something  was  right  and 
worth  doing,  she  did  it.  She  did  it  with  all  her  heart  and  soul.  She  made  the  best  possible  job  of 
it.  There  were  lots  of  things  that  Vamey  felt  were  worth  doing  — She  was  a faithful  and  feisty 
member  of  many  boards  and  committees.  Her  love  of  dance  and  gardening  joined  happily  when 
she  redesigned  and  laid  out  the  gardens  at  Jacobs  Pillow'.  Over  the  last  few  years  she  put  her 
considerable  energies  into  CanSurvive,  turning  her  own  experience  with  cancer  into  a county  wide 
chain  of  support  groups. 

Vamey  loved  her  friends,  she  kept  up  with  them.  When  they  got  into  trouble  or  became 
troubled  she  had  time  for  them.  She  took  care  of  them.  Vamey  listened  carefully.  When  she  gave 
advice  she  made  you  feel  that  you  were  the  most  important  person  in  her  life. 

Vamey  was  serious  and  funny,  and  sometimes  both,  at  the  same  time.  She  told  stories  with 
great  style.  Come  to  think  of  it,  lots  of  things  about  Vamey  — her  cooking,  her  clothes,  the  barn 
and  all  the  glorious  parties  she  and  Clint  gave  in  it  — had  style. 

When  Vamey  Elliott  died  at  her  home  on  April  8,  1993,  Tyringham  lost  an  extraordinary 
person. 

PL 


TYRINGHAM  TREES 

We  all  feel  a twinge  of  regret  whenever  we  see  a tree  along  Main  Road  being  taken  down. 
But  recently  a special  effort  is  being  made  to  replace  such  trees  with  new  ones.  Two  years  ago 
the  Hop  Brook  Club  bought  some  saplings  for  the  road  crew  to  transplant  along  the  road. 
Hoppy  Loring  has  planted  several  maples  and  they  seem  to  be  flourishing  admirably. 

The  older  trees  being  replaced  have  usually  died  before  being  hauled  away.  The  saplings 
are  planted  far  away  from  power  lines  and  the  right  of  way.  Thus,  they  will  hopefully  never 
need  to  be  taken  down  for  their  interference  with  wires  etc.  Maples  are  preferred.  They  are 
native  to  the  Berkshires,  they  do  well  here  and  they  provide  beautiful  color  in  the  autumn. 

Back  in  the  mid-70s  a similar  effort  was  made  to  replace  the  dying  elms  with  new,  healthier 
trees.  But  that  was  primarily  a road  crew  project.  This  time,  Hoppy  Loring  hopes  to  make  it  a 
community  affair.  Instead  of  buying  saplings,  he  suggests  that  some  saplings  could  be 
relocated  from  certain  landowners  properties  to  Main  Road  spots.  On  a Sunday  afternoon  in 
early  spring,  Tyringham  residents  could  transplant  these  trees.  Hoppy  enthusiastically  looks 
forward  to  a Tree-planting  Day  near  Arbor  Day.  Such  a wonderful  opportunity  for  the 
community  to  unite  to  make  our  town  a more  beautiful  place  to  live. 

Nicole  Brown 

After  an  interview  with  Hoppy  Loring 


PILGRIMAGE 


Saturday,  October  9th,  1993  was  groundbreaking  day  in  Tyringham  for  the  monastery  of  the 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation.  The  site  construction  crew  had  worked  until  after  dark  the  previous 
evening  to  make  Beach  Road  passable  for  the  expected  crowd,  gravelling  over  the  deep  mud 
churned  up  in  the  earlier  rain  by  the  dozers  and  excavators  and  stump  shredders. 

Saturday  morning:  miraculously  clear  sky,  and  bright  autumn  colors.  A growing  stream  of 
cars  fills  up  the  pasture  below  the  nine-acre  site  in  the  woods.  A charter  bus  pulls  in  from 
Wilmington  Delaware,  the  Sisters’  previous  home,  in  a monastery  engulfed  by  urban  sprawl,  and 
now  in  the  process  of  being  dismantled.  It  had  served  for  exactly  a century,  1893-1993. 

In  Tyringham  industrialism  has  receded,  leaving  a different  version  of  the  American  Dream. 
Futurists  use  the  term  “post  industrial  society”  for  thinking  about  the  next  century,  but  T yringham 
may  offer  one  of  the  world’s  best  vantage  points  to  consider  what  that  really  means. 

At  the  groundbreaking  ceremony,  surrounded  by  the  smells  of  earth  and  rain,  the  reds  and 
yellows  of  autumn,  and  the  voices  of  the  Sisters  singing,  the  idea  of  progress  takes  on  meanings 
that  are  not  usually  considered  in  history  texts.  Perhaps,  after  all,  Tyringham  is  not  just  a place 
that  history  visited  once  and  then  passed  by,  but  the  mainstream  of  a more  enduring  progress  — a 
quietly  kept  secret  that  others  will  find  in  their  own  time,  in  their  own  ways,  and  in  their  own 
comers  of  the  world. 

Those  at  the  groundbreaking  were  treated  to  a warm  preview  of  this  new  community, 
expressed  in  the  exuberance  of  the  Sisters'  appreciation  for  this  place,  in  their  songs,  and  in  their 
individual  personalities.  Though  a cloistered  order,  they  are  already  neighbors,  already  a mirror 
for  the  best  of  the  valley’s  past  and  future. 

Barclay  Hudson 


NEWS  FROM  GOOSE  POND 

One  of  the  most  popular  activities  at  Goose  Pond  during  any  season  is  walking  or  jogging  along  the  back 
roads.  During  an  early  morning  walk  this  summer,  Theresa  Bragdon  was  startled  to  be  sharing  the  road 
with  a rather  large  bear  that  was  crossing  near  the  dam.  This  same  bear  was  seen  chasing  geese  near  the 
right  of  way  to  the  lake. 

This  past  year  there  were  two  college  graduates  from  Goose  Pond.  Melissa  McBrian  graduated  from 
Simmons  College  with  a degree  in  accounting  and  is  now  working  in  the  tax  department  of  Coopers  and 
Lybrand  in  Springfield.  Also,  Tom  Mougin  graduated  from  the  University  of  New  York  at  Delhi  and  is 
now  working  in  Roanoke,  Virginia  in  the  electrical  field  — congratulations  to  both. 

THE  SAVE  GOOSE  POND  ASSOCIATION  has  been  meeting  throughout  the  year.  Voters  in  both  the 
towns  of  Lee  and  Tyringham  have  approved  articles  at  their  town  meetings  that  would  permit  the  formation 
of  a Lake  Maintenance  District.  The  Bill  will  now  be  submitted  to  the  State  Legislature  for  their  approval. 
After  last  winter’s  incredible  amount  of  snow,  the  residents  of  Goose  pond  are  extremely  thankful  to 
Hoppy  Loring  and  his  road  crew  for  all  their  expert  help.  They  did  a fantastic  job  of  cleaning  up  after 
every  snowfall  even  though  it’s  quite  a distance  between  the  valley  and  the  mountains.  Our  heartfelt  praise 
and  thanks  to  this  affable  crew  and  their  families  and  hope  they  will  get  more  sleep  this  winter. 

Happy  holidays  to  all. 

Lauria  D.  Puntin 


UNION  CHURCH 


The  Church  had  a fine  year.  Our  services  underwent  some  modifications  with  a greater 
emphasis  on  music  through  the  expansion  of  singing  worship  choruses.  There  was  one  innovation 
in  that  we  held  one  of  our  regular  summer  Sunday  services  at  the  home  of  the  Reverend  Adonijah 
Bidwell,  the  first  minister  of  Tyringham. 

In  anticipation  of  the  150th.  anniversary  of  the  construction  of  our  building  this  coming  year, 
we  are  working  to  restore  the  steeple  decorations  or  acreteria.  We  are  so  grateful  for  the  advice  and 
guidance  of  our  neighbor,  Viggo  Rambusch,  and  his  son  Edwin.  The  Rambusch  Company  in 
New  York  City  is  an  architectural  decorative  arts  firm  of  world  renown.  With  the  Rambuschs  help 
we  have  had  the  magnificent  fan  shaped  ornaments  cast  in  aluminum.  Bob  Choquette  and  Viggo 
are  devising  a new,  reinforced  bracing  system  to  attach  the  acreteria  to  the  steeple.  We  hope  that 
this  last  stage  can  be  accomplished  in  the  course  of  1994. 

A smaller  capital  improvement  we  are  undertaking  is  the  installation  of  a sound  system  in  one 
pew  of  the  church  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  have  difficulty  hearing  during  the  services. 

As  a part  of  the  missions  work  of  Sue  Choquette's  committee,  the  Church  has  given  financial 
support  to  several  people  in  our  community.  In  the  education  field  we  continue  to  support  April 
Slater  and  we  were  able  to  help  Matthew  Armstrong,  the  pastor’s  son,  on  his  teen  mission  summer 
in  Brazil  over  the  summer. 

Once  again  this  July,  the  church  was  glad  to  host  Peggy  Harding's  children's  program 
sponsored  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  and  this  fall  the  Tyringham  Children’s  Chorus  has  been  heard 
rehearsing  here  on  Saturday  mornings  under  Laura  Frank’s  direction. 

We  held  two  very  successful  suppers  that  were  made  memorable  because  our  younger  members 
participated  in  serving  the  meals  under  the  leadership  of  Jane  Kessler  and  her  experienced  crew. 

We  are  hoping  that  many  of  our  friends  and  neighbors  will  be  attending  our  Christmas  Eve 
service  at  7.30. p.m. 

Kay  Palmer, 

Moderator 


HALLOWEEN 

Halloween  night  was  perfect  this  year  for  trick-or-treating.  We  had  a couple  of  cows  come  and  join 
us,  they  were  DillonCurtin  and  Crai^Slater.  We  also  had  a member  of  the  “Adams  Family",  she 
was  "Wednesday”  Adams,  better  known  as  DeannaGarner.  We  had  a little  boy  named  Tonv 
Haywood  dressed  up  as  "Super  Mario’’.  If  there  was  a costume  contest  1 think  he  would  have 
won  it  for  the  most  creative  costume.  Dakota  Schaefer  came  as  "Barney"  and  his  brother  Ben 
Shaefer  was  "Baby-Bop".  We  had  all  sorts  of  other  animals  go  trick-or-treating.  They  were; 
Sarah  Degiorf^is  who  was  dressed  up  as  a cat,  Henry  flunt  was  a bat,  Benjamin  Havill  was  a 
rabbit,  Nannina  Gilder  a teddy  bear  and  the  two  cow  s 1 already  mentioned.  We  had  some  super- 
heros  also  attending.  They  were  "Catwoman”  fMor/a/? //a/d')  "Batman"  (Josh  Curtin)  and 
"Spiderman"  (JoeyCapitano).  We  also  had  a computer,  an  "Apple"  computer  to  be  exact,  in  the 
form  of  Brody  Hale.  1 would  like  to  take  the  time  to  thank  a few  people  who  made  it  possible  for 
all  these  kids  to  have  a good  time.  Those  people  are:  Nini  Gilder  and  Molly  Schaefer  who  helped 
co-ordinate  the  whole  thing,  all  the  Firemen  for  their  contributions  and  for  being  there  to  make  sure 
no-one  got  hurt  and  Jim  Curtin  for  driving  the  fire  truck.  Rob  Roy  Kimberly  and  Tom  Fennelly 
who  drove  the  kids  from  house  to  house,  thank  you  so  much  we  definitely  couldn’t  have  done  it 
without  you.  We  would  also  like  to  thank  Denise  Curtin  for  the  light  sticks  and  the  Selectmen  for 
the  cider  and  doughnuts. 


Tabitha  Pennington 


VALLEY  CLUB 


The  Valley  Club  would  like  to  thank  all  who  helped  to  make  the  spring  food  sale  a success. 

This  years  plantings  were  made  possible  by  the  addition  of  new  and  able  bodied  members. 

Our  meetings  are  on  the  last  Thursday  of  the  month.  New  members  and  new  ideas  are  welcome. 

Dorothy  Choquette 
President 

^ ♦ 

THE  HOP  BROOK  CITJB 

The  highlight  of  our  50th.  year  - 1992  - was  the  beautiful  celebration  held  at  the  John  and 
Katharine  McLennan’s.  They  graciously  host  our  party  each  year  in  their  barn  which  is 
attractively  decorated  for  Christmas. 

The  old  prayer  was  read  by  Nini  Gilder  and  we  enjoyed  a rousing  toast  from  Clint  Elliott. 

We  heard  some  interesting  comments  from  guests  and  friends:  Arnold  Hale  talked  about  his 
mother,  Jesse  Hale,  who  was  Hop  Brook  Secretary  for  many  years,  Charles  Slater  praised  "the 
quilt  lady"  Grace  Slater  and  Carolyn  Canon  reminisced  about  her  aunt,  Lena  Garfield,  who  was  an 
accomplished  needlewoman.  Eormer  leaders  and  presidents  of  Hop  Brook  were  also  honored: 
Sarah  Job,  Phylis  Loring,  Elizabeth  Gilmore,  Ruth  Du  Venois,  Isabella  Stanton,  Georgia  Birkett 
and  Judy  Reber. 

fhe  Hop  Brook  Club  was  busy  this  year.  We  gave  scholarships  to  help  further  the  education 
of  two  cousins  from  Goose  Pond,  Michael  and  Matthew  Puntin.  We  contributed  to  the  cost  of  fuel 
for  the  church.  We  collected  and  donated  food  at  Christmas  and  we  joined  the  many  people  in 
Tyringham  who  helped  the  Havill  family  when  they  had  a fire.  We  also  sponsored  the  summer 
programs  again:  swimming  lessons  and  "Mornings  with  Mrs.  Harding",  and  we  solicited 
sponsors  for  the  program  for  The  Sound  of  Music.  We  would  like  to  thank  the  church  for  opening 
up  its  doors  for  quilt  meetings. 

Georgia  Birkett 
President 


The  Eagle 


Hale  named  to  state  committee 


WASHINGTON  — President  Bill  Clinton  and  Secretai7  of  Agricul- 
ture Mike  Espy  have  announced  that  Tyringham  resident  Mary  Hale 
has  been  selected  to  become  a member  of  the  Massachusetts  Agricul- 
tural stabilization  and  Conservation  Service  Committee. 

The  committee  acts  as  the  eyes  and  ears  for  the  secretary  of 
agriculture  at  the  state  level,  and  is  responsible  for  keeping  the 
farming  community  informed  of  federal  farm  programs.  The  committee 
hears  appeals  and  complaints  from  farmers  and  takes  appropriate 
action  on  them.  Hale  was  recommended  to  the  president  by  Sens. 
Edward  M.  Kennedy  and  John  F.  Kerry  and  by  Rep.  John  W.  Olver. 

“I  am  pleased  with  Secretary  Espy’s  selection  of  Mary  Hale  to  the 
Massachusetts  ASCS,”  Kennedy  stated.  '“Ms.  Hale  is  an  excellent 
choice  for  this  position.  Her  efforts  in  stabilizing  Berkshire  County 
milk  prices,  in  addition  to  serving  her  community  as  Tyringham 
selectwoman  and  as  the  first  female  police  chief  in  the  state’s  history, 
display  the  type  of  commitment  which  will  guarantee  that  the  commit- 
tee is  attentive  to  the  needs  of  all  Massachusetts  farmers.” 

In  a statement.  Espy  said,  “I  am  pleased  to  announce  this  appoint- 
ment of  Mary  Hale,  who  will  help  ensure  that  the  USDA  is  customer- 
friendly  and  responsive  to  the  needs  of  all  residents  of  Massachu 
setts" 


BOOTSCOOTERS 


“Quick!”  “Hurry!”  “Grab  a partner!” 

Doesn’t  matter  who  you  pick.  Girls 
dance  with  boys,  girls  dance  with 
girls,  boys  dance  with  boys,  old 
dance  with  young,  experienced  with 
novice  — anybody  can  squaredance. 

Even  if  you’ve  never  heard  the 
phrase,  ‘honor  your  corner’  in  your 
entire  life,  you  can  squaredance. 

Almost  every  other  Friday  night, 

Hoppy  and  Dot  Loring  lovingly  cart 
their  sound  system  and  tapes  over  to 
the  Town  Hall  (which  the  Selectmen 
have  generously  provided)  and  hook 
them  up  to  the  the  new'  speakers 
hanging  above  the  stage.  Now  it’s 
time  to  DANCE! 

For  the  beginners.  Dot  reviews 
the  basic  squaredance  steps  and  calls 
before  Hoppy  lets  loose  the  first 
dance.  It's  easy  dances  to  start,  but  it 
gets  harder  and  harder. ...and  you 
have  to  dance  your  hardest  to  keep  up 
your  end  of  the  square.  And  if  it  gets 
too  hard,  there's  always  lots  of 
refreshments  downstairs  to  cool  you 
off.  Because  that  place  really  does 
heat  up! 

Hopefully  — or  should  1 say  Hoppyfully  — you'll  see  all  of  the  Bootscooters  ready  to  do  some 
serious  dancing,  assisted  by  Dot,  of  course,  who  takes  the  time  to  write  out  the  dance  calls  and 
teach  them  to  us  before  we  begin.  There's  squaredances  and  there's  two-steps,  and  sometimes, 
there’s  a contradance  from  Larry  Bingham.  Then  if  we're  lucky,  we'll  be  treated  to  a song  from 
Sue  Choquette  and  maybe  Sissy  Curtin. 

We  hope  to  see  more  of  the  townfolk  coming  out  to  squaredance  at  Town  Hall  — the 
Bootscooters  are  eager  to  help  anyone  who  needs  a hand.  Watch  for  Hoppy's  signs  at  the  post 
office.  Speaking  as  a Bootscooter  and  for  the  Bootscooters,  1 would  just  like  to  say  a from  the 
heart  thank  you  to  Hoppy  and  Dot  for  taking  the  time  out  of  their  already  busy  lives  to  do  this  for 
us.  So  thank  you,  from  the  Hilltop  Dance  Club  and  the  Bootscooters. 

Gabrielle  Cosel 


FIRE  DEPARTMENT 

The  Fire  Company  would  like  to  take  this  time  to  again  thank  everyone  in 
town,  and  out  of  town,  for  their  generous  support  and  donations  that  were 
sent  to  help  us  rebuild  our  new  tanker.  This  was  accomplished  only  by  the 
hard  work  and  dedication  from  many  people.  I am  happy  to  report  that 
our  '*new’'  tanker  is  now  in  full  service. 

Once  again  the  annual  steak  roast  was  a tremendous  success  and  I would 
like  to  thank  everyone  who  attended.  I would  also  like  to  extend  my 
thanks  to  all  of  the  firemen^  and  their  wives  and  families^  who  worked  so 
hard  to  make  this  event  such  a success,  as  they  do  every  year. 

Of  the  many  fire  and  medical  calls  that  we  responded  to  this  year,  there 
was  only  one  serious  fire  in  1993.  This  was  on  the  evening  of  October  15th 
at  the  home  of  Fred  and  Dawn  Havill. 

Due  to  the  quick  response  by  the  fire  department,  we  were  able  to  keep  the 
damage  to  the  home  confined  to  one  room.  I would  like  to  thank  all  of  the 
firemen  who  responded  to  this  call  and  were  able  to  keep  what  could  of 
been  an  extensive  loss,  to  a minimum.  GOOD  JOB!! 

•SOME  ADVICE  FROM  THE  CHIEF  ’:  PLEASE  INSTALL  SMOKE 
ALARMS!!!  ALSO  REMEMBER  TO  CHECK  THOSE  BATTERIES  AND 
REPLACE  THEM  IF  NEED  BE.  THESE  ALARMS  SAVE  LIVES!! 

Thank  you,  and  have  a safe  and  Happy  Holiday  Season! 

Jim  Curtin 
Fire  Chief 


THE  BLIZZARD  OF ‘92 

Last  year  in  December  we  all  had  the  worst  blizzard  since  about  30  years  ago.  When  I woke  up  I 
saw  big  drifts  about  five  feet  deep  then  1 saw  on  TV  we  didn’t  have  any  school.  Most  of  us 
town  people  had  our  driveways  plowed  but  other  people  did  it  the  hard  way,  shoveling,  so  I went 
outside  and  dug  tunnels  while  my  sister,  mother  and  I took  turns  shoveling.  Everyone  in 
Tyringham  would  like  to  thank  Hoppy  Loring  and  his  very  fine  snow  removal  crew  for  keeping 
the  roads  so  clear.  They  were  magnificent.  I wonder  what’s  going  to  happen  this  year? 


Christopher  Pennington 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS  - HAPPY  HANUKKAH  - A PEACEFUL  NEW  YEAR 


Stet  and  Barbara  Adams 

Dutch,  Margo  and  Dustin  Allen 

Robert  and  Toodie  Alsop,  Tom  and  Suzette 

Jones,  Denny  and  Beck  Alsop,  Delly  Alsop 

and  Christina  Alsop 

Georgia  Birkett  and  family 

Jennifer  Bishop 

Judith  Bishop,  Charles  Bookoff  and  Maia 

Susan  Bishop  and  Rachel 

Teresa  Bragdon,  John  Cannon,  Tricia, 

Rodney  and  Cookie 

Happy  holidays  from  George  and 

Jane  Brooks 

Jean  Brown  and  family 

Bob  and  Mary  Ann  Brown,  Nicole  & Alexis 

Jack  and  Irmgard  Bucher 

Carolyn  G.  Canon 

Nort  and  Eleanor  Canon,  John,  Marie,  Brian 

and  Scott  Canon 

Jim  and  Sheila  Caseley 

Betty  and  Larry  Cemik  and  family 

Edgar  Chamorro  “Feliz  Navidad  y Prospero 

Ano  Nuevo” 

Henning,  Joyce  and  Kimberly  Carlson, 

Michael,  Becky,  Jillian  and  Zachery  Carlson 

Bob,  Sue,  Aubrey  and  Noah  Choquette 

Harvey  and  Dot  Choquette 

Peter  and  Gail  Charpentier,  Elisabeth  and 

Matthew  Charpentier 

Edith  Charpentier, 

Irma  Clark 

Francis  and  Betty  Clark  and  family  wish  all 
our  friends,  relatives  a Merry  Christmas 
Chuck  Terry,  David,  Jon  and  Kevin  Clark 
Bill  Cosel  and  Adrienne  Miesmer,  Gabrielle 
and  Molly  Cosel 

Bobbie  and  Player  Crosby,  Jay  Crosby,  Kit 
Crosby,  Erek,  Lelia  and  Elisabeth  Bruun 
Peter  Serafina,  Lis,  Kayla  & Sophia  Bruun 


Merry  Christmas  to  all,  Carl  and  Chris 
Curtin,  Christine  and  Larry 
Neil  and  Helen  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin 

Mary  Curtin  and  John  LaVoi 
John  and  Sissy  Curtin.  Mike.  Mark 
and  Lori 

Tommy  and  Maggie  Curtin 

Peter  and  Deanna  Curtin 

Peter  Jr.  and  Ethan  Curtin,  Jamie  and 

Joshua  Curtin 

Kitty  Matt  and  Dillon  Curtin 
Mary  Curtin 

Eugene  and  Nancy  Curtin  and  sons  Kevin 
Gene  and  Scott 
Holly  and  Putt  Darey 
Merry  Christmas  from  Sunny  Spain, 

Ann  Davis 

Hilary,  Philip,  Maisie  and  Pip  Deely 

Betty  L.  Dennis 

Harry  Ellis  Dickson 

The  Dukakis  family 

The  Peters  family  and  the  Shain  family 

Therese  and  Tom  Dillon  and  family 

Alice  and  Alison  Donald 

John  Donald,  Penny  Borax,  David  and 

Adam  Donald 

Bill  and  Connie  Dyer 

Arthur  and  Jane  Dyer 

Beverly  Elsensohn  and  Heidi,  Eric  and 

Samantha  Elsensohn,  Michael  and  Abigail 

Clint  Elliott  and  family 

Ann  and  John  Emerson,  Andi,  Robert, 

Xan  and  Lee  Ditcoff.  Carol,  Alex,  Nathan 

and  Hannah  Emerson,  Parker  Emerson, 

Eleanor  Emerson  and  Adrian  Healey 

Jim  and  Eugenie  Fawcett,  John  and  Carol, 

Donald  and  Bridget,  Annette,  James 

Everett,  Mary  Beth  and  LukeFennelly 


Hverett,  Mary  Ann,  Amy  and 

Kathy  Fennelly 

Honora  and  Don  Gifford 

Mellie  Gilder,  Josh  Gilder,  David,  Cindy  and 

Allison  Gilder 

In  memory  of  Rod  Gilder 
George  and  Nini  Gilder,  Louisa,  Mellie, 
Richard  and  Nannina 

Virginia  Gorman, Susan  and  Conor  Moran 
Kathryn  Greenthall,  Ted  Stern  and  Tommy 
James,  Karen  and  Spenser  Gralla 
Richard,  Lindsay  and  Mark  Greene 
Larry,  Sally,  Eric  and  l.aura  Griffin 
Arnold  B.  Hale 
Alice  M.  Hale 

In  memory  of  loved  ones 
In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  1..  Hale  from 
Donald  and  Mary  Hale 
Sue,  Brody,  Mariah  and  Amara  Hale 
Arnold  and  Sandy,  Cathy  and  Suzie  Hayne 

Peggy  and  Mason  Harding 
Kathleen  and  Stuart  Harrod,  Sandy  and 
Richard  Frigon  and  Jason  and  Aaron 
Lyn  Harrod  and  Sebastien  Du  Bois,  Joann 
and  Dennis  Harrod  and  Julia  and  Anna 
In  memory  of  Roy  and  Candice  Heath 
Merry  Christmas  to  all  our  friends  and  family 
Gerry  and  Donna  Drake,  Christine,  Patty, 
Koty,  Jonathan,  Jean  Marie  & Evan. 

Peter,  Ann,  Willie  and  Nicholas  Herbst 
John  (Rocky)  and  Eleanor  Hoag, 

Babby  Barhydt,  Peter  Barhydt,  Marjory 
(Mebbie)  Allen 

John  W.  Holloway  - Gladys  S.  Holloway 
Maggie  Howard 

Greetings  from  Sarah  Hudson,  Barclay, 
Kerstin,  Sean  &,  Colin  Hudson 
Ken,  Kenny  and  Linda  Jones 
A1  and  Martha  Joyner,  Jason  and  Allison 


Tom  Kasprzak,  Kathleen  Pease,  Keith 

Kasprzak,  Bryn  Gormley 

Margaret  and  Joe  Katz 

George  Kalogerakis,  Theo  Kalogerakis 

and  Rachel  Urquhart 

Holly  and  Roger  Ketron,  Emma  and 

Henry  Wheelwright,  Maisie  and 

Susanna  Ketron 

Wil,  Mary  D.,  Plum,  Susanna  and 
Nick  Kierstead 

Jim  and  Celia  Kittredge,  The  Jay  Ogdens, 
The  Craig  Sullivans,  The  Charlie 
Kittredges,  The  Warren  Scotts,  the  Tom 
Ogdens,  Kit  Clucas  and  Martha  Kittredge 
George  and  Betty  Kramer 
Douglas  and  Marion  Leach 
Blaine  and  Penelope  Littell  and  family 
PhilipLittell 

Peter,  Sandy,  Julia,  Ian  and  Olivia  Littell 
Sue  and  Bob,  Ben,  Seth  and  Tom  Lloyd 
Eugene,  Lucca,  Andreas,  Mary  Lehner 
Joe,  Evelyn  and  Rodney  Loring 
In  memory  of  Joe  Loring  Jr. 

Tunk,  Dede  and  Tony  Loring,  Rhonda, 

Bill,  Dylan  & Isaac  Winters,  Elaine,  Ed, 

Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold,  Chuck,  Kathie  & 

MacKenzie  Loring 

Dave  and  Marge  Loring 

Russell  and  Margaret  Loring 

Beatrice  Loring 

Dot  and  Richard  Loring,  Debby  and 
Henry,  Henry  III,  Elibeth  Hall,  Amy, 
Ashly  Hunt  Ricky  and  Ann  Loring, 
children  E.J.  Alisha 

Kevin  Dougherty,  and  Marion  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

Millicent  C.  McIntosh,  Jim,  Carey, 
Kenneth  and  Richard  McIntosh 
John  and  Katharine  McLennan 


Helena  G.  Miller  and  family 
The  Moffett  family 

Bob  Moskin  and  Lynn  Goldberg  Moskin 
David  and  Camela  Moskin  and  Isaac,  Nancy 
Moskin,  Mark  Moskin 

In  memory  of  Paula  Mattlin 
Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Niall  and  Siobhan 
Couvier  Murphy 

Gilder,  Anne,  Walter,  Reese  and  Spring 
Palmer 

Hickory  Farm  Palmers,  Caroline,  Barbara, 
Tonio,  Helena  and  Stefan  Gatterburg 
LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelley  and  Butch  Palmer 
John  and  Hylie  Pappenheimer 
Ned  and  Petey  Perkins  and  family 
John  and  Sharon  Du  Bois 
Jesse  Pierce 

Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  Potter 

Donald  and  Lauria  Puntin  family 

Mary  and  Ozzie  Rathbun 

Mrs  Philips  W.  Pursell,  William  Roerick, 

David  Adkins 

Judy  Reber 

Dennis  and  Peggy  Reber-Shapson 
Margaret  Olds  Richards,  Barrie,  Alex,  Susan 
& Thomas,  Charles  &James  Luchars 
Lilja  and  Joseph  Rizzo,  The  Golden  Goose 
Libby  and  Morty  Saks,  Debbie,  Don,  Laurie, 
Dan  and  Jessica 
Norm  and  Nancy  Schaffer 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota,  Benjamin  Schaefer 
Eugene  and  Ina  Schnell,  Eric,  Nancy,  Vicki 
and  Jay  Rosen 

Mary  and  Gene  Smith  and  family 
Charlie  and  Liz  Slater 
Memory  of  Grace  Slater 
Memory  of  Dan  Slater. 

Liz  Spencer 

Moo  and  Michael  Stella  Milo,  Mira  & Leo 


Jo  Stott 

Jennifer,  Gary  and  Ryan  Storti 
Tony  and  Philippa  Claude  Stretton 
The  Sullivans  - Michael,  Kerry,  Kelly 
and  Michael 

Bert,  Karen,  Tim  & Chad  Williams,  Keith 

Sandi  and  Ashley  Williams 

Happy  and  healthy  holiday  to  all  from 

Charlotte  and  Bob  Sutner 

Ruth  and  Gerald  Swart  and  family 

Bill  and  Blanche  Thober 

Asher  E.  Treat 

Holiday  Greetings  to  all  of  Tyringham 

from  the  Truax/Kramer  family  and  best 

wishes  for  1994!!  Alice  Truax,  Hawley 

T max,  Charles  T max 

Jerry  and  Toni  Twing 

Janet  and  Don  Umlauf 

Sidney  and  Brian  Urquhart 

Gordon  and  Kate  Van  Orman  and  family 

Mother  Margaret  Mary  Rumff,  VHM  - Thi 

Sisters  of  The  Visitation 

Joey  von  Korff 

Barbara,  Deric,  Jennifer  and  Stephanie 
Washburn 

The  Whalens,  Joe,  Marion  and  Denny 
Mark  and  Liz  Williams 


HOP  BROOK  commdnuy  club 
1 YRINC.HAM,  MA  01264 
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AUTUMN  1994 


Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  in  the  interests  of  the  church  and  community 


Ti/ringham  is  in  a state  of  Nature.  It  is  bounded  on  the  north  by  fountains  that  never  fail,  great  clouds  of  laurel, 
hills  of  rock  and  the  Great  Bear;  on  the  south  byWillow  Glen,  Tyringham  River,  the  Ghosts  of  Sister  Anne  and  her 
felloxv  Shakers,  the  ponderous  shadows  of  the  Fernside  Forest  and  the  high  horizon  line  of  the  Shaker  Flills;  on 
the  east  by  the  purple  Dawn,  and  on  the  west  by  a hundred  summer  sunsets. 

So  wrote  Richard  Watson  Gilder,  poet  and  editor  of  the  Century  Magazine,  to  a friend,  Henry  van  Dyke, 
in  about  1900.  He  and  his  wife,  the  artist  Helena  de  Kay,  bought  Four  Brooks  Farm  in  1898  and  spent  their 
summers  there  with  their  family  for  many  years.  He  had  a very  dynamic  personality  as  expressed  in  the 
following  description  by  the  portrait  painter,  Cecilia  Beaux. 

"I  shall  never  forget  the  first  time  I saw  Mr.  Gilder.  It  was  at  a meeting  of  the  C Club,  and  a rather 

dull  evening  became  revived  and  humanized  when  he  stepped  upon  the  platform,  a spare,  youthful  figure. 
Even  across  the  space  of  a lighted  hall,  full  of  people,  the  dark  brilliancy  of  his  eyes  held  one  with  an  almost 
magic  force..." 

Ferris  Greenslet,  associate  editor  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly  and  a well  known  publisher  said  that  Gilder's 
friends  would  always  remember  him  as  the  "luminous  and  richly  drawn  person"  described  by  Cecilia  Beaux. 

Among  his  descendents.  Gilder's  poetic  talents  have  been  very  much  played  down,  described  as  Victorian 
(not  a term  of  admiration  these  days)  and  sentimental.  I,  however,  have  been  reading  his  poetry  a lot  lately  and 
think  he  has  a wonderful  way  with  words  and  poetic  forms,  particularly  the  sonnet  form,  and  much  of  his 
poetry  is  full  of  lyric  beauty.  His  spirit  may  not  be  of  this  modem  age,  but  I for  one  find  that  refreshing.  After 
this  lovely,  mellow  fall  we  have  just  experienced,  I would  like  to  quote  one  of  his  short  poems. 

A.A.P. 


Autumn  Trees 

Qut  yesterdaif  a world  of  haze, 

^oday,  a glory  of  color  and  light! 

Cike  golden  voices  shouting  praise 
*the  bright  trees  flame  along  the  height. 

Who  would  have  thought  the  summer  through, 
Each  separate  tree  of  all  the  choir, 

Cifting  its  green  against  the  blue. 

Held  at  its  heart  such  flame  and  fire? 


Kichard  Watson  QUder 


VITAL  STATISTICS 


ENGAGEMENTS 

April  14,  1994  Lisa  Petersoli,  daughter  of  Mr.  & 
Mrs.  Paul  Petersoli  to  Terrence  "Butch"  Curtin,  son  of 
Terry  and  Marilyn  Curtin.  A June  24,  1995  wedding  is 
planned. 

September  3 , 1994  - Stacy  Sagendorph,  daughter  of 
Thomas  and  Peggy  Sagendorph  of  East  Lee,  to  Michael  D. 
Curtin,  son  of  John  and  Janice  "Sissy"  Curtin.  Wedding 
plans  are  incomplete  at  this  time. 

Kathleen  Marie  Fennelly,  daughter  of  Everett  and  Mary 
Ann  Fennelly  of  Main  Road,  to  Andrew  Bardwell  of  Lakes 
Entrance,  Australia.  A June  17,  1995  wedding  is  planned. 


MARRIAGES 

March  / 1,  1994  '■  James  Dean  Curtin  to  Adrienne  L.  Shaver.  James  is  the  son  of  Peter  and  Deanna 
Curtin  of  Tyringham,  and  Adrienne  is  the  daughter  of  the  former  Nissa  Besaw,  and  Bill  Shaver.  Jamey 
and  Adrienne  will  reside  in  Florida. 

April  M),  1994  - Brian  Donald  Puntin  to  Jamie  Lynn  Roberts.  Brian  is  the  son  of  Donald  and  Lauria 
Puntin  of  Cooper  Creek  Road.  Jamie  is  the  daughter  of  Marc  Roberts  of  Manhattan,  NY,  and  Terry 
Roberts  of  Great  Neck  NY.  Brian  and  Jamie  will  live  at  685  Holmes  Road,  Pittsfield. 

June  6,  1994  - Shaun  Sutner  to  Lisa  Montanaro.  Shaun  is  the  son  of  Robert  and  Charlotte  Sutner  of 
Jerusalem  Road  and  Lisa  is  the  daugther  of  Charles  and  Janet  Wilkes  Montanaro.  Shaun  and  Lisa  will 
reside  in  the  Worcester  area. 

July  9,  1994  - Craig  William  DeSantis  to  Kyle  Marie  Christman.  Craig  is  the  son  of  William  and 
Margaret  DeSantis  of  Ridge  Street.  Kyle  is  the  daughter  of  Paula  Smith  of  Lee  and  Arthur  Christman. 
Craig  and  Kyle  will  reside  on  Ridge  Street. 

September  10,  1994  ~ Anthony  Puntin  to  Beverly  Nace.  Tony  is  the  son  of  Donald  and  Lauria  Puntin  of 
Cooper  Creek  Road.  Beverly  is  the  daughter  of  Philp  and  Jean  Nace.  Tony  and  Beverly  will  live  in 
l.enox. 

September  17,  1994  ~~  Jessica  Cemik,  daughter  of  Richard  Cemik  of  Lee,  grandaughter  of  Larry  and 
Betty  Cernik,  to  Steven  Davis.  Jessica  and  Steven  will  reside  in  Lee. 

September  24,  1994  ~ Dennis  Stanton  Curtin,  Jr.,  to  Joanna  Leigh  Gage.  Dennis  is  the  son  of  Dennis 
S.  Curtin,  formerly  of  Tyringham,  and  the  late  Suzanna  Beakes.  Joanna  is  the  daughter  of  the  former  Dee 
Ann  Driver  and  William  Gage.  Dennis  and  Joanna  will  reside  on  Canal  Street  in  Lee. 

October  15,  1994  ~ Clinton  Elliott  to  Elizabeth  Bayard  Aldrich.  Clint  and  Elizabeth  will  reside  on  George 
Cannon  Road. 

October  22 , 1994  - Christopher  Andre  Barry  to  Christine  Menin  Curtin.  Christopher  is  the  son  of  Mr.  & 
Mrs.  Clayton  Barry  of  Pittsfield,  and  Christine  is  the  daughter  of  Carl  and  Chris  Curtin  of  Main  Road. 
Chris  and  Chrissie  will  reside  in  Pittsfield. 

October  29,  1994  - Lenny  Tisdale,  Jr.,  to  Michelle  Mougin.  Lenny  is  the  son  of  Lenny  and  Joan  Tisdale 
of  East  Street  Lee,  and  Michelle  is  the  daughter  of  Tom  and  Joan  Mougin  of  Goose  Pond  Road. 


BIRTHS 


November  22,  1993  - A son,  Brandon,  to  Jessica  Cemik  and  Steven  Davis.  Grandparents  are  Larry  and 
Betty  Cemik  of  Main  Road. 

January  11,  1994  ~ A daughter,  Nissa  Alexandria,  to  Adriene  Shaver  and  James  D.  Curtin. 

Grandparents  are  Peter  and  Deanna  Curtin  of  Tyringham. 

February  27,  1994  ~ A daughter,  Rebecca  Ruth,  to  Joseph  and  Margaret  Dillon  Katz  of  Church  Road. 
Maternal  grandparents  are  Mr  & Mrs.  Thomas  Dillon  of  Church  Road. 

March  23,  1994  ~ A son,  Shawn  Patrick,  to  Timothy  and  Katy  Curtin  Murphy  of  Otis.  Paternal 
grandparents  are  Jimmy  and  Kathy  Curtin  of  Main  Road. 

April  7,  1994  ~ A son,  Devin  Thomas,  to  Matthew  and  Kathleen  "Kitty"  Kelly-Curtin  of  Main  Road. 
Grandparents  are  Peter  and  Deanna  Curtin  of  Tyringham  and  Tom  and  Flo  Kelly  of  Laurel  Street  in  Lee. 
July  23,  1994  ~ A daughter,  Kirsty  Anne,  to  Ken  and  Pauline  Whalen  of  Manchester,  New  Hampshire. 
Grandparents  are  Joe  and  Marion  Whalen  of  Jemsalem  Road. 

August  31,  1994  ~ A son,  Brandon  John,  to  Dennis  Curtin  and  Joanna  Gage.  Grandparents  are  Dennis 
S.  Curtin  and  the  late  Suzanna  Beakes,  and  the  former  Dee  Ann  Driver  and  William  Gage. 

September  12,  1994  ~ A daughter,  Margaret  Glenn,  to  James  and  Susan  Glenn  Harding  of  Webster 
Road.  Grandparents  are  Mason  and  Peggy  Harding  of  Webster  Road. 

November  19,  1994  ~ A son,  Zachary  William,  to  Craig  and  Kyle  DeSantis  of  Ridge  Street.  Grandparents 
are  William  and  Margaret  DeSantis  of  Ridge  Street,  and  Paula  Smith  of  Lee  and  Arthur  Christman. 

DEATHS 

February  9, 1994  ~ Frank  William  Thober.  Bill  leaves  his  wife,  Blanche  of  Main  Road;  two  sons,  Karl 
and  Paul;  a daughter,  Nancy  Harrigan;  a sister,  Virginia  Everett;  five  grandchildren  and  four  great- 
grandchildren. 

March,  1994  ~ Ruth  Sheldon  DuVemois,  mother  of  Holly  Darey,  at  the  age  of  91.  Besides  Holly,  she 
is  survived  by  another  daughter.  Dot,  and  two  sons,  James  and  Robert. 

May  2,  1994  ~ Jeannette  "Jean"  Brown.  Jean  is  survived  by  her  two  sons,  Robert  and  Jonathan,  and 
three  grandchildren. 

August  9,  1994  ~ Gerald  Burbank  Swart.  Gerald  leaves  his  wife,  Ruth  of  Brace  Road;  a son,  Reed  and 
a daughter,  Sally  Schild,  both  of  Atlanta;  a sister,  Carol  Swart,  and  three  grandchildren. 

October  9,  1994  ~ Stetson  K.  Adams.  "Stet"  leaves  his  wife  Barbara  and  son  Steven  of  Tyringham; 
sons  Peter,  Paul  and  daughter  Sharon  , all  of  Otis,  and  two  grandsons. 

October  31, 1994  ~ Elizabeth  Juel  Hale,  widow  of  Willis  Hale.  Juel  leaves  two  children,  George  Hale 
and  Joan  Santonastasi,  both  living  in  California;  three  grandchildren  and  one  great  grandchild. 

REUNIONS  / BIRTHDAYS  / ANNIVERSARIES 

June  18,  1994  ~ Third  Annual  "Curtin  Connection  Family  Reunion"  - Again  they  came,  happy  to  see  now 
familiar  faces.  A "Curtin  Connection  Cookbook",  compiled  by  Connie  and  "Trete"  Hourihan  , was 
distributed.  The  food.. .A  PIG  ROAST!!!  The  next  reunion  will  be  held  in  the  summer  of  1997. 

Summer,  1994  ~ The  Loring-Hale  reunion  was  held  at  the  Tyringham  Pavilion  this  year.  There  were  65 
in  attendance.  Everyone  brought  a favorite  dish,  and  a good  time  was  had  by  all.  The  next  reunion  will  be 
held  in  1996. 

November  20,  1994  ~ Nearly  100  friends  and  relatives  celebrated  Olive  Loring's  80th  birthday  at 
Greenock  Country  Club  in  Lee.  The  extended  Miner/Loring/Hale/Curtin  families  were  all  in  attendance, 
much  to  Olive's  surprise.  As  the  afternoon  progressed,  the  "Back-side  of  Thirty"  band,  with  Dick  "Hop" 
Loring  on  bass  guitar.  Dot  Loring  on  drums,  Kevin  Carberry  on  lead  guitar  and  vocals.  Sue  Choquette 
on  acoustic  guitar  and  vocals  and  Aubrey  Choquette  and  Sissy  Curtin,  vocals,  entertained  the  group. 


Sissy  Curtin 


NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR 


Our  much-missed,  former  Topics  editor,  Penelope  Littell,  writes  us  from  Stonington 
Connecticut,  where  she  and  Blaine  have  taken  refuge  from  the  Berkshire  winter: 

" We  miss  \ou  all  very  much,  hut  as  we  sit  on  our  deck  watching  the  sails  of  the  hardiest  yachtsman  drift  by, 
we  don't  miss  the  memories  of  last  year's  snow  at  all!  Our  very  fondest  wishes  - we  will  see  you  in  the 
spring.  ” 

Diana  Hitt  Potter's  son  Horatio  was  married  to  Elizabeth  O'Connell  on  December  27,  1993,  in 
New  York  City. 

The  Moskins  report  the  arrival  of  Lillian  Patricia  Moskin,  bom  to  David  and  Camela  in  Hadley, 
Massachusetts,  on  November  12,  1994. 

A1  Flood  writes  from  sunny  Florida  but  he  reports  "Goose  Pond  is  still  the  best  in  summer”. 

News  from  the  Washburn  family  in  Santa  Monica,  California,  is  that  Stephanie  and  her  horse, 
Belgium,  won  the  California  Junior  Dressage  Championship  for  second  level.  Jennifer 
Washburn  is  living  in  Brooklyn,  New  York,  and  working  at  the  Village  Voice. 

Georgia  Birkett  has  a new  English  great  grandaughter,  Susannah  Georgia  Tyler,  bom  to  Carol 
Birkett  Tyler  and  her  husband  Philip  on  October  19th  in  Cinderford,  Glos.  The  baby's 
grandparents  are  Arlene  and  Donald,  son  of  Georgia  and  the  late  Richard  Birkett. 

Anne  Moffett  welcomes  Tyringham  friends  to  look  her  up  when  visiting  the  Museum  of  Fine 
Arts  in  Boston.  She  is  in  the  Department  of  American  Decorative  Arts. 

The  Elliotts  had  a big  year  in  1994!  First,  Rosy  Elliott  and  Hank  Glassman  had  a baby  girl, 
Varney  Grace  Glassman,  on  May  10  in  San  Francisco.  Then,  on  August  21,  Susannah  Elliott 
and  Kim  Novick  had  a baby  boy,  Cray  Alexander  Elliott  Novick,  in  Watertown, 
Massachusetts.  Finally,  Clint  and  Elizabeth  Aldrich  were  married  on  October  15  in  Tyringham. 

Helena  Gilder  Miller  has  a new  grandaughter,  Ayla  Dianne  Miller,  bom  on  April  1 1 to  her  son 
Amasa  and  his  wife  Anita  in  New  Orleans. 

Walter  Littell  reports  a new  grandson.  Max,  bom  on  September  25,  1992. 

Callie  Nicole  Richards  was  bom  on  October  1 to  Margo  and  Dutch  Allen's  daughter  Julie  and 
her  husband  Doug  Richards.  The  Allens'  son  Dite  and  wife  Layon  and  children,  Nicole  and 
D.C.,  will  be  in  Tyringham  for  Christmas.  The  Allens  praise  Hop  and  Rick  Loring  who  have 
crafted  "a  tmly  wondrous  wall"  for  them. 

Gene  and  Mary  Smith  are  thankful  for  their  children,  grandchildren  and  nine  great 
grandchildren  who  are  all  healthy,  happy  and  fine. 

Viggo  and  Catha  Rambusch's  daughter  Lucia  is  working  as  a legal  assistant  and  information 
specialist  at  the  Special  Council  for  the  Whitewater  Commission  Investigation  in  Washington, 
D.C. 


When  the  series  of  World  Cup  Soccer  stamps  came  out  this  summer,  few  of  us  knew  that  it 
had  a Tyringham  link.  Lucca  Lehner  writes  that  the  artist  who  won  the  competition  came  to  her 
grandsons'  high  school  to  study  soccer  players  in  action.  "The  result  was  Toby  on  the  50  cent 
stamp,  Sven  partially  on  the  40  cent  stamp  and  Sven  entirely  on  the  29  cent  stamp." 

Another  1994  postage  stamp  released  this  fall  with  a Tyringham  connection  was  the  29  cent 
stamp  of  Nat  King  Cole,  husband  of  Maria  Cole  of  Femside. 

Jeanette  Van  Ballegooyen  and  her  boys  Dylan,  Colin  and  Tyler,  visited  the  Netherlands  this 
year  to  celebrate  Jeanette's  parents'  45th  wedding  anniversary.  Jeanette's  two  older  boys  are 
both  in  college.  Damon  is  at  community  college  in  Juno,  Florida,  and  Jason  is  in  his  junior 
year  at  University  of  Florida  studying  mechanical  engineering. 

Gladys  Holloway  reports  that  John  will  be  90  years  old  on  January  30  and  is  in  pretty  good 
health,  getting  around  under  his  own  steam. 


Nini  Gilder 


NEWS  FROM  GOOSE  POND 


On  a warm  summer's  day  in  late  August  over  130  people  gathered  at  the  beach  at  Cooper  Creek 
Road  to  vote  on  forming  a Lake  District.  Moderated  by  Lois  Lenett  and  attended  by  selectmen 
from  both  Lee  and  Tyringham,  the  voters  at  this  meeting  discussed  many  issues  related  to  this 
important  question.  In  the  end,  the  vote  was  187  to  30  in  favor  of  forming  the  Goose  Pond 
Lake  District. 

The  following  officers  were  elected  to  the  prudential  committee:  Tim  Fhintin,  Ken  Norwick  and 
Sidney  Romash.  The  district  will  act  immediately  to  hire  a manager  and  at  a later  date  will  hire 
a dam  watcher  if  needed. 

This  district  will  help  assure  the  ecological  and  recreational  future  of  the  270  acre  pond  that  is 
enjoyed  by  so  many  people. 


Lamia  D.  Puntin 


ENTERTAINMENT  AND  THE  ARTS 


The  Crofut  - Brubeck  Concert 


Thanks  to  the  Tyringham  Arts  Council,  we  again  have  been 
able  to  enjoy  a wonderful  presentation  for  the  community.  Bill 
Crofut,  Chris  Brubeck  and  Joel  Brown  enchanted  the  audience 
on  November  12th  with  their  wonderful  music  and  voices. 

Talking  with  the  band  after  the  concert,  I found  out  that  the 
group  had  gotten  its  start  about  six  years  ago.  Bill  asked  Joel,  a 
guitarist,  to  do  a project  with  him,  and  found  out  that  Joel  could 
play  in  many  of  the  musical  genres  that  Bill  was  looking  for  to 
complete  his  group.  Then,  Bill  asked  Chris,  with  whom  he 
had  worked  previously,  to  join  them.  The  band  was  born. 

If  any  of  you  were  wondering,  Chris  is  indeed  the  son  of 
the  famous  jazz  pianist,  Dave  Brubeck.  Growing  up  with  a jazz 
influence,  it's  no  wonder  that  Chris  plays  the  bass  guitar,  the 
piano,  the  trombone,  and  is  a composer  and  an  arranger  as  well ! 
Joel  plays  mainly  classical  guitar,  but  he  also  plays  in  a rock 
band.  Bill  plays  folk,  classical  and  jazz  on  both  the  banjo  and 
the  guitar.  With  this  wide  range  of  music  - folk,  jazz,  classical, 
rock,  and  more  - the  group  is  able  to  play  with  amazing  diversity. 

About  25%  of  the  music  they  play  is  completely  original.  Bill 
and  Chris  write  some  of  the  songs  they  play,  but  mostly  they 
improvise,  on  the  spot.  On  this  special  concert  night,  in  the 
intimacy  of  Town  Hall,  they  felt  relaxed  enough  to  let  loose  and 
follow  their  fingertips.  Sometimes  they  know  the  song  but  make 
up  the  arrangements  as  they  go.  "Spontaneous  fun!"  as  Joel  says. 
For  example,  I found  out  that  Chris  had  played  a piano  solo  he'd 
never  played  before,  and  that  they'd  sung  a folk  song  they'd 
never  practiced. 

The  band  does  do  plenty  of  rehearsing,  though,  both  together 
and  separately,  when  they  have  a concert  coming  up.  Bill  likes  to 
practice  when  he's  at  his  vacation  spot,  on  Lake  Temagami  in 
Ontario.  He  says  it's  easier  for  him  to  concentrate  there,  and  he 
practices  every  day.  According  to  the  band,  music  is  like  an 
athletic  sport.:  if  you  don't  keep  playing,  it's  hard  to  start  up 
again.  They  also  say  it  bums  calories,  especially  singing  (it 
makes  one  wonder  what  Pavarotti  would  look  like  if  he  stopped.) 

The  band  did  not  use  any  sheet  music.  Mostly  all  the  songs 
they  play  are  memorized.  A quote  that  Bill  recited  at  the  concert 
stuck  with  me,  and  I think  it  always  will:  "With  words  you  think 
a thought.  With  notes  you  feel  a feeling.  With  a song  you  feel  a 
thought." 


Gabrielle  Cosel 


A View  From  Over  The  Hill 


Congratulations  to  the  Tyringham  Arts  Council  for  supporting  the  magic  of 
music  through  the  Tyringham  Children's  Choir  concert,  held  at  the 
Tyringham  Town  Hall  on  June  23,  1994. 

As  a sizable  audience  enjoyed  a variety  of  songs  directed  by 
Laura  Frank  plus  a premier  piece  by  composer  Robert  LJ 

Blafield  of  Lenox,  I could  see  music's  magic  clearly,  f | 

both  in  formation  and  in  my  own  memory.  The  fourteen 
member  choir  aimed  to  top  last  year's  successful  Sound 
Of  Music  with  joyful  renditions  of  14  choral  arrangements  mMm 
ranging  from  Gloria,  a Russian  folk  song,  to  Mendelssohn's 
Lift  Thine  Eyes  from  Elijah,  to  delicious  rib-ticklers  like  Rossini's 
Duetto  Buffo  di  due  Gatti  and  the  Sherman  and  Busch  Hello 
Muddah,  Hello  Fadduh.  The  premier  of  Robert  Blafield's 
lovely  composition  for  Bert  Leston  Taylor's  poem.  The  Road 
To  Anywhere  , and  Sarah  Fix's  rendition  of  Mozart's  Laudate 
Dominum  were  well  received.  Hilda  Banks  Shapiro  accompanied 
smooth  performances  showing  easy  rapport  between  choir  members. 

We  witnessed  the  formation  of  positive  memories  of  music-making  as  these 
young  people  charmed  us  with  the  joy  and  fun  of  knowing  they  were  good. 

If  I were  an  accomplished  musician,  I could  offer  an  in-depth  musical  critique, 
but  the  afternoon  offered  more  than  music.  Thanks,  Tyringham  Arts  Council, 
and  to  all  those  who  must  have  worked  hard  to  make  this  event  possible, 
for  reminding  me  why  I will  always  love  to  sing  in  a chorus  . And  thanks  too 
for  letting  me  and  all  the  folks  clever  enough  to  be  at  the  Tyringham 
Town  Hall  on  June  23rd,  see  musical  magic  touching  another 
generation.  Keep  up  the  good  work! 


Roberta  Myers 


The  Tyringham  Arts  Council 

This  year  the  Arts  Council  supported  three  events.  The  first  was  a concert  in  June  at  Town  Hall  presented  by 
the  new  Tyringham  Children's  Choir,  a group  of  talented  children  from  our  valley,  many  from  the  Sound 
of  Music  cast.  The  next  was  an  open  house  in  July  at  the  Bidwell  House  for  all  Tyringham  citizens.  The  third 
event  was  a special  evening  concert  with  Bill  Crofut,  Chris  Brubeck  and  Joel  Brown  this  November. 

The  Massachusetts  Council  on  the  Arts  has  increased  our  budget  for  next  year  and  the  Tyringham  Arts  Council 
is  currently  reviewing  a number  of  proposed  projects  for  1995  which  will  be  announced  in  January. 

The  Sound  of  Music  videotapes  are  now  available  . The  video  is  a complete  program  edited  from  the  best 
performances  of  the  two  nights.  We  hope  you  will  all  get  a chance  to  watch  this  wonderful  effort  on  the  part 
of  the  Tyringham  children. 


Bill  Cosel  and  Mary  Ann  Brown 


ELIZABETH  JUEL  HALE 

News  of  the  death  of  fuel  Hale  recalls  many  memories  to  all  who  knew  her. 

juel  first  came  to  town  as  a teacher  at  our  "little"  schoolhouse.  Her  stay  there  was  rather  brief  as  she 
soon  met  and  fell  in  love  with  Willis  Hale,  whom  she  married.  They  settled  in  at  Sunset  Farm  where 
they  remained  until  Willis  died  in  1980. 

In  her  early  years,  she  became  a member  of  the  Union  Church  where  she  dedicated  forty  years  to  the 
Christian  education  of  the  Tyringham  children.  In  her  last  letter  'home',  she  remarked  how  much  she 
would  love  to  slip  into  her  little  corner  at  Union  Church  to  see  her  old  friends.  Our  most  heartfelt 
sympathy  to  all  her  family. 

- Ehzabeih  SLaren 

JEAN  BROWN 

After  the  death  of  her  husband  Leonard,  Jean  Brown  settled  permanently  in  the  handsome  Shaker 
house  on  Main  Road  in  the  valley  where  she  and  Leonard  had  courted. 

Jean  called  herself  a Modernist  and  believed  that  the  failure  to  celebrate  one's  own  period  in  history 
was  an  unimaginable  loss.  Thus  the  Shaker  chairs  and  tables  - simple  and  pure  of  line  - shared  space 
comfortably  with  the  tantalizing  and  witty,  if  baffling,  works  by  young  Futurist  artists  from  around 
the  world. 

Jean  always  embraced  the  new,  starting  with  the  Dada  and  Surrealist  period  and  then  venturing  into 
the  "outrageous"  Fluxist  movement.  Her  archives,  covering  all  of  these  schools,  brought  scholars, 
students  and  the  curious  from  far  and  wide  to  her  home.  Not  infrequently,  the  generous  hostess 
provided  gourmet  meals  and  shelter  for  the  night  for  a young  artist  or  student  in  need. 

Jean  was  a scholar  and  a friend  and  both  came  first.  The  visit  of  a neighbor  child  bringing  wild  flowers, 
or  the  young  carolers  at  Christmas,  were  quite  as  important  as  the  visit  from  a museum  director  - and  to 
her  a source  of  infinitely  more  delight! 

Jean  had  no  sense  of  possessiveness  about  objects,  even  those  of  beauty  or  value.  Indeed,  that  sentiment 
was  reserved  for  her  family  and  friends,  who  were  " my  boys,  my  grandchildren,  or  my  friends. 

- ViRifima  Gonman 

RUTH  SHELDON  DUVERNOIS 


Ruth  Sheldon  Duvemois,  mother  of  Holly  Darey,  died  in  March  at  the  age  of  91.  Ruth  was  born  in  Lee. 
After  the  war,  she  and  her  husband,  Robert  E.  Duvemois,  bought  a farm  in  Tyringham  on  the  Main 
Road,  where  they  lived  until  they  retired  to  Florida. 

Ruth  was  very  active  in  the  church  and  a devoted  member  and  past  president  of  the  Hop  Brook 
Community  Club.  Largely  through  her  efforts,  the  club  decided  to  make  a "student  loan  " available 
to  Betty  Clark  to  help  her  with  nursing  school  tuition.  In  time  this  idea  evolved  into  the  Club's 
present  scholarship  program.  Whatever  activity  Ruth  was  involved  with,  she  brought  to  it  a 
tireless  dedication,  a solid  sense  of  citizenship  and  a much  appreciated  good  nature.  She  will  be 
missed. 

- GeoRiiia  BiKkerr 


STETS  ADAMS 


I knew  Stets  for  over  40  years  and  worked  with  him  as  a fireman,  assessor  and  on  the  91 1 committee,  to 
name  a few  posts  we  shared.  He  was  an  easy-going  guy,  always  willing  to  help. 

He  was  most  happy  working  in  the  forest  and  with  forest  products.  He  could  pick  up  any  piece  of  wood 
and  tell  you  what  it  was.  We  will  all  miss  him. 


So  long,  friend,  until  we  meet  again.  May  you  rest  in  peace. 


- Veien  Cwmn 


BILL  THOBER 


Bill  Thober  was  bom  in  Newark,  New  jersey  in  1911.  He  graduated  from  Webb  Institute  of  Naval 
Architecture  in  1932  as  an  architect  and  engineer.  Those  were  the  days  of  the  "Great  Depression"  and  no 
positions  were  available  in  the  shipbuilding  profession.  Through  the  good  offices  of  an  uncle,  who  was 
Chief  Actuary  of  the  Metropolitan  Life  Insurance  Company,  Bill  obtained  a position  there,  where  he 
remained  for  forty-one  years. 

Bill  was  a man  of  many  interests.  After  permanently  moving  to  Tyringham  in  1973,  he  joined  Recording 
for  the  Blind,  where  he  read  textbooks  for  blind  students  for  18  years.  His  involvement  with  historic 
preservation  led  him  to  become  a member  of  the  Berkshire  County  Historical  Society  where  he  became 
a docent  and  planned  many  community  day  trips  to  historic  places.  He  also  loved  the  outdoors, 
particularly  biking  and  gardening.  His  keenest  interest  was  in  ships  and  ship  building.  He  wrote  many 
articles  on  early  American  sailing  vessels  which  were  published  in  "Marine  Magazine". 


He  will  be  remembered  with  great  affection. 


- Blanche  Tboben  and  Judy  Rehen 


GERALD  SWART 

A long , long  time  ago,  a young  man  came  to  work  at  Sunset  Farm.  His  name  was  Gerald  Swart. 

Up  until  then,  Gerald  had  never  worked  on  a farm,  and  he  viewed  all  animals  as  playmates;  that  was 
until  he  climbed  into  the  bullpen.  Luckily  for  Gerald,  the  bull  was  too  surprised  to  make  a move,  and 
before  he  realized  he  had  an  intruder  in  with  him,  Arnold  Hale  was  able  to  remove  Gerald  and 
proceeded  to  give  the  young  man  a lecture  he  never  forgot. 

Gerald  was  very  intelligent,  witty  and  generous  to  a fault.  His  heart  was  as  big  as  the  Universe,  and  he 
asked  for  nothing  in  return.  His  love  of  Tyringham  was  most  evident  through  his  work  as  a member  of 
the  Planning  Board  in  updating  the  By-Laws.  It  was  here  that  he  left  his  mark  on  our  town.  Gerald 
loved  open  space  and  the  need  for  it,  and  helped  plan  to  make  this  kind  of  beauty  secure  for  future 
generations. 

Your  home,  and  the  Brace  Road,  was  and  still  is  your  domain,  Gerald.  May  it  always  be  that  way,  old 
friend.  God  bless  you! 

- Youk  puend,  Domie  Hale 


THE  UNION  CHURCH 


'7  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills  , from  whence  cometh  my  help  ” - Psalm  121:1 


The  hills  in  southern  Berkshire  have  a special  meaning  to  me.  I have  lived  among  them  all  my  life. 
Their  beauty  and  permanence  have  given  me  great  joy.  I remember  especially  the  hills  surrounding  the 
Tyringham  valley.  Over  forty  years  ago  my  high  school  sweetheart  and  1 would  take  rides  in  my 
father's  car  through  Tyringham.  Even  after  forty  years  the  drive  through  the  valley  is  still  a delight. 
The  hills  are  unchangeable.  Many  things  have  changed  in  those  forty  years  but  not  the  hills. 

I am  sure  that  some  of  you  can  remember  changes  that  have  occurred  in  your  lives  while  you  have 
lived  among  these  hills  and  yet  the  hills  remain  the  same.  One  can  not  look  up  at  them  without  a sense 
of  a creator  behind  them.  They  are  a part  of  something  that  is  larger  than  ourselves.  That  is  why  the 
psalmist  could  write,  "I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills,  from  whence  cometh  my  help". 

Almost  two  thousand  years  ago  there  were  some  shepherds  watching  over  their  sheep  on  some  hills 
that  made  a great  deal  to  them.  I am  sure  they  spent  time  thinking  on  the  beauty  and  permanence  of  the 
hills  and  their  thoughts  would  turn  to  the  creator  God.  "And  suddenly  there  was  with  the  angel  a 
multitude  of  heavenly  host  praising  God,  and  saying.  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace, 
goodwill  toward  men."  (Luke  2:13-14) 

I would  urge  you  through  this  Christmas  season,  as  you  drive  in  and  out  of  the  Tyringham  valley, 
to  take  a moment  and  look  at  our  beautiful  hills,  think  on  all  the  things  that  have  gone  on  in  your  life 
while  driving  under  them  and  whether  the  Creator  has  an  active,  vital  part  in  your  life.  If  you  do, 
surely  help  will  come  down  from  the  hills  and  you  will  experience  peace  and  goodwill  toward  men. 

May  God  richly  bless  you  and  yours  in  this  joyous  season! 

Thomas  J.  Ross 
Interim  Pastor 


A TYRINGHAM  HALLOWEEN 

This  year  Halloween  night  was  a bit  chilly  but  not  as  cold  as  last  year!  We  had  lots  of  animals  join  us  for 
trick-or-treating:  Dillon  Curtin  (cow),  Devin  Curtin  (elephant),  Alisha  Loring  (moose),  Ellie  Slater 
(mouse),  Liza  Slater  (cat),  Craig  Slater  (giraffe)  and  a little  boy  named  Ryan,  who  came  as  a lion.  Ben 
and  Cody  Schaefer  were  both  hunters  in  camouflage.  Nannina  Gilder  was  Laura  Ingalls.  Ethan  Curtin  was 
a ninja.  Brody  Hale  was  a dollar  bill.  Six-month  old  Rebecca  Katz  was  dressed  as  an  angel.  We  had  a 
new  addition  to  the  Halloween  festivities  this  year.  His  name  is  Jasmin  and  he  has  recently  moved  here 
from  Bosnia. 

I would  like  to  thank  all  the  people  who  made  our  Halloween  so  special:  the  firemen  who  donated  treat 
bags  for  all  the  children  and  made  sure  that  no  one  got  hurt  as  the  dark  set  in;  Jim  Curtin  for  driving  the 
fire  truck;  Tom  Fennelly  and  Rob  Roy  Kimberly  (on  Gilly  Palmer's  hay  wagon)  for  driving  the  children 
around  to  all  the  houses;  and  last  but  not  least,  Molly  Schaefer  and  Denise  Curtin  for  coordinating  the 
evening  fun. 


Tabitha  Pennington 


THE  HOP  BROOK  CLUB 


During  1994  the  Hop  Brook  Club  once  again  worked  towards  contributing  to  a variety  of  community 
projects  in  the  Town  of  Tyringham.  We  donated  money  towards  buying  heating  oil  for  the  church.  We 
also  gave  financial  scholarships  to  four  deserving  students:  Rodney  Bragdon,  Sarah  Burtt,  Kelly 
Palmer  and  Ryan  Slater.  Each  of  these  young  people  graduated  from  high  school  in  June  and  plan  to 
further  their  education  and  training  in  preparation  for  their  careers. 

On  Saturday  of  the  Memorial  Day  weekend,  Hop  Brook  held  a successful  tag  sale  at  the  Gingerbread 
House. We  were  also  able  to  offer  two  (well-attended!)  children's  summer  programs.  One  was  for  the 
little  ones  under  the  guidance  of  Peggy  Harding,  this  year  kindly  assisted  by  Susie  Harding  and  Molly 
Cosel.  The  other  was  the  swim  program  conducted  by  Mary  Ann  Vreeland  from  the  Eden  Hill 
Recreation  Center. 

The  members  of  Hop  Brook  Club  continue  to  take  great  pleasure  in  their  mission  of  contributing  in  a 
variety  of  ways  to  all  the  residents  of  Tyringham. 

Gail  Charpentier 
Lauria  Puntiii 
Hop  Brook  Club  Presidents 


THE  VALLEY  CLUB 


The  Valley  Club  is  happy  to  report  that  the  steps  into  the  park  have  been  completed  with  the  help  of 
memorial  money  from  Ag  Curtin's  family  and  the  much  appreciated  effort  of  the  road  crew.  Hop  and 
Matt. 

The  Valley  Club  alone  could  not  have  financed  this  project.  The  steps,  which  also  serve  as  a bleacher,  are 
a memorial  to  Ag,  who  originally  suggested  the  idea. 

As  usual  we  planted  and  cared  for  flowers  downtown.  We  do  need  more  help  from  all  able  bodies  if  we 
are  to  continue  with  the  planting  next  year. 

In  July  we  held  a successful  Flea  Market  at  the  Firemen's  Pavilion.  The  club  meets  on  the  last  Thursday 
of  each  month. 

Dot  Choquette 
Valley  Club  President 


FROM  BOSNIA  TO  TYRINGHAM 


By  Dorothea  Hanson  Omerovic 

[Editor's  note:  Dorothea  Hanson  Omerovic  was  bom  in  Tyringham  and  throughout  her  childhood,  visited  her 
grandmother  Dorothea  Reynolds  on  Main  Road  at  the  far  end  of  town. 

In  the  course  of  her  graduate  work  at  Yale,  Dolly  traveled  to  Bosnia  and  met  Vehid  Omerovic.  They  were 
married  in  Massachusetts  in  July,  1993.  The  following  account  describes  Dolly's  unusual  transition  to 
motherhood  as  she  ventured  alone  into  war-tom  Bosnia  to  retrieve  her  Moslem  step-children  left  in  the  care  of 
Vehid's  father.  Since  1992,  school  had  been  suspended,  food  was  scarce  and  communication  cut  with  the  outside 
world.] 

It  took  a year  of  anxious  waiting,  and  six  harrowing  days  on  a bus  from  Austria  into  Bosnia  and  back, 
but  finally  this  May,  Vehid  and  I returned  to  Tyringham  with  his  15  year  old  daughter,  Vahida  and  13  year 
old  son.  Jasmin. 

Vehid  left  his  hometown  in  eastern  Bosnia  in  March  of  1993  on  what  turned  out  to  be  the  last  bus  out 
of  the  region.  Fighting  in  central  Bosnia  had  cut  off  the  entire  eastern  part  of  the  country  for  a year  and  left 
him  stranded  abroad,  unable  to  send  for  the  children,  as  he  had  planned  to  do  in  a matter  of  weeks,  or  even 
to  send  them  letters  or  money.  As  soon  as  the  road  opened  again  in  April  of  this  year,  we  flew  to  Austria 
determined  to  get  the  children  out.  In  Austria  we  learned  that  if  Vehid  entered  Bosnia  he  would  not  be  able 
to  leave;  all  men  of  military  age  were  being  drafted,  even  those  like  Vehid  who  had  served  and  been 
discharged.  It  became  clear  that  I would  have  to  go  alone. 

From  Austria,  Vehid  was  able  to  talk  to  his  father  on  the  telephone  for  the  first  time  in  a year.  He  told 
his  father,  who  had  been  looking  after  the  children,  to  take  them  to  Tuzla  - an  eight-hour  walk  over  the 
hills,  some  of  it  within  the  sights  of  Serbian  guns  - and  wait  for  me  to  arrive  there  at  the  hotel. 

The  next  day  we  located  a bus  leaving  for  Tuzla  from  Zagreb,  one  of  the  first  to  undertake  the  journey 
since  the  road  reopened.  Before  the  war  the  round  trip  had  taken  six  hours.  It  took  us  six  days. 

We  crossed  into  Bosnia  without  any  problems,  considering  that  we  were  traveling  on  dirt  roads  newly 
hacked  out  of  the  mountainsides  - the  Serbs  still  held  the  main  roads.  Then,  when  there  was  only  one 
more  mountain  pass  ahead,  the  bus  broke  down. 

1 spent  that  night  and  the  next  day  in  a village  listening  to  the  thunder  of  artillery  and  talking  with 
destitute  refugees  who  had  been  driven  from  the  homes  of  the  Serbs  almost  a year  earlier.  In  the  evening  1 
caught  another  bus  which  took  all  night  to  cross  the  mountain  to  Tuzla.  In  the  morning,  I found  my 
father-in-law  Muhamed  and  met  Vahida  and  Jasmin  for  the  very  first  time. 

There  was  a bus  returning  to  Zagreb  that  evening  and  we  made  ourselves  ready  to  leave  with  it.  Our 
preparations  were  simple:  We  bought  bread  and  filled  our  water  bottles,  and  rested  until  it  was  time  to 
depart.  Then  the  children  began  their  remarkable  journey,  away  from  all  their  family  and  friends,  into  a 
strange  world,  with  nothing  but  a bag  of  bread  and  a change  of  socks. 

The  children  had  grown  up  in  a small  town  surrounded  by  their  extensive  family.  Their  town  was,  and 
still  is,  on  the  front  line  of  the  war,  shelled  daily  and  exposed  to  many  hardships.  They  knew  death  first- 
hand. Their  mother  had  been  killed  by  a shell  the  year  before,  and  now  they  were  embarking  a dangerous 
journey  with  a strange  woman  to  a far-off  land.  They  were  very  brave,  as  1 had  occasion  to  tell  them 
several  times  in  the  next  few  days. 


1 he  first  night  of  the  trip  we  spent  inching  along  the  same  mountain  track  I'd  been  on  the  night  before. 
By  the  next  evening  we  had  gone  50  miles.  The  following  afternoon  we  reached  the  Croatian  border, 
where  the  sheath  of  passports,  visa  applications,  birth,  death  and  marriage  certificates  I had  assembled 
proved  useless:  we  could  not  enter  Croatia  without  a transit  visa.  In  the  border  town  we  sought  various 
ways  to  cross.  Some  U.N.  soldiers  would  have  taken  us  inside  a truck,  but  their  officer  kicked  us  off  the 
base.  I negotiated  with  a taxi  driver  to  take  us  through  the  woods  for  300  German  marks,  but  we  would 
have  to  wait  one  more  night.  In  the  morning,  however,  Ibro,  a friend  whom  Vehid  had  sent  from  Zagreb, 
found  us  and  we  got  safely  across  the  border  using  Ibro's  children's  Croatian  passports.  From  then  on  it 
was  just  a matter  of  formalities  getting  to  Austria  and  thence  to  America. 

Vahida  and  Jasmin  found  Tyringham  strange  at  first,  not  surprisingly.  The  houses  are  far  apart  and 
they  were  accustomed  to  family  and  friends  dropping  by  at  all  hours.  Summer  tutoring  at  Lee  Central 
School  helped  them  acclimatize  and  slowly  gain  confidence  in  English.  They  were  permanent  fixtures  at 
the  town  pond  all  summer  where  Vahida  donned  a bathing  suit  for  the  first  time  and  learned  to  swim. 

Now  Vahida  is  in  ninth  grade  at  Lee  High  and  already  on  the  honor  roll.  Jasmin  is  in  seventh  grade  at 
Lee  Central  and  was  quickly  drafted  into  the  boys  soccer  team.  They  both  enjoy  school  very  much,  after 
two  years  of  forced  vacation  during  the  turmoil  in  their  homeland.  Riding  Deanna's  immense  yellow 
school  bus  is  one  of  the  unexpected  bonuses  in  this  strange  new  world  of  rural  America.  They  also  say  it 
is  peaceful  here. 
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YOUNG  ACHIEVERS 


In  June,  Lee  High  School  student  Tabitha  Pennington  was  awarded  the  Bay  Path  College  prize 
for  recognition  of  excellence  and  dedication  to  the  field  of  business.  Happily  launched  in  her  first  year 
at  Miss  Porter's  school  in  Farmington,  Connecticut,  10th  grader  Maisie  Deely  had  two  leading  roles 
in  the  school’s  fall  Shakespeare  production.  After  a successful  season  of  cross-country  running  for 
Lenox  High  School,  freshman  Mellie  Gilder  was  named  to  the  All-Berkshire  team.  Lori  Curtin 
has  been  awarded  the  D.A.R.  Good  Citizen  Award  for  Lee  High  School.  She  was  also  winning 
pitcher  for  the  Western  Massachusetts  Softball  Tournament.  Once  again,  Mark  Curtin  is  a starter 
on  the  Lee  High  football  team.  The  Wildcats  are  Kosier  League  champs  and  will  be  playing  this  year  in 
the  Western  Massachusetts  Superbowl  .Elisabeth  Charpentier,  recently  signed  by  a modeling 
agency,  has  been  photographed  for  a children's  textbook.  Gabrielle  Cosel,  a student  at  BCD, 
placed  first  in  the  Latin  Oral  Interpretation  Contest  at  Deerfield  Academy  and  first  in  her  division  on 
the  National  French  Exam.  Molly  Cosel,  also  at  BCD,  received  an  honorable  mention  on  the 
National  French  Exam.  Vahida  Omerovic  was  named  to  the  honor  roll  at  Lee  High  School  and 
recently  earned  her  2nd  degree  green  belt  in  karate.  Nicole  Brown  and  Louisa  Gilder,  both 
students  at  Lenox  High  School,  were  awarded  summa  cum  laude  and  bronze  medal  awards 
respectively  on  the  National  Latin  Exam.  Alexis  Brown  received  the  6th  Grade  Students'  Social 
Studies  Award.  While  attending  summer  camp  at  Perkins  Outreach  School  for  the  Blind,  Brody 
Hale  accomplished  a trip  in  white  water  rafting.  In  June,  Mary  F.  Curtin  and  Helen  Coty- 
Curtin  graduated  from  the  Licensed  Practical  Nursing  Program  at  Berkshire  Community  College. 
Good  job  ladies!!!  Joe  Curtin,  scored  a "Hat-Trick"  plus  one  in  a hockey  game  against  Albany. 
Joe's  team  played  8 games,  and  he  scored  5 goals  and  had  3 assists.  Kevin  "Buck"  Clark  is 
playing  on  the  "Pee  Wee  A Travel  Team,"  which  will  be  participating  in  tournaments  in  Massachusetts, 
New  York  and  Vermont.  "Buck"  is  now  a paid  referee  for  younger  skaters  games.  Nicholas  Felix, 
through  the  patient  tutelage  of  Anne  Palmer,  is  playing  Beethoven  sonatas.  Franckie  is  beginning 
training  for  Special  Olympics  skiing.  Michael  Burtt  played  on  the  Lee  Little  League  All  Stars,  which 
came  in  as  runner-up  for  District  #1.  Aubrey  Choquette  sang  with  a Festival  Chorus  under  the 
direction  of  Gene  Kalis  this  year  and  performed  at  Simon's  Rock.  He  also  achieved  the  environmental 
science,  rowing  and  woodcarving  merit  badges  for  Boy  Scouts.  Not  to  be  over-shadowed  by  his  older 
brother,  Noah  Choquette  received  Boy  Scout  merit  badges  in  wilderness  survival,  sailing  and 
firemanship.  April  Slater,  who  is  on  the  Dean's  List  at  Eastern  Nazarene  College,  was  recently 
elected  Vice  President  of  the  Student  Association  of  Social  Workers.  Ryan,  who  is  attending  SUNY 
Cobleskill,  also  received  his  Life  Badge  in  Boy  Scouts.  Andy  is  a Cub  Scout  in  Troop  4;  Ellie  is  a 
member  of  the  Brownie  Troop;  Liza  is  in  Daisy  Scouts. 


Mary  Ann  Brown  and  Sissy  Curtin 


Winter  Weather 


A Refuge 


As  the  snow  falls, 

The  frozen  ground 
Is  covered  with  a light  frosting. 
My  nose  presses  against 
The  cold  glass  window, 

Leaving  breath  pictures. 

I see  a wall  covered  in  white. 

A chipmunk  scurries  and  dances 
In  between  the  cracks. 

The  earth  is  still  and  the  sky 
Is  gray  and  sleepy. 

I listen. 

The  sound  of  chimes  singing 
With  the  wind 
Plays  in  my  ears  and 
Winter  spirit  fills  my  heart. 

Molly  Cosel 


The  snow  falls  to  the  cold  earth  silently. 
The  barren  trees  sway  and 
Whisper  to  each  other  mysteriously. 

The  sheep,  their  watchful  eyes  unblinking 
Ponder  the  weather. 

The  horse  whinnies  in  the  cold  winter  air. 
The  stinging  wind  nips  at  my  nose. 

Turns  my  cheeks  a rosy  hue. 

Whips  the  hair  around  my  face. 

The  snow  squeaks  and  scrunches 
Under  my  boots. 

I reach  the  church  and  enter. 

Bright  lights,  singing,  Christmas  colors 
Warm  my  soul. 

My  heart  is  filled  with  peace  and  love. 

Alexis  Brown 


Our  Advent  Wreath 

Four  candles  burning  bright  and  strong. 
Four  red  and  the  unlit  last  as  white  as  snow 
In  a circle  of  evergreen. 

Quivering  expectantly,  four  flickers  of  light 
Await  the  fifth  and  Hnal  flame. 

At  last,  the  white  candle  is  lit 

And  with  its  kingly  flame  atop  its  wick. 

It  brings  to  light 

The  purity  of  a Christmas  long  ago. 

When  a small  baby  was  born 
While  angels  sang  him  praise. 


Nicole  Brown 
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Sunset  Farm,  bracing  for  the 


At 

These  are  despondent  days,  agreed 
the  two  women  eating  lunch  at 
the  Hale  family’s  Sunset  Farm  Inn 
in  Tynngham  the  other  day.  ‘*Ycs,”  said 
one,  a round-faced,  70ish  version  of  my 
friend  Judy  Sullivan,  “ever  since  the  first 
snap  came  in  the  air  . . 

“It  was  around  Labor  Day,”  said  her 
companion,  a Katharine  Hepburn  clone 
m a cocoa  sweater.  “Summer’s  over.” 
The  two  women  sighed  — correctly, 
because  no  matter  how  I keep  trying  to 
convince  myself  there  may  be  some 
warm  weather  yet,  we’re  heading  into 
that  downward  spiral  of  winter  — and 
moved  onto  other  topics. 

“Maunce  Tempelsman,”  I heard  one 
murmer.  “You  know,  he’s  the  one  who 
tripled  Jackie  Onassis’  fortune  after  Ari 
Onassis  died. . . .”  And  then  something 
about  how  the  maple-walnut  dressing 
on  one  of  the  women’s  ham  and  cheese 
sandwich  didn’t  taste  like  maple.  “But 
the  salad  is  delicious,”  they  both  agreed. 

It  was  a cool,  gray  day,  a good  day 
for  com  chowder,  and  I noticed  there 
was  a run  on  this  menu  entry.  Waiter 
Phil  Litano,  dressed  like  a dairyman  in 
white  slacks  and  white  shirt  sleeves, 
dashed  back  and  forth  from  the  kitchen 
to  the  enclosed  eating  porch,  bringing 
cups  and  bowls  to  nearly  every  person 
sitting  there. 

Six  of  the  inn’s  approximately  nine 


Field  Trip 

By  Elizabeth  Field 


tables  were  filled,  with  mostly  women 
and  a few  sweatered  men.  The  porch  has 
a soft,  quiet  atmosphere,  complemented 
by  vases  of  chrysanthemums  on  each 
table,  pink  tablecloths,  burgundy  nap- 
kins, old  photos  and  memorabilia  of  the 
Hale  family  on  the  walls,  and  of  course, 
a light  blue  ceiling.  Aaoss  the  room,  a 
pair  of  bnght  blue  eyes  stared  mildly 
over  a glass  of  wme. 

Yes,  said  Don  Hale,  who  runs  the 
BScB-plus-restaurant  with  his  sister, 

Alice  Hale,  “wine  and  cocktails  such  as 
Manhattans  arc  popular  here.” 

The  chowder  was  delicious  — an 
amalgam  of  smoky  bacon,  crisp  diced 
celery  and  onion,  potato  chunks  and 
sweet  com,  seasoned  with  salt  and  pep- 
per, and  suspended  in  enough  milk  and 
aeam  to  dog  your  arteries  for  days.  But 
that’s  the  whole  point  of  eating  out, 

Don  Hale  and  I agreed.  And  it’s  basi- 
cally the  style  of  cooking  offered  at  the 
inn,  where  the  family  has  recently 
staned  serving  “traditional  farm  fare”  to 
the  public  at  lunches  on  Thursdays  and 
Fridays,  and  dinner  on  Fridays  and 
Saturdays.  “We  don’t  skimp  on  the  but- 


ter and  cream  here,”  Don  Hale  said. 

Hale,  formerly  in  the  construction 
business,  said  he  always  wanted  to  run  a 
B&B.  Kc  loves  to  cook  — he  spent  last 
winter  studying  at  Berkshire  Community 
College’s  culinary  arts  program  — but 
it’s  interacting  with  the  public  that’s  his 
favonte  thing.  He  cooks  the  breakfasts 
for  the  B&B’s  guests  — the  family 
opened  the  four-room  inn  a year  ago 
after  the  dwindling  economy  forced 
them  to  give  up  their  decades-old  farm- 
ing operation  — as  well  as  lunches. 

■Alice  Hale  makes  all  the  desserts,  and 
bakes  8 to  10  dozen  rolls  a week. 

For  the  last  three  weeks,  Don  Hale’s 
grandson  Donald  Bienvenue,  20,  has 
been  dinner  chef.  A speaal  Bienvenue 
dessert,  offered  simply  as  “custard”  at 
lunch  last  week,  was  a farm-style  creme 
brulee  with  a thick,  brown-sugar  crust 
so  rich  it  made  you  gasp.  Don  Hale 
takes  over  dinners  next  week  when 
Bienvenue  leaves  for  a cooking  job  at 
the  Hilton  hotel  in  Houston,  Texas. 

Menus  stay  true  to  the  .American  clas- 
sics mode.  Lunch  choices  last  week  were 
the  above-mentioned  ham  and  cheese 
sandwich  with  maple-walnut  dressing;  a 
Reuben  sandwich,  and  a hot  turkey 
sandwich  on  white  bread  with  gravy. 
Desserts  included  the  “custard,”  a frozen 
strawberry  fluff  pie,  and  a frozen  lemon 
parfait.  Dinners  featured  a choice  of 


gray 

spiced  pork  tenderloin;  penne  pasta  with 
shnmp  and  scallop  sauce;  or  chicken 
with  fresh  herbs  in  a crepe.  Don  Hale 
says  he  hopes  to  put  scalloped  potatoes 
and  chicken  and  dumplings  on  the 
weekly  changmg  menu  soon,  in  keepmg 
with  the  .Amencana  theme. 

“Hey,  what  do  vou  want  for  lunch 
tomorrow,  Rita.’”  I heard  Hale  ask  a 
woman  who’d  be  returning  the  next  dav 
with  different  companions.  “I’m  already 
making  seafood  salad  for  someone  from 
Great  Bamngton  who  wants  it,”  he  said. 

“No  seafood  salad  for  me  ” said  Rita. 

Sunset  Farm’s  personal  qi  l-'tv  is  pre- 
cisely what  makes  it  so  disni  uve  — and 
possibly  intimidating  if  you’:  a flashy 
yuppie  pulling  up  in  a BMW  It’s  the 
kind  of  place  where  I heard  f itrons  tell 
Hole,  as  he  made  his  tour  arc  .nd  the 
dining  area,  “so-and-so  sent  me.” 
(Connie  .McCarthy  of  Lee  sent  me.) 

While  the  inn’s  interior  is  beautiful  — 
rooms  are  furnished  with  marvelous 
Shaker  items  made  in  Tyringham  and 
discovered  in  the  Hale  attic  — I have  to 
admit  it’s  the  porch  that  fascinates  me. 

Close  and  comforting  from  the  inside, 
and  giving  on  to  a rough  but  lovely 
view  of  the  Tyringham  Valley  (and 
closer  at  hand,  a farmyard  nnged  with 
clumps  of  pansies),  it’s  a perfect  place  to 
while  away  some  hours,  especially  as  the 
gray  approaches. 


THE  HRE  DEPARTMENT 

The  Fire  Company  wishes  everyone  a safe  and  happy  holiday  season.  Please  be  careful 
with  electrical  ornaments  and  wires  around  the  Christmas  tree.  Use  this  time  of  year 
to  replace  smoke  detector  batteries  to  be  certain  they  will  operate  reliably. 

The  Company  is  pleased  to  report  a well-attended  steak  roast  and  " fish  fry"  this  year. 
It  was  our  first  try  at  fish  and  was  very  successful  with  great  thanks  to  Terry  Curtin 
and  his  fish  crew. 

Our  new  fire  truck  should  be  here  in  February  of  1995  and  I and  the  fire  personnel 
are  looking  forward  with  much  anticipation  to  its  delivery.  It  will  be  an  important 
addition  for  our  community. 

Our  medical  service  abilities  have  been  greatly  increased  with  the  addition  of  2 more 
Emergency  Medical  Technicians,  Lisa  Garner  and  Tina  Gailes.  They  join  Jim  Harding 
and  Franck  Felix  on  our  much-needed  and  greatly  appreciated  emergency  team.  These 
four  people  have  done  an  excellent  Job  and  deserve  all  the  credit  we  can  give. 

Jim  Harding,  who  is  our  Fire  Safety  Officer,  tells  me  he  has  been  accepted  to  medical 
school  and  will  be  leaving  in  August  of  1995  to  study  to  become  "Dr,"  Harding.  Good 
luck,  Jim.  Thanks  for  all  you  have  done  for  us. 

James  J.  Curtin 
Fire  Chief 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS  HAPPY  HANUKKAH  A PE  ACEFUL  NEW  YE  AR 


Barbara  and  Steve  Adams 
Peace!  Dutch,  Margo  and 
Dustin  Allen 
Robert  and  Toodie  Alsop 
Happy  Holidays!  from 
Nan  and  Paul  Bemstein-Freed. 
Happy  Christmas  to  All!  from 
Georgia  Birkett. 

Barbara  Bogdan 

Teresa,  Tricia  and  Rodney  Bragdon 
and  John  Cannon 
Mary  Ann,  Bob,  Nicole 
and  Alexis  Brown 
Jack  and  Irmgard  Bucher 
Carolyn  G.  Canon 
Nort  and  Eleanor  Canon 
Henning,  Joyce  and  Kimberly  Carlson 
Jim  and  Sheila  Caseley 
Peter,  Gail,  Elisabeth,  Matthew  and 
Edith  Charpentier 

Bob,  Sue,  Aubrey  and  Noah  Choquette 
Dot  and  Harvey  Choquette 
In  memory  of  Robert,  Duffy,  Wilbur, 
Carrie,  Butch,  Donnie  & Carolyn, 
Merry  Christmas  to  all  from 
Frank  & Betty  Clark  & Family. 
Chuck,  Terry,  David,  Jon 
and  Kevin  Clark 
Irma  Clark 

Jim  and  Karen  Consolati, 

Ben,  Austin,  Darren  and  Evan 
Bill,  Adrienne,  Gabrielle 
and  Molly  Cosel 


Player,  Bobbie,  Jay  and  Kit  Crosby, 
Erik,  Telia  and  Elizabeth  Bruun, 
Peter,  Serafina,  Lis,  Kayla 
and  Sophia  Bruun 
Marge  Currie,  Althea  Cooper, 

Chris  Munro  and  Heather  Currie 
Carl  and  Chris  Curtin,  Larry  Curtin, 
Christine  and  Christopher  Barry 
Tom  and  Maggie  Curtin 
Peter  and  Deanna  Curtin 
Peter  Jr.,  Ethan,  Jamie,  Adriene, 
Joshua  and  Nissa  Curtin 
Matt,  Kitty,  Dillon  and  Devin  Curtin 
Mary  Curtin,  Eugene  and  Nancy 
and  sons 

Mary  Curtin  and  Gino  Erichetto 
Neil  and  Helen  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin 
Holly  and  Putt  Darey 
Merry  Christmas  from  Sunny  Spain 
Ann  Davis  and  Family. 

Betty  L.  Dennis 

Philip,  Hilary,  Maisie  and  Pip  Deely 
Merry  Christmas  Greetings  to  all  of 
our  Tyringham  Neighbors!  frotn 
Harry  Ellis  Dickson,  Kitty  & Mike 
• Dukakis,  Jimmy  and  A1  Peters, 
Eight  Grandchildren  and 
Three  Great  Grandchildren! 
Therese  and  Tom  Dillon  and  Family 
Alice  and  Alison  Donald 
John  Donald,  Penny  Borax, 

David  & Adam 


Merry  Christmas  to  all  our  Family 
and  Friends  in  loving  memory  of 
Roy  and  Candace  Heath  f rom 
Gerry  and  Donna  Drake 
and  Family. 

Bill  and  Connie  Dyer  and 
Bev  and  Heidi  Elsensohn 
Clint  and  Elizabeth  Elliott 
Susannah  Elliott,  Kim  Novick, 

Eliza  and  Cray  Elliott  Novick 
Jim  and  Eugenie  Eawcett, 

John  and  Carol,  Annette, 

James,  Donald  and  Bridget 
Eddie  and  Dianne  Fennelly 
Everett  and  Mary  Ann  Fennelly, 
Everett,  Mary  Beth  and  Luke 
Eennelly;  Amy  Fennelly  and  Brian 
Renderer;  Kathy  Fennelly  and 
Andrew  Bardwell 

Happy  Holidays  to  All  from  Sunny 
Florida!  G.  Alan  Flood. 

Allan,  Mary  and  Nancy  Garner 
David,  Lisa,  Levi  and  Deanna  Gamer 
Honora  and  Don  Gifford 
George  and  Nini  Gilder, 

Louisa,  Mellie,  Richard  and 
Nannina  Gilder 
In  memory  of  Rod  Gilder  , 

Mellie  Gilder,  David,  Cindy, 

Allison  and  Josh. 

Holiday  Greetings  from  Webster  Road! 
Virginia  Gorman, 

Susan  and  Conor  Moran. 


Season's  Greetings  to  All!  from 
Richard,  Lindsay  and  Mark  Greene. 
Larry,  Sally,  Eric  and  Laura  Griffin 
In  memory  of  loved  ones, 

Arnold  and  Alice  Hale. 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  L.  Hale 
Donald  and  Mary  Hale. 

Harlan  and  Dorothea  Hanson 
Peggy  and  Mason  Harding 
Kathleen  and  Stuart  Harrod 
Sandy  and  Richard  Frigon, 

Jason  & Aaron;  Lyn  Harrod  and 
Sebastian  DuBois;  Dennis  and  JoAnn 
Harrod,  Julia  and  Anna. 

Sandy,  Arnold,  Cathy  and 
Suzie  Hayne 
Eleanor  and  Rocky  Hoag 
Gladys  and  John  W.  Holloway 
Maggie  Howard 
Sarah  Hudson 
Barclay,  Kerstin,  Sean 
and  Colin  Hudson 
Joe  & Margaret  Dillon  Katz 
and  Rebecca 
Arlene  Jennings  and 
Blase  Katterhagen 
Wil,  Mary  D.,  Plum,  Susanna 
and  Nick  Kierstead 
Jim  and  Celia  Kittredge, 

Kit  Clucas,  The  Jay  Ogdens, 

Craig  Sullivan,  Charles  Kittredge, 
Warren  Scott  & Tom  Ogden  Eamilies 
and  Martha  Kittredge 


,o 


o 


o 
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George  and  Betty  Kramer 
Alice  Truax,  Charles  Truax, 

Hawley  Truax,  Jane  Thraikill 
and  baby  Olivia 

Lucyan  Kraszeski;  Alan  and  Lisa, 
Nancy  and  Ronald  Robitaille 
and  Family 

Merry  Christmas!  from 
Doug  and  Marion  Leach. 

Eugene  and  Lucca  Lehner, 

Andreas  and  Mary,  Adam  and  Sven 
Penelope  and  Blaine  Littell 
Walter  D.  Littell 
Beatrice  R.  Loring 
David  and  Marge  Loring 
Joe,  Evelyn  and  Rodney  Loring 
Tunk,  Dede  and  Tony  Loring, 

Billy,  Rhonda,  Dylan 
and  Isaac  Winters; 

Ed,  Elaine,  Bryan  and  Jordan  Arnold; 
Chuck,  Kathie  and 
MacKenzie  Loring 
Olive  Loring 
Dot  and  Richard  Loring, 

Ricky,  Ann,  Alisha  and  E.J.  ; 

Ed,  Marion,  Shawn,  Sara 
and  Jeremy;  Debbie,  Henry, 

Henry  III,  Elizabeth  Hall; 

Ashley  and  Amy  Hunt  and 
Kevin  Dougherty 

Jay  and  Darlene  McBrian  and  Family 
Millicent  McIntosh  and  Family 
John  and  Katharine  McLennan 


Helena  Gilder  Miller  and  Family 
Rod  and  Gabriel;  Julia,  Less, 

Nadia  and  Steven  Hartman; 

Amasa,  Anita,  Elisa  and  Alya; 

Ginny,  Molly,  Christopher 
and  Lunt  Nuttle 

Anne,  Sarah,  Sam  & Jonathan  Moffett 
Polly  Perkins  Montgomery’  and  Family 
David  and  Camela  Moskin  and  Family 
Lynn  and  Bob  Moskin 
Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Niall  and 
Siobhan  Murphy 

Gilder,  Anne,  Walter,  Spring  and 
Reese  Palmer 

Hylie  and  John  Pappenheimer 
and  Family 

Ned  and  Petey  Perkins  and  Family 
Diana  Hitt  Potter, 

Horatio  & Elizabeth  Potter 
Donald,  Lauria  and  Matthew  Puntin 
Vigg  o and  Catha  Rambusch, 

Kristin  and  Sandy  von  Thelen, 
Edwin  and  Sharon  Rambusch, 
Martin,  Marjorie  and  Nicholas 
Viggo  Rambusch,  Lucia  Rambusch 
Mary  and  Ozzie  Rathbun 
Judy  Reber 

Best  wishes  to  all  our  Tryingham 
friends!  from  Margaret  Rector, 

Susan,  Bill,  Lily  and 
Eliza  Grace  Barkin. 

Chuck,  Julie,  Gaby  & Benjamin  Reich 
Ellis  & Kenji  Edmonds, 

Sherry  Weaver 


William  Roerick  and  Mrs.  P.W  Pursell 
Gene,  Ina,  Eric  and  Nancy  Schnell  and 
Vicky  and  Jay  Rosen 
Libby  and  Morty  Saks, 

Deb,  Don,  Laurie,  Dan, 

Jessica  and  Jacob 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  and 
Benjamin  Schaefer 
Peggy  Reber  Shapson  and 
Dennis  Shapson 
Charlie  and  Liz  Slater 
Chuck,  Alice,  April,  Ryan,  Andy, 

Ellie,  Liza,  Julie  and  Craig  Slater 
Gene  and  Mary  Smith  and  Family 
Liz  Spencer 

Kathy  Greenthal,  Ted  Stern  and 
Tommy  Stern 

Gary  and  Jennifer  Canon-Storti 
and  Ryan 

Mike,  Kerry,  Kelly  and 
Michael  Sullivan 
In  memory  of  Gerald  Swart, , 

Ruth  Swart 

In  memory  of  Bill  Thober, 

Blanche  Thober 
Asher  Treat 

Jerry  and  Toni  Twing  and 
Norm  and  Nancy  Schaffer 
Don  and  Janet  Umlauf 
Rachel  Urquhart,  George  Kalogerakis 
and  Theo  Kalogerakis 


The  Urquhart  Family 
Jeannette  Van  Ballegooyen,  Ed  Nardi, 
Jason,  Damon,  Dylan, 

Colin  and  Tyler 
Gordon  and  Kate  Van  Orman 
Mr.  & Mrs.  George  VanZandt 
Joey  vonKorff  and  Kristin  Barnett 
Barbara,  Deric,  Jennifer  and 
Stephanie  Washburn 
Joe,  Marion  and  Denny  Whalen 

Mark  and  Liz  Williams 
Evelyn  Winters 


NOTICING 


Many,  many  thanks  to  the  Hoppy 
and  Matt  for  another  heroic  winter 
of  keeping  the  byways  and 
highways  of  Tyringham  cleared. 
You  are  tireless,  valiant  and 
amazing. 

Judy  Reber 


Next  year  will  be  the  fortieth  (40!) 
anniversary  of  Tyringham  Topics.,, 
We  are  starting  now  to  dig  for 
golden  memories  to  include  in  this 
special  anniversary  issue.  If  you 
would  like  to  seo  any  of  your 
personal  favorites  inchided  or  if  you 
have  any  inspiration  regarding  this 
project,  please  get  in  touch  with 
Adrienne  Cosel  or  Nini  GUder. 


Tyringham  Parks  Commission  and 
a committee  of  local  residents  are 
planning  a fund  raising  'Tun-filled 
Day"  including  softball,  picnic  and 
auction  to  be  held  sometime  in 
June,  1995.  Our  hope  is  to  raise 
money  for  improvements  to  the 
Town  Park  and  Pond.  Further 
details  will  be  mailed  soon  to  all 
residents . 

Player  Crosby,  Molly  Curtin 
Schaefer  & Kitty  Kelly  Curtin, 

Park  Commissioners 


During  the  coming  year,  please  let 
us  know  about  your  family's  events, 
children's  achievements,  personal 
stories  or  any  news  you  might  feel 
is  of  interest  to  the  community  for 
publication  in  next  year's  TOPICS. 
Thank  you! 

The  Editors 


Tyringham 

(for  Humphrey) 

'1799*  it  said  on  the  house 

In  the  Tyringham  valley.  The  house  was  made  of  stone 
Painted  white  to  look  like  wood  - or  was  it  really 
Brick  painted  white?  No  sooner  seen  than  flown 

A hundred  yards  behind  on  that  country  road 
Without  a number,  running  south-east  between 
Lee  and  Otis.  I write  these  lines  to  remember 
A cool  Colonial  house  above  browny-green 

Un-manicured  meadows.  Beyond  the  fence  and  the  cows 
Grazing  by  scrubby  bushes,  those  rolling  hills 
Of  no  particular  height  were  the  real  Berkshires, 

But  only  we  were  looking,  and  those  with  skills 

Deserved  the  valley,  since  1754 
- White  wood  in  the  village  - and  1799 
Going  better  in  brick.  They  had  the  knowledge 
Where  was  Lost  Farm.  We  passed  and  missed  the  sign. 


Philip  Gardner 
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RAISING  THE  PLAYGROUND 

In  early  August  the  old  play- 
ground equipment  quietly  disap- 
peared. This  was  the  first  sign  of 
Pcirk  Day  II.  In  its  place,  covering 
the  entire  basketball  court,  ap- 
peared huge  white  crates  filled 
with  lumber  and  all  parts  of  the 
newly  purchased  playground.  It 
sat  there  for  weeks  like  an  un- 
opened present.  One  wondered 
what  the  new  equipment  would 
look  like.  Would  volunteers  know 
how  to  assemble  it?  That  was  the 
goal  of  Park  Day  II,  to  raise  the 
playground  in  just  one  day. 

Saturday,  August  19,  1995, 
dawned  clear  with  blue  skies,  a 
warm  sun,  and  little  humidity.  By 
eight  in  the  morning  volunteers 
filled  the  park.  Under  the  cheery 
red  and  white  firemen’s  tent 
Bobbie  Crosby,  Kitty  Curtin,  and  Molly  Curtin  Schaefer 
received  and  organized  food  cooked  and  baked  by 
more  than  twenty  Tyringham  residents.  Half  an  hour 
later,  some  thirty  volunteers  were  hard  at  work  under 
the  leadership  of  Ron  Packard,  owner  of  Dr.  Play,  Inc., 
from  whom  the  town  purchased  the  equipment.  The 


Tyringham  Fire  Department  was  heavily  represented, 
along  with  the  parents  and  grandparents  of  the  town’s 
youngest  children.  Sounds  of  paper  tearing,  plastic 
popping,  and  crates  creaking  filled  the  air.  It  was  a 
grand  unveiling,  and  there  was  pleasure  at  the  sight  of 

Continued  on  p.  2 


From  left  to  right,  Eric  Quinson,  Ben  Schaefer,  Ricky  Gore  (center) , Cody  Schaefer, 
and  Tony  Haywood  maneuver  around  the  bears  at  the  new  playground. 


BOBBIE  CROSBY 


the  honey-colored  cedar  and  the  forest  green  metal 
trim.  It  all  looked  promising,  tasteful,  solid. 

The  men  broke  into  small  teams  assembling  sec- 
tions of  the  playground.  Tee  shirts  and  baseball  caps  of 
every  color  heralding  slogans  and  ads  all  darkened 
with  sweat  as  the  heat  of  the  sun  increased.  Drills 
whined  and  screamed,  generators  hummed  at  a steady 
rhythm.  Hoppy  Loring  and  Player  Crosby  drove  their 
tractors  to  the  loud  beat.  Fewwaterbreaks  were  taken, 
and  no  one  sat  idle.  Energy  ran  high. 

By  eleven  o’clock  the  playground  began  taking 
shape.  Tall  cedar  poles  jetted  skyward  like  the  begin- 
nings of  a dock.  Two  tractor-trailer 
loads  of  wood  chips  were  on  hand 
to  make  a thick  bed  around  the 
playing  area.  A hearty  lunch  of  two 
six-foot  hoagies,  salads,  and  home- 
baked  goods  was  served.  Work- 
ers ate  appreciatively,  but  were 
quickly  back  at  work. 

As  the  afternoon  lengthened, 
the  pace  slowed  and  conversation 
nearly  ceased,  but  renewed  en- 
thusiasm grew  as  the  playground 
neared  completion.  Wood  chips 
were  pitchforked  £md  raked  into 
place,  most  notably  by  Maggie  Howard,  Lisa  Gamer, 
and  Betty  Bean.  Swing  sets  went  up,  and  Rebecca  Katz 
swung  gleefully  in  the  child’s  bucket  seat. 

The  finale  came  when  the  second  castle  turret  was 
lowered  into  place.  Ron  Packard  made  a brief  speech, 
thanking  the  Park  Committee,  volunteers,  and  resi- 
dents of  Tyringham  for  their  support  and  enthusiasm, 
A cheer  went  up,  two  gunshots  sounded,  and  there  was 
a rush  of  children  onto  the  new  equipment  Among 
them  were  Ben  emd  Cody  Schaefer,  Dillon  and  Devin 
Curtin,  Joey  Curtin,  Elizabeth  Bruun,  and  Tommy 
Fennelly.  They  ran  up  and  down  the  stairs,  crossed  the 
trolls’  bridge,  went  up  the  castle  turret  and  down  the 
parallel  slides  or  the  fireman’s  pole.  They  steered  the 
two  large  wheels  like  real  firemen.  They  climbed  the 
chain  and  the  walls  of  Rapunzel’s  tower.  They  hung 
from  heights  like  monkeys  and  flew  through  the  air  on 
the  gliding  trapeze  like  Batman.  Laughter  and  play 
lasted  into  dusk  as  the  playground  drew  more  of 
Tyringham ‘s  children. 

The  day  ended  with  a feast  under  the  tent.  Barbe- 
cue grills  and  propane  were  trucked  in  courtesy  of  the 
Fire  Department.  There  was  corn  donated  by  Don 
Kelly  of  Courser  Brook  Farm,  marinated  lemon  chicken 
and  red  wine  steak  kabobs  donated  and  barbecued  by 
Bobbie  Crosby.  For  dessert,  an  abundance  of  cakes, 
cookies,  brownies,  and  cupcakes.  With  children  hap- 
pily at  play,  everyone  enjoyed  delicious  food  and  the 
camaraderie  that  comes  with  completion  of  a commu- 
nity project, 

— Margaret  Dillon  Katz 


THE  VOLUNTEER  FIRE  COMPANY 

Tyringham’s  Fire  Company  currently  has  thirty 
active  members,  and  about  half  of  them  are  trained  as 
first  responders.  Officers  are  James  J.  Curtin,  Chief; 
Hop  Loring,  Deputy  Chief;  Everett  Fennelly,  First  As- 
sistant; Joseph  Whalen,  Second  Assistant.  We  are  also 
very  fortunate  to  have  three  outstanding  Emergency 
Medical  Technicians.  The  EMT  squad  is  directed  by 
Lisa  Gamer,  and  filled  out  by  Franck  Felix  and  Tina 
Gailes.  These  three  EMTs  do  an  excellent  job  for  all  of 
us.  Usa  is  attending  school  to  become  a paramedic,  and 
we  wish  her  best  of  luck  in  reach- 
ing her  goal. 

With  the  addition  of  our  new 
pumper  in  1994,  and  the  training 
our  firefighters  and  EMTs  have 
received,  we  are  a very  skilled 
and  up-to-date  fire  company — 
with  the  exception  of  our  fire 
station.  The  building  is  very  out- 
dated and  in  bad  shape,  in  addi- 
tion to  being  too  small  now.  To 
give  you  some  idea  of  just  how 
small:  our  new  tanker  fits  in  the 
station  wall  to  wall,  with  no  room 
to  spare.  We  are  looking  into  different  ways  to  alleviate 
this  situation,  and  find  solutions  that  are  not  extremely 
costly.  Any  ideas  or  suggestions  anyone  might  have 
would  be  greatly  appreciated. 

— James  J. Curtin,  Chief 


UNION  CHURCH 

This  little  church,  anchored  in  the  midst  of  this 
valley,  is  here  to  minister  to  the  people  of  this  valley. 
The  people  of  this  church,  young  and  old,  are  working 
hard  to  maintain  the  church  so  that  people  here  will 
always  have  a place  for  fellowship  and  worship. 

If  you  have  not  attended  Union  Church  recently.  I’d 
like  to  personally  invite  you  to  attend  a service.  If  for 
any  reason  you  feel  reluctant  about  attending,  please 
call  me  at  243-9848.  I’d  like  to  talk  with  you  about 
making  Union  Church  your  church. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  family. 

— Sincerely, 
Chuck  Frank,  Pastor 

Special  plans  are  being  made  by  Pastor  Frank  for 
the  seventy-fifth  anniversary  of  Union  Church  of  Ty- 
ringham, December  29, 1995.  Arnold  Hale  (age  ninety- 
three),  the  son  of  one  of  the  incorporators,  Mrs.  Jesse 
Hale,  will  be  an  honored  guest.  He  is  a member  and 
former  moderator. 

— Georgia  Birkett,  Church  Historian 
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TYRINGHAM  VITAL  STATISTICS  FOR  THE  YEAR  1995 

Compiled  by  Sissy  Curtin 


Births 

May  11,  1995.  A son,  Dakota  Jake  Ketchen,  to 
Heather  Treat  Ketchen  and  William  Ketchen  of 
Stonebridge  Way.  Maternal  grandparents  are  Bryan 
and  SueTreatof  South  Lee,  and  paternal  grandparents 
are  Bert  and  Nancy  Ketchen  of  Stonebridge  Way. 
Great  grandparents  are  Asher  E.  Treat  of  Jerusalem 
Road  and  Elaine  Smith  of  Stonebridge  Way. 

August  12,  1995.  A son,  Brian  David  Drumm,  to 
Wendy  Lee  Crooks  and  Christopher  Richard  Drumm 
of  Goose  Pond  Road. 

September  22,  1995.  A son,  David  Matthew,  to 
Marjorie  Slater  Loring  and  David  Loring.  Maternal 
grandparents  are  Charlie  and  Liz  Slater  of  Main  Road. 
Paternal  grandparents  are  Ronnie  and  Nancy  Loring  of 
West  Otis. 

September  23,  1995.  A daughter,  Linsey  Kae,  to 
Keith  and  Sandy  O’Brien  Williams,  of  Lee  (and,  pres- 
ently, Germany).  Maternal  grandparents  are  David 
and  Nancy  O’Brien  of  East  Otis,  and  paternal  grandpar- 
ents are  Bert  and  Karen  Winters  Williams  of  Washing- 
ton ML  Road,  Lee.  Evelyn  Winters  of  Church  Road,  and 
Christina  Williams  of  South  Lee  are  great-grandmoth- 
ers. (Keith  is  assigned  to  Bosnia,  early  December.) 

October 26, 1995.  Twin  daughters,  Kara  and  Kelsey, 
to  Helen  Coty-Curtin  and  James  S.  Curtin  of  Center  SL, 
Lee.  Maternal  grandparents  are  Jack  and  Mary  Coty  of 
Cone  Park,  Lee.  Paternal  grandparents  are  Jim  and 
Katy  Curtin  of  Main  Road.  Paternal  great-grandfather 
is  Stephen  DiSimoni  of  Davenport,  Florida. 

October  27,  1995.  A son,  Collin  Lee,  to  Missy 
Goodfellow  and  Peter  L.  Curtin,  Jr.  of  Church  St., 
Stockbridge.  Maternal  grandparents  are  Andy  and  Pat 
Goodfellow  of  Lee,  and  Peter  and  Deanna  Curtin  of 
Main  Road.  Maternal  great-grandparents  are  Margaret 
Roosa  of  Lee  and  Arthur  Wolf  of  Lee. 

Deaths 

February  12, 1995.  Eleanor  Grew  Canon.  Survived 
by  her  husband,  John  Northrop  of  Main  Road,  a son, 
John  Grew  Canon  of  Clackamas,  Oregon;  a daughter, 
Jennifer  A.  Storti  of  Gt.  Barrington;  a brother,  Lewis 
Grewof  Massena,  New  York,  and  three  grandchildren. 

March  2,  1995.  Fred  A Loring.  Survived  by  two 
sons,  Frederick  R.  Loring  of  Sayre,  Pennsylvania,  and 
Ronald  A.  Loring  of  Otis;  two  sisters,  Mrs.  Florence 
Miner  of  Otis,  and  Mrs.  Rebecca  Souza  of  South 
Dartmouth;  six  granddhildren,  eight  great-grandchil- 
dren, and  a great-great-grandchild. 

March  6,  1995.  Marjorie  May  Jones  Gustafson. 
Survived  by  her  husband,  Harry  and  two  sons,  Harry 
Gustafson  111  of  Middletown,  Rhode  island;  Robert  D. 


Gustafson  of  Rockhill,  South  Carolina,  and  three  grand- 
children. (Maijorie’s  husband  Harry  is  our  Assistant 
Assessor.) 

July  18,  1995.  Edward  A.  Thomas  IV.  Survived  by 
his  parents,  Edward  Thomas  III  of  Lee,  and  Joan  Tho- 
mas of  Florida.  By  two  sisters,  Joan  Lewis  of  Lee,  and 
Kim  Thomas. 

July  21,  1995.  Walter  deKay  “Kay”  Palmer.  Sur- 
vived by  a son,  Tonio  of  Tyringham  and  Munich  Ger- 
many, a daughter,  Helena  1.  Gatterburg  of  Tyringham 
and  Heidelburg,  Germany;  a brother.  Gilder  Palmer  of 
Tyringham;  a sister,  Helena  F.  Pappenheimer  of  Ty- 
ringham and  Cambridge,  and  a granddaughter. 

October  14,  1995.  Charlotte  Sutner.  Survived  by 
her  husband  Robert  and  four  children,  Arianne,  J oshua, 
Adam,  and  Shaun,  and  one  granddaughter. 

October  14,  1995.  Laura  VanOrman  Loring.  Sur- 
vived by  a daughter,  Mary  E.  Turner  of  Austerlitz,  N ew 
York;  Albert  “Beaver”  Jr.  of  Old  Chatham,  New  York; 
four  grandchildren  and  five  great-grandchildren. 

November  5, 1995.  Kelsey  Leigh  Curtin.  Survived 
by  her  parents,  James  S.  and  Helen  Coty-Curtin  of  Lee, 
and  her  twin  sister  Kara.  (Kara  is  doing  well  at  this 
writing  at  SL  Peters  Hospital  in  Albany  New  York.) 

November  30, 1995.  William  Roerick.  Survived  by 
a sister,  Josephine  Pursell  of  Southbury,  Connecticut. 

Engagements  and  Marriages 

Neil  and  Helen  Curtin  announce  the  engagement 
of  their  daughter,  Mary  Francis  Curtin  to  Gino  Frank 
Errichetto,  son  of  Anthony  and  Mary  Errichetto  of 
Glendale  Road,  Housatonic.  A J uly  27, 1996  wedding  is 
planned  at  the  Tyringham  Union  Church. 

May  5,  1995.  Marriage  of  Dina  McDonald  to  Pfc. 
Troy  Winters.  The  bride  is  the  daughter  of  John  and 
Mary  Ellen  McDonald  of  Greylock  Street  in  Lee,  and 
the  groom  is  the  son  of  Lillian  Winters  of  Bradley  Street 
in  Lee,  and  the  late  Kenneth  “Red”  Winters. 

June  17, 1995.  Marriage  of  Kathleen  Ann  Fennelly 
to  Andrew  Ross  Bardwell.  Kathy  Ann  is  the  daughter  of 
Everett  and  Mary  Ann  Fennelly  of  Main  Road,  and 
Andrew  is  the  son  of  Richard  and  Shirly  Bardwell  of 
Lakes  Entrance,  Victoria,  Australia. 

June  24, 1995.  Marriage  of  Lisa  Marie  Petersoli  to 
Terrence  F.  “Butch”  Curtin,  Jr.  Lisa  is  the  daughter  of 
Paul  and  Judy  Petersoli,  Old  Pleasant  Street,  Lee. 
Butch  is  the  son  of  Terry  and  Marilyn  Curtin,  Main 
Road. 

September  30,  1995.  Marriage  of  Anne-Lee  Boldt 
and  Joshua  Gilder.  Anne- Lee  is  the  daughter  of  Renata 
and  Werner  Boldt-Nachtigall  of  Liibeck,  Germany. 
Joshua  is  the  son  of  Mary  Ellen  Gilder  and  the  late 
Rodman  Gilder  of  Tyringham  and  Scarsdale,  New  York. 
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NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR  home,  call  Walter  at  Micron  Networking  Technology, 

617-547-2339. 


The  Sisters  of  the  Visitation  plan  to  move  into  their 
new  monastery  before  Christmas  (see  story,  p.  10). 
They  write  us  that,  “thanks  to  the  good  Lord,  and  to  all 
who  were  instruments  in  his  will,  especially  the  people 
of  Tyringham,  our  dream  of  a monastery  on  a hill  is  a 
reality.  We  invite  all  Tyringham  residents  to  a special 
Open  House  for  them  in  April,  1996.  We’ll  announce 
details  later.  A blessed  Christmas  and  N ew  Year  to  all. 
Our  prayers  are  with  you.” 

Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Niall,  and  Siobhan  Murphy 
write  that  “Eamonn, 
now  driving,  has  got- 
ten ajob  atthe  Interna- 
tional Skating  Center 
in  Simsbury,  training 
center  for  Oksana 
Baiul  and  Victor 
Petrenko.  Niall  is  man- 
aging the  Simsbury 
High  Varsity  Volley- 
ball team — ^women’s! 

Siobhan  is  taking  Irish 
step  dancing  and  piano 
lessons,  and  loves  to 
draw.  All  are  on  stage, 
most  recently  Eamonn 
and  Niall  in  Summer 
Theater  for  Youth  pro- 
duction of  South  Pa- 
cific. Siobhan  was  Al- 
ice in  Alice  and  Won- 
derland.” 

Teresa  Bragdon 
writes  of  her  family: 

“Tricia  Bragdon  gradu- 
ated from  SUNY  at  Al- 
bany in  May  with  a 
Master’s  Degree  in  So- 
cial Work.  She  is  now 
head  of  social  services  at  the  new  Willowood  of  Pitts- 
field. Tricia  now  resides  at  255  Elm  Street  in  the  city  of 
Pittsfield,  and  sends  her  best  wishes  for  a happy  holi- 
day season  to  her  fiiends  in  Tyringham,  and  especially 
to  the  Hop  Brook  Club  for  their  generous  scholarship 
award  in  1989,  when  she  graduated  from  Lee  High 
School,  and  entered  Western  New  England  College.” 

Walter  Palmer  reports  that  in  late  September  he 
began  his  ovm  business  in  Internet  hardware.  As  the 
need  for  Internet  access  booms,  the  need  for  terminal 
servers,  routers,  modems,  and  advice  on  how  to  get  on 
the  Internet  comes  into  demand.  If  anyone  is  interested 
in  Internet  access,  or  in  accessing  his  or  her  office  from 


Everett  and  Mary  Ann  Fennelly  reported  to  us  as 
follows  on  the  wedding  of  their  daughter  at  their  home 
lastjune: 

On  Saturday,  June  17, 1995,  Kathleen  Ann  Fennelly 
became  the  bride  of  Andrew  Ross  Bard  well,  a resident 
of  Melbourne,  Victoria,  Australia.  Andrew’s  parents, 
Richard  and  Shirley  Bardwell  of  Lakes  Entrance,  and 
sisters  Keryn  and  Nicole  of  Melbourne,  Australia,  also 
attended  the  ceremony  performed  by  Janice  Curtin, 
Justice  of  the  Peace.  The  couple  met  while  vacationing 

in  Italy  in  1992 — Kathy 
with  her  Mom  and  An- 
drew with  his  teacher. 
Correspondence  and 
visits  between  the  two 
countries  preceded  the 
nuptials.  After  the  first 
of  the  year  they  will  re- 
turn to  live  in  Melbourne. 


Joey  and  Kristin 
von  Korffwere  married 
in  April,  and  shared 
their  wedding  with 
many  friends  and  fam- 
ily. Joey  writes,  “My 
dear  Uncle  Kay  was 
there,  and  danced  up  a 
storm.  He  gave  us  a 
beautiful  three-strand 
river  birch,  which  is 
growing  in  our  fi*ont 
yard.  His  spirit  lives  on 
within  its  branches.” 


Ben  Havill  was  at  Hancock  Shaker  Village  this  past  summer 
participating  in  Peggy  Harding’s  program  sponsored  by  the  Hop 

Brook  Club... 


Jim  and  Eugenie 
Fawcett  sentthis  news 
of  their  sons:  “John 
Fawcett  received  the 
degree  of  Master  of 
Science  in  Economic  and  Social  History  from  Oxford 
University  last  July.  James  T.  Fawcett  was  graduated 
fi-om  New  York  University  in  May  with  a BFA  in  film 
and  a double  major  in  history.  He  is  living  in  Brentwood, 
California.” 

Susan  Bishop  writes  that  “daughter  Rachel  is  a 
Junior  at  University  of  New  Hampshire.  Susan  contin- 
ues to  do  executive  search  in  the  fields  of  communica- 
tions/media.” 

Margeret  Olds  Richards  sends  this  family  news: 

Alex  and  Poppy  (Susan)  have  two  sons,  Thomas, 
three,  and  Robert  C.  Alexander,  bom  June  11,  1995. 
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Penelope  and  Blaine  Littell  write,  “miss  you  all  and 


— Nini  Gilder 


They  have  moved  out  of  Manhattan  to  Rowayton.  Mar- 
garet and  Ben  bought  a house  in  Darien,  Connecticut 
last  summer,  four  miles  from  the  A & P,  and  Ben’s 
sailboat,  and  two  miles  from  his  sister.  When  he  real- 
izes we  may  need  three  vacuum  cleaners,  he  may  be 
willing  to  give  up  Dallas.  We  are  sad  to  report  the  death 
of  Bob  Luchars,  Jr.,  on  February  27, 1995,  after  many 
years  of  ill  health.  Meirgaret  joined  sons  and  Bob’s 
sister  Sally  McCarty  in  New  York  for  the  funeral. 
Charles  has  moved  back  east  from  Seattle  to  N ew  Paltz. 
He  has  been  working  with  construction  crews  building 
houses,  sheetrock  being  his  specialty.  James  was  pro- 
moted at  Ernst  and  Young 
for  his  valuation  work  in 
hotel  and  other  business 
real  estate.  Alex  has  been 
promoted  to  group  sales 
section  manager  at  Group 
W (Westinghouse).  Barrie 
continues  to  live  at  Hope 
Cottage,  McLean  Hospital. 

His  two  interests  are  fish- 
ing (fresh  and  salt)  and 
concerts,  and  he  will  bring 
us  all  together  in  Connecti- 
cut for  Christmas.  Marg- 
eiret  is  writing  stories  and 
adoring  her  grandchil- 
dren. Tyringham,  we’re 
getting  closer!  I missed 
climbing  the  Cobble  and 
going  to  Toodie’s  sketch 
class  this  fall,  but  there’s 
always  next  year. 

After  a recent  tele- 
phone conversation  with 
Dorothea  Hanson,  we 
knowthat  Dolly  (Hanson) 
and  Vehid  Omerovic  and 
children  are  doing  fine  in 
Crete,  Nebraska.  Dolly  is 
teaching  eastern  European  history  at  Doane  College 
and  Vehid  has  found  employment  in  the  local  town. 
Vahida  (10)  is  doing  very  well  but  misses  Lee  High. 
She’s  still  doing  karate.  The  boys,  Yasmin  (8)  and 
Mehmed  (6)  are  also  doing  just  fine.  The  big  news  is 
that  they  celebrated  their  first  Halloween  this  year  and 
loved  it!  All  the  Omerovics  send  their  best  to  fi-iends 
and  neighbors  in  the  valley. 

Philip  and  Hilary  Deely  tell  us  that  Maisie  is  now  a 
junior  at  Miss  Porter’s  School  in  Farmington,  Con- 
necticut, and  Pip  is  in  the  sixth  grade  at  Berkshire 
Country  Day  School. 


will  be  starting  our  new  house  in  March.”  John  Donald 
and  Penelope  Borax  say  they  “are  getting  readjusted  to 
life  in  the  States  after  a year  in  Costa  Rica.”  The 
Charpentiers  send  regards  from  Edith,  who  has  relo- 
cated to  Stamford,  Connecticut. 

Ken  and  Sue  Baker  “thank  you  for  making  us  feel  so 
welcome.  Happy  holidays  to  our  new  neighbors  and 
fiiends.” 

Bob  Moskin  and  Lynn  Goldberg  write  that  David 
and  Camela  Moskin,  now  of  Hadley,  Massachusetts, 
have  two  children,  Isaac  and  Ulliann.  Gene  and  Mary 
Smith  report  that  “our  children,  grandchildren,  and  ten 

great-grandchildren  are 
well  and  happy!” 


. . .and  so  was  Liza  Slater. 


Tonio  Palmer  reports 
on  his  new  nephew, 
Damian  deKay  von 
Gatterburg,  bom  Novem- 
ber 12  in  Heidelberg,  Ger- 
many. Parents  are  Helena 
and  Stefan  von  Gatterburg 
of  Heidelberg  and  Tyring- 
ham. Paternal  grandpar- 
ents are  Count  Egi 
Gatterburg  of  Ingelheim, 
Germany,  and  Countess 
Constanze  Gatterburg  of 
Bonn,  Germany.  Maternal 
grandparents  are  the  late 
W.  deKay  Palmer  of  Ty- 
ringham, and  Lisa  Palmer 
of  New  York  City. 


There  £ire  more  than  a 
few  proud  Tyringham 
grandparents: 

Sam  and  Debbie  Slater 
wrote  that  Daniel  Joseph 
Slater  was  bom  N ovember 
27,  1994.  Paternal  grand- 
parents are  Charles  and 
Elizabeth  Slater  of  Main  Road,  Tyringhcun;  maternal 
grandparents  are  Joseph  Miller  of  Bradley  Street  in 
Lee,  and  the  late  Genevieve  Miller. 

Ned  and  Petey  Perkins  have  two  new  grandchil- 
dren, both  bom  on  March  7:  Madeline  Riggs  Clewell 
(daughter  of  Kate  and  David),  and  Matthew  Clarkson 
Perkins  (son  of  Neddy  and  Cathy). 

Lauria  and  Donald  Puntin  announce  agranddaugh- 
ter,  Alexandra  Jean,  bom  August  8, 1995,  to  Tony  and 
Beverly  Puntin,  now  living  in  New  Hampshire. 

Bobbie  and  Player  Crosby  have  new  grandchild 
number  five,  Andrew  Albert  Bmun,  bom  July  4, 1995, 
the  son  of  Erik  and  Lelia  Bmun  of  Great  Barrington. 
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FRED  A.  LORING 


ELEANOR  CANON 


Fred  A.  Loring,  91,  of  Main  Road  in  Tyringham, 
died  at  Great  Barrington  Health  Care  March  2,  1995. 
Fred  was  a direct  descendant  ofMaj)j/Z<3a;ersettlers  and 
Revolutionary  War  patriots,  one  of  ten  children  of 
Benjamin  and  Georgia  White  Lx)ring.  He  was  bom  in 
Sandisfield,  and  came  to  Tyringham  with  his  family  at 
a very  early  age. 

The  family  was  given  the  “Shaker  seed  house,”  but 
it  had  to  be  moved,  so  he  and  his  older  brothers 
dismantled  it  piece  by  piece,  and  rebuilt  it  over  a 
foundation  dug  by  hand  on  Main  Road. 

Fred  married  Phyllis  Staddon  of  Canada  on  August 
15,  1924.  They  had  two  sons,  Frederick  R.  Loring  of 
Sayre,  Pennsylvania,  and  Ronald  A.  Loring  of  Otis. 

Fred  was  a former  constable,  tree  warden,  asses- 
sor, and  a caretaker  of  several  Tyringham  estates.  He 
served  as  Selectman  from  1940  through  1949.  As  Chief 
of  Police  he  was  involved  in  the  most  exciting  event  in 
Tyringham.  He  worked  with  the  State  Police  when  nine 
registered  Jersey  cows  were  taken  from  Gilder  Palmer’s 
bam.  The  thieves  got  stuck  in  the  mud,  so  they  found 
Ward  McCarthy’s  tmck,  and  used  it  to  free  their  own. 
(Fortunately,  they  left  Ward’s  tmck  behind.)  They 
went  to  N ew  York  State,  where  a woman  who  bought  a 
cow  from  them  saw  an  account  of  the  episode  on  one  of 
the  first  TV  programs,  which  showed  the  tmck.  She 
recognized  the  truck  in  the  parking  lot  of  the  Utica  Post 
Office.  Sadly,  when  a young  state  trooper  went  to 
apprehend  the  man,  he  was  killed.  The  thief  was  even- 
tually found  in  Florida.  Gilly’s  registered  Jersey  cows 
were  identified  with  tattoos,  but  the  police  wanted  to  be 
sure  the  sole  surviving  cow  was  tmly  Gilly’s;  the  rest  of 
the  cattle  had  already  been  butchered.  So  she  was 
released  in  the  meadow — and  went  immediately  to  her 
own  stanchion  in  the  barn. 

The  town  returned  to  its  quiet  existence  knowing 
we  would  be  well  cared  for  by  men  like  Fred. 

— Georgia  Birkett 


JAMES  W.  CLARK 

James  W.  Clark  was  bom  in  Tyringham  May  9, 
1922,  the  son  of  Wilbur  and  Carrie  McCarthy  Clark.  He 
attended  school  in  Tyringham  and  Lee,  served  in  the 
Army  Air  Corps  in  World  War  11.  Bmd  enjoyed  hunting 
and  fishing. 

He  is  survived  by  his  wife  Virginia  of  Lee,  and  two 
sons,  Patrick  in  California  and  Michael  in  Lee.  Burial 
was  in  Tyringham. 

— Irma  Clark 


Eleanor  Canon  was  a great  cook  who  enjoyed  enter- 
taining. Happiness  was  gathering  pussy  willows  and 
forsythia,  watching  for  crocuses  and  daffodils;  she  took 
pleasure  working  in  her  flower  gardens. 

Eleanor  was  a traditional  family  person,  a good 
neighbor  and  friend  with  great  love  for  children  and 
grandchildren.  She  cared  for  our  daughter  with  as 
much  thoughtfulness  as  she  gave  her  own  children. 
One  Halloween  she  appeared  in  costume  at  Tyringham 
School  with  bags  of  popcorn  for  treats. 

We  hope  her  huge  star  alight  on  the  shed  at  Christ- 
mas will  continue  to  sparkle  over  Tyringham  Valley. 

— Holly  Darey 


KAY  PALMER 

My  earliest  memories  of  Kay  are  when  we  were  ■ 
glowing  up  in  Gramercy  Park,  New  York.  At  a very  | 
young  age  we  commuted  by  subway  (squeezing  through  | 
the  turnstile  together  so  we  could  use  the  other  nickel  iji 
for  a candy  bar)  from  20th  Street  to  86th  Street,  near  ja 
where  the  Dalton  School  was  located.  We  also  spent 
our  winter  and  summer  vacations  at  Four  Brooks,  j 
which  was  a place  we  have  both  loved  all  our  lives.  j 

When  I was  fourteen  and  he  was  twelve,  we  parted, 
going  to  differentboarding  schools  (Kay  to  Exeter,  and  ; 
I to  Millbrook) , and  lost  touch  with  each  other  until 
after  World  War  11. 1 moved  to  Tyringham  as  a year- 
round  resident,  but  Kay  continued  to  be  a N ew  Yorker, 
and  also  spent  many  years  in  Brazil  as  a vice  president 
of  the  Chase  Bank.  Kay  had  a real  talent  for  languages, 
and  knew  French,  German,  and  Portuguese,  not  to  i 
mention  English.  After  Brazil,  Kay  decided  New  York 
was  not  the  place  he  wanted  to  live,  and  moved  to  ; 
Hickory  Farm  in  Tyringham. 

After  moving,  Kay  took  a major  role  in  the  Berk-  | 
shire  community:  trustee  of  Chesterwood,  financial 
trustee  of  Berkshire  Playhouse,  and  advisor  to  Berk-  { 
shire  County  Christian  School.  He  tried  out  local  poll-  ' 
tics  and  became  an  active  member  of  the  Tyringham  i 
Church,  where  he  was  elected  Moderator  for  seven  years. 

His  two  children,  Tonio  and  Helena,  also  loved  li 
Tyringham,  and  were  both  married  here.  His  grand- 
daughter Caroline  was  a great  joy  to  him,  but,  sadly,  he 
did  not  live  to  see  his  grandson,  Helena’s  son  Damian  i( 
deKay.  His  many  interests  included  the  theater,  both  i| 
choral  and  instrumental  music,  reading  plays,  (includ- 
ing Shakespeare) , and,  last  but  not  least,  cooking. 

We  will  miss  you,  Kay. 

— Gilder  Palmer 
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BILL  ROERICK 


I had  only  one  visit  with  Bill  Roerick,  and  left  hoping 
to  talk  with  him  again  and  write  a profile  for  this  issue 
of  Topics.  Before  that  could  happen,  he  died  on  N ovem- 
ber  30  in  a car  accident  on  Route  23  in  Monterey.  He 
and  his  Welsh  Corgi  Huey  were  headed  home  fi*om 
New  York  City,  where  he  had  been  taping  an  episode  of 
the  soap  opera  Guiding  Light.  Bill  was  eighty-three,  and 
had  been  a vital  partofTyringham  life  since  1935,  when 
as  an  apprentice  at  the  Berkshire  Theater  Festival  he 
spent  the  summer  at  Femside  with  the  Rudd  family.  At 
the  time  of  his  death.  Bill  was  the  oldest  performer 
working  in  soaps,  and  had  played  Henry  in  Guiding 
Light  for  fifteen  years.  According  to  TV  Guide,  he  was 
the  finest:  “He  can  say  more  with  a raised  eyebrowthan 
most  actors  can  in  a lifetime.” 

Two  things  stand  out  after  our  brief  chat  before  a 
cozy  fire  in  his  cabin  on  Lost  Farm  one  dreary  Novem- 
ber afternoon. 

He  told  of  director  John  Abbott’s  suggestion  to  an 
actor  who  was  slowing  down  rehearsal  with  his  whin- 
ing, perhaps  thinly  disguised  as  method  acting,  or 
some  such.  Abbott  told  the  man  that  if  he  couldn’t  do 
the  role  right  then,  perhaps  he  could  go  home  and 
return  to  work  next  day  in  the  role  of  an  actor  prepared 
to  play  his  part.  Bill  Roerick’s  long  and  varied  list  of 
credits  attests  to  the  professionalism  that  made  him  a 
lifelong  working  actor. 

At  the  cabin,  in  a small  frame  hung  at  eye  level, 
where  it  is  readily  seen  coming  and  going,  are  typed 
these  words  of  John  Gielgud: 

But  nothing  can  compare  with  the  magic  of  the  real 
occasion,  which  is  to  me  the  true  glory  of  the  ephemeral 
art  of  the  theater — the  living  actor  appearing  before  the 
living  audience;  the  silence,  the  tension,  the  entrances 
and  exits,  the  laughter  and  applause,  the  subtle  changes 
between  one  night’s  performance  and  another’s.  The 
thrill  of  success,  the  dread  of  monotony,  the  pride  of 
discipline;  the  impatient  drudgery  of  repetition,  the  bitter- 


ness of  failure,  the  sense  of  eternal  imperfection,  with 
its  occasional  reward  in  a moment  or  two  of  thrilling 
contact  with  an  especially  responsive  audience.  This  is 
the  actor’s  unique  personal  achievement,  rewarding 
him,  forjustafewshortminutes,  for  all  the  experiments 
and  labors  and  disappointments  of  many  years. 

— Peter  Murkett 


KELLY  COLE 

Among  the  most  intriguing  and  imaginative  artists 
and  writers  to  have  graced  Tyringham  Valley  since  the 
era  of  Richard  Watson  Gilder  and  Cecilia  Beaux  was  a 
soulful  and  angular  black  youth  named  Kelly  Cole.  The 
adopted  son  of  Maria  Cole  of  South  House  and  the  late 
Nat  King  Cole,  brother  of  Natalie,  Timolin,  and  Casey, 
Kelly  appeared  first  in  the  Valley  as  a recent  prep 
school  roommate  of  Tonio  Palmer  of  Hickory  Farm. 
Elegant,  intense,  and  almost  fragile  in  physique,  Kelly 
was  a precocious  connoisseur  of  films,  and  he  would 
come  bearing  the  great  movies  of  the  past — from  Citi- 
zen Kane  to  The  Third  Man.  In  this  pre-VCR  epoch,  he 
would  introduce  them  to  callower  Tyringham  teenag- 
ers on  a home  projector,  annotating  the  showings  with 
streams  of  casually  encyclopedic  commentary  on  the 
directors,  writers,  and  actors. 

Later,  as  a fellow  writer,  Kelly  would  call  me  on  his 
trips  to  the  Berkshires  and  I would  meet  him  for  lunch 
at  the  Red  Lion  Inn,  Church  Street  Caf6,  or  Hoplands. 
Now,  however,  he  would  come  not  bearing  the  films  of 
others,  but  his  own  hugely  ambitious  writing  projects. 
He  was  engaged  in  amassive  work,  inspired  by  Melville 
and  Washington  Irving,  and  illustrated  in  intricate  and 
charged  Daliesque  imagery  that  embraced  the  entire 
pageant  of  American  history  and  literature.  I read 
several  hundred  pages  of  this  phantasmagoria,  and  it 
was  couched  in  a gripping,  highly  energetic  and  poeti- 
cal rush  of  words  and  symbols  that  only  rarely  veered 
out  of  control.  I have  no  doubt  that  if  he  had  lived 
longer,  Kelly  would  have  written  important  works  of 
literature.  As  it  was,  he  penned  a vivid,  finely  plotted 
and  densely  atmospheric  screenplay — an  epic  histori- 
cal ghost  story — that  like  most  of  the  best  works  writ- 
ten in  Hollywood,  never  found  a producer.  An  expert  in 
the  varieties  of  American  music,  he  meanwhile  was 
working  on  a biographical  play  and  text  on  the  life  of  his 
adoptive  father. 

The  last  time  I saw  Kelly  came  on  a speaking  trip  to 
Los  Angeles.  I visited  him  at  Redlands  College,  where 
he  was  studying  Shakespeare.  At  the  time  the  paths 
were  strewn  everywhere  with  pink  blossoms.  As  I 
awaited  him  outside  a restaurant,  a massively  muscled 
black  youth  strode  up  to  me,  bursting  with  health  and 

Continued  on  p.  8. 
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smiling  widely.  1 did  not  recognize  him  at  all  until  he 
spoke.  We  went  into  the  restaurant  and  discussed  the 
cornucopian  troves  of  Shakespearian  rhetoric,  the 
riches  of  American  culture,  and  the  art  of  the  discus 
throw. 

I am  told  that  Kelly  later  wasted  away  with  a degen- 
erative disease,  but  I like  to  remember  him  then  as  this 
elegant  and  literary  young  man,  full  of  health  and 
promise  and  poetry,  on  that  warm  day  in  Redlands 
where  the  blossoms  fell. 

— George  Gilder 


ELDER  SERVICES  OF  TYRINGHAM 

Tyringham’s  Elder  Services  became  official  on  No- 
vember 14,  1995,  with  fifteen  town  residents  braving 
inclement  weather  to  organize.  In  addition  to  those 
attending  the  meeting,  ten  persons  called  to  say  they 
wish  to  become  members. 

With  the  help  of  Sara  Patella,  the  Community  Liai- 
son for  Elder  Services  of  Berkshire  County,  Inc.,  Se- 
lectman Mary  Hale  was  assured  by  Emmett Schmarsow 
of  the  executive  offices  of  Elder  Affairs  in  Boston  that 
the  Town  ofTyringham  would  receive  a grant  to  start 
their  own  Elder  Services  once  they  had  organized. 

Prior  to  discussing  ideas,  the  following  officers 
were  elected:  Chairman,  Ruth  Swart;  Vice  Chairman, 
Charles  Slater,  Sr.;  Secretary-Treasurer,  Betty  Cemik. 
Mary  Smith  was  chosen  Telephone  Coordinator,  and 
Mary  Hale  will  continue  as  liaison  to  Elder  Services  of 
Berkshire  County  and  Boston. 

Mary  Smith’s  job  ofTelephone  Coordinator  will  be 
important  to  our  success.  Her  number  is  413*243- 
3519.  When  a member  is  house-bound  due  to  illness 
or  other  circumstances,  he  or  she  is  to  phone  Mary  at 


this  number,  and  Mary  will  pair  the  person  up  with  a 
neighbor  or  fi-iend  to  check  in  and  see  whaf  s needed 
until  the  situation  improves.  Mary  will  also  take  ques- 
tions about  programs  and  services,  and  find  answers  or 
the  names  of  appropriate  people  to  contact.  Although 
we  could  have  used  grant  money  to  pay  someone  for 
this  work,  Mary  generously  donated  her  services,  sav- 
ing us  money  for  other  projects. 

Beginning  in  January,  Tyringham  Elder  Services 
will  hold  covered-dish  luncheons  the  second  Tuesday 
of  each  month,  preceded  by  a business  meeting  at  11 
a.m.  Also,  after  the  first  of  the  year,  it  was  decided  to 
begin  the  coffee  hour  again  on  each  Thursday,  9:30 — 
11:30  a.m. 

Mary  Hale  discussed  the  possibility  of  joining  with 
other  Elder  Services  on  bus  trips,  since  our  group  is  too 
small  to  contract  a bus  of  its  own. 

Once  again,  Betty  Jean  Cemik  has  given  gener- 
ously of  her  time  to  file  on  computer  the  names  and 
addresses  of  all  Tyringham  residents  sixty  years  of  age 
or  older.  Other  members  have  agreed  to  stuff  enve- 
lopes. 

Minutes,  schedule  reminders,  and  other  bulletins 
of  interest  will  appear  in  the  Tyringham  Post  Office,  the 
bulletin  board  in  the  small  meeting  room  atTown  Hall, 
and  the  bulletin  board  at  Goose  Pond. 

Mary  Hale  will  have  copies  of  the  Homestead  Act 
we  discussed  at  our  first  meeting,  and  members  may 
obtain  one  by  calling  her  at  413-243-0730. 

We  are  off  to  a great  starti  There  are  many  things 
we  can  do  to  help  each  other.  Please  bringyoar  ideas  to 
our  next  meeting  on  Tuesday,  January  9, 1996. 

— Mary  Hale 


JOHN  MCLENNAN  AT  TOWN  HALL 

John  McLennan  gave  a talk  on  Ashintully  in  Town 
Hall  on  June  3 of  this  year  for  the  benefit  of  the  Hop 
Brook  Club’s  scholarship  fund. 

Ashintully,  Tyringham’s  only  mansion,  was  de- 
signed in  the  Palladian  style  by  the  well-knqwn  archi- 
tect Francis  Hoppin.  It  was  built  just  before  the  First 
World  War  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robb  de  Peyster  Tytus. 
After  Mr.  Tytus’  death,  his  widow  married  Senator 
John  McLennan  of  Montreal,  and  it  was  at  Ashintully 
that  our  John  McLennan  was  bom. 

John,  himself  a part  of  Ashintully’s  history,  en- 
tranced his  large  audience  with  tales  and  anecdotes, 
both  personal  and  historical,  of  the  mansion’s  many- 
layered past  Under  the  spell  cast  by  his  narration, 
Ashintully  seemed  to  rise  from  its  ashes  in  all  its 
grandeur,  glamor,  mystery,  and  romance. 

— Clint  Elliott 
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MRS.  HARDING  OF  NEW  YORK 

AND  TYRINGHAM 

Our  children's  beloved  Mrs.  Harding  has  run  a 
summer  program  in  Tyringham  sponsored  by  the  Hop 
Brook  Club  for  several  years.  This  year  she  is  on  sabbati- 
cal from  Brearley  School  in  New  York  City,  and  is 
teaching  Kindergarten  at  Berkshire  Country  Day  School. 
The  following  is  excerpted from  a profile  by  Kurt  Brokaw 
in  the  Newsletter  of  the  Brearley  Parents’  Association, 
March,  1995. 

In  the  beginning  there  was,  and  is,  Margaret  Riker 
Harding.  Listen:  “Puff  up  the  pillows... find  your  hat  and 
mittens... say  hello  to  your  lunchbox...say  goodbye  to 
your  parents... don’t  forget  your  smile.”  It  is  8:15  a.m., 
and  the  parents’  waiting  room  in  the  lobby  has  been 
temporarily  transformed,  as  it  is  each  morning,  into  the 
kindergartners’ waiting  room.  As  Mrs.  Harding  greets 
the  girls,  she  reaches  above  the  entranceway  and  turns 
the  red  cardboard  stoplight  over  to  green;  a sea  of  blue 
tunics  sweeps  past  her,  all  giddy  and  chitty-chatty,  up 
to  their  second-  and  third-floor  classrooms.  The  day 
has  begun. 

Mrs.  Harding  has  been  starting  her 
workdays  at  Brearley  for  over  thirty- 
six  years,  all  of  them  in  the  Lower 
School,  and  twenty-four  of  them  as 
Head  of  the  Lower  School.  She  has 
watched  a thousand  and  one  (and  then 
some)  Brearley  girls  grow  into  Brearley 
alumnae,  a considerable  number  of  whom  have  mar- 
ried, borne  daughters,  and  entrusted  those  daughters 
right  back  into  her  keeping. 

One  could  say  she  has  been  as  much  a foundation 
of  the  Brearley  School  as  anything  designed  and  built 
by  Platt  and  Byard  over  the  years,  but  Mrs.  Harding 
would  doubtless  brush  aside  such  grandiose  compari- 
sons. It  might  be  more  accurate  to  describe  this  gra- 
cious and  modest  lady  in  terms  closer  to  those  used  by 
Jane  Austen  in  Pntfe  and  Prejudice,  noting  Jane  Bennef  s 
“great  strength  of  feeling,  composure  of  temper,  and 
uniform  cheerfulness  of  manner.”  For  Mrs.  Harding 
quite  simply  has  combined  the  lives  of  a teacher  and  an 
administrator,  becoming  for  Brearley  and  Brearley 
girls  a true  pathfinder. 

It  has  been  a lifelong  path,  which  she  was,  in  many 
ways,  raised  to  follow.  A native  New  Yorker,  she  di- 
vided her  first  nine  grades  between  “following  the 
fleet”  to  Florida  locales  where  her  father,  a wartime 
naval  officer,  was  stationed,  the  Rumson  Country  Day 
School  in  New  Jersey,  and  the  Chapin  School.  She  went 
on  to  graduate  fi'om  Farmington,  then  Vassar  College, 
where  she  majored  in  English.  (Y ears  later,  she  would 
take  an  M.A.  in  History  at  Columbia  Teachers’  Col- 
lege.) Following  Vassar,  she  taughtayearatthe  Spence 


School,  and  married  John  Mason  Harding,  a lawyer 
who  would  become  General  Counsel  of  Columbia  Uni- 
versity. After  teaching  in  Washington,  D.C.,  and  living 
in  France  for  a year,  she  came  to  Brearley  in  1957  as  a 
substitute  teacher,  returning  permanently  in  1959. 

Mrs.  Harding  notices  that  today’s  generation  is  less 
reserved  and  more  comfortable  with  adults.  “They’re 
polite,  quite  at  ease  on  their  playdates;  they  expect  to 
have  a perfectly  nice  time  in  the  homes  of  their  fiiends.” 
The  children  are  also  aware  of  the  harsh  reality  of  the 
homeless.  “They  can  pick  out  a homeless  person  as  we 
walk  to  the  park,”  reports  Mrs.  Harding.  “They're 
surprised  when  I say  ‘Good  morning’  in  response  to 
‘Good  morning’  fi'om  one  homeless  woman.  They  know 
she  doesn’t  have  a parent  caring  for  her,  and  they’re 
concerned.” 

Mrs.  Harding  is  equally  plainspoken  about  class- 
room subjects,  particularly  games  the  girls  play.  Coop- 
eration, not  competitiveness,  is  the  goal.  “We  don’t  play 
winning  games  here,”  she  states.  “We  play  a game  to 
learn,  to  discover  and  consider  a strategy,  to  have  fun. 
The  idea  is  to  build  tall  towers,  not  the  tallest  tower.  At 
this  age  everyone  would  like  to  do  a good  job,  and 
everyone  can.” 


Along  the  way,  the  Hardings  have  raised  five  stellar 
children  of  their  own:  Stephen,  now  a seminarian  at 
General  Theological  Seminary;  Katherine,  a molecular 
biologist  at  Yale;  Thomas,  a math  teacher  in  Virginia; 
Margaret,  in  banking  in  Boston;  and  James,  who  will 
begin  medical  studies  this  summer  at  the  University  of 
Massachusetts.  Both  of  their  daughters  are  Brearley 
alumnae,  who  completed  their  high  school  czireers  at 
Exeter  and  Milton. 

Mrs.  Harding  looks  around  her  classroom.  The 
question  is  put  to  her  how  girls  fulfill  the  Lower  School 
objective  of  becoming  “adventurous,  responsible,  and 
kind.”  She  answers,  “The  common  premise  at  Brearley 
has  always  been  that  children  are  good,  and  want  to  do 
the  right  thing.  A girl  trips  over  another,  and  comforts 
her,  and  makes  it  all  right  again.  We  help  them  over 
hurdles,  in  ways  they’re  usually  unaware  of  in  the  lower 
classes.  Every  day  you  catch  another  teacher’s  eye,  as 
you’ve  both  seen  something  wonderful  happen  in  the 
classroom,  in  the  hall,  in  an  assembly.” 

And  looking  to  the  future,  does  she  have  a wish-list 
of  her  own?  Mrs.  Harding  pauses,  holding  you  with  that 
crystal-clear,  mildly  inquiring  gaze  that  so  often  in- 
cludes the  start  of  a smile.  “I  think  I’ve  always  had 
absolutely  everything  the  heart  could  desire  here.” 
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MOVING  IN 

In  the  late  fall  of  1989,  an  order  of  nuns  in 
Wilmington,  Delaware,  the  Sisters  of  the  Visitation, 
voted  to  move. 

For  almost  a hundred  years  they  had  made  their 
home  in  a monastery  described  in  community  annals 
as  “handsome  and  constructed  of  native  rock-faced 
Brandywine  granite,  which  is  almost  black,  and  of  buff 
Avondale  sandstone,  the  two  making  a very  pretty 
combination.”  The  roof  was  covered  with  terra-cotta 
tiles.  Inside,  paneled  oak  wainscot  lined  the  refectory 
walls;  outside,  a nine-foot-high  granite  wall  enclosed 
the  contemplative  Visitan dines  in  their  cloistered  life  of 
prayer. 

While  the  old  place  may  have  neatly  fit 
everywoman’s  (zind  man’s)  image  of  convent  architec- 
ture, the  building  gradually  failed  to  meet  the  needs  of 
the  real  nuns  who  lived  and 
prayed  within  its  confines.  The 
cost  of  essential  repairs  climbed 
over  $ 1 million,  including  a new 
roof  at  $300,000,  two  hundred 
windows  at  $1,000  each,  a new 
heating  plant,  plumbing,  up- 
dated wiring,  etc.  In  their  cells 
at  Wilmington,  the  sisters  were 
limited  to  seven  and  a half  watts 
for  general  illumination,  plus  a 
reading  light.  Repairs  aside,  the 
35,000-square-foot  building 
lacked  adequate  space  for  thirty 
women  to  live  out  their  lives, 
and  the  community  had  stabi- 
lized at  about  that  number 
through  the  decades  since  World  War  II.  Space  for 
guests  to  stay  on  retreat  was  also  limited;  retreats  are 
a familiar  path  of  entry  into  the  life  of  a Religious,  and 
thus  a means  of  keeping  the  order  alive  and  well. 
Finally,  the  farmland  on  which  the  Wilmington  monas- 
tery was  built  last  century  is  now  one  block  of  a large 
city.  The  urbcin  site  had  no  room  for  the  growth  that 
reflects  not  an  expansionist  mind-set,  but  healthy  vital- 
ity. And  in  Wilmington  the  lively,  chaotic  sounds  of  city 
life  did  not  stop  at  the  wall. 

The  situation  was  not  conducive  to  prayer  and 
contemplation.  Still,  no  one  takes  moving  lightly,  espe- 
cially when  your  family  has  lived  in  one  house  for  a 
hundred  years.  For  the  Visitandines,  the  decision  to 
move  and  its  train  of  consequences  intensified  prayer 
as  surely  as  it  disrupted  communal  solitude  and  con- 
templative routine.  Following  their  vote  to  move,  the 
nuns  had  hard  work  to  maintain  their  traditional  rou- 
tines as  they  ran  some  formidable  worldly  gauntlets, 
including  the  purchase  and  the  sale  of  properties  for 
development,  and  the  design  and  construction  of  a 
permanent  facility  requiring  a variance  from  zoning 


bylaws  in  along-established  New  England  village  which 
they  entered  as  strangers.  j 

On  December  15, 1995,  six  years  and  twenty-four 
days  after  their  momentous  vote,  the  Sisters  of  the 
Visitation  entered  their  new  monastery  in  Tyringham  | 
to  live  out  their  lives  in  its  rooms,  its  chapel  and  | 
ambulatory,  courtyard  and  immediate  grounds.  They  i 
will  leave  their  new  communal  home  only  for  medical 
assistance  cind  occasional  importantbusiness  and  edu- 
cational matters. 

Saints  Francis  de  Sales  and  Jane  de  Chantal  founded 
this  Roman  Catholic  Order  of  contemplative  nuns  in 
1610  in  Annecy,  France.  Inthe  wordsoftheTyringham  I 
Visitandines,  the  Founders  did  not  seek  “great  austeri- 
ties, so  that  the  door  of  the  religious  life  might  be  open 
to  the  weak  and  more  mature  womein. . . The  Visitan  dine 
of  today  cherishes  the  traditions  of  her  Founders.  She  1 

is  a woman  of  her  time  fully 
aware  that  the  modern  world 
has  need  other  prayer  and  sac- 
rifice.” Visitandine  vows  are 
made  to  chastity,  obedience, 
and  poverty.  Although  silence  i 
is  observed  in  Visitandine  mo- 
nastic life,  except  during  speci- 
fied times,  the  sisters  do  not  j 
take  a vow  of  silence.  [ 

Every  community  within  j 
the  order  governs  itself  demo-  I 
cratically,  and  each  is  autono-  1 
mous  under  the  Pope.  Some  | 
decisions  require  consultation  j 
with  the  bishop  of  the  diocese, 
but  the  sisters  retain  final  au-  t 
thority.  Within  the  resident  community,  all  sisters  in 
their  final  vows  form  the  chapter;  important  decisions 
for  the  community  are  made  by  deliberative  vote  of  the 
chapter.  The  mother  superior,  who  is  elected,  decides 
routine  matters  in  consultation  with  the  sisters.  I 

The  nuns  of  Tyringham  moved  here  on  their  own 
initiative,  with  the  help  and  advice  of  many  fiiends  and 
benefactors,  with  the  blessing  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church,  and  by  the  grace  of  God. 

I visited  the  monastery  twice  during  the  final  month 
of  construction.  It  was  a rainy  November  day  when 
Doug  Willi  amson,projectforeman  for  David  J.  Tierney, 
Jr.,  Inc.,  the  general  contractor,  introduced  me  to  a 
modem  structure  designed  to  function  as  a communal 
residence,  a public  house  of  worship,  an  institution 
solidly  linked  to  the  worldwide  Roman  Catholic  Church, 
and  a place  of  limited  encounters  between  the  world’s 
people  and  Ordered  believers. 

Painters,  electricians,  plumbers,  and  a few  carpen- 
ters were  working  on  the  last  details  of  constmction 
that  began  when  footings  were  poured  in  July,  1994. 


In  the  words  of  the  Tyringham 
Visitandines,  the  Founders  did 
not  seek  '‘great  austerities,  so 
that  the  door  of  the  religious  life 
might  he  open  to  the  weak  and 
more  mature  woman. . . The 
Visitandine  of  today  cherishes 
the  traditions  of  her  Founders. 
She  is  a woman  of  her  time 
fully  aware  that  the  modem 
world  has  need  of  her  prayer 
and  sacrifice.” 
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The  sisters  were  hard  at  work  as  well,  cheerfully  un- 
packing, cleaning,  and  consulting  with  the  men.  Por- 
table radios  around  the  worksite  played  pop  music. 

The  two-storey  monastery  has  55,000  square  feet 
on  its  floor  plan.  In  addition  to  the  kitchen,  laundry, 
offices,  and  maintenance  rooms  typical  of  many  institu- 
tions, there  is  a refectory  and  a library;  there  are  rooms 
for  storing  archives,  for  arts  and  crafts,  for  music,  and 
fortyping;  there  are  cells  (small  rooms  to  which  mem- 
bers of  the  order  retire  individually),  as  well  as  a 
novitiate,  a chapter  room,  a community  room,  agather- 
ing  room,  an  infirmary,  a reception  area,  and  visiting 
rooms.  Although  it  is  notyet  complete,  there  is  a chapel 
where  the  public  will  be  welcome.  The  monastery  has 
cells  fortwenty-four  nuns,  and  facilities  for  two  women 
at  once  to  stay  on  retreat. 


On  my  first  visit  the  clean,  hard  lines  of  mostly 
empty  new  rooms  were  prominent.  When  I came  again 
a week  before  moving-in  day,  the  rooms  and  halls  were 
rich  with  portraits,  paintings,  statues,  furnishings,  and 
architectural  detail  from  the  old  Wilmington  convent, 
which  was  razed  to  clear  the  way  for  housing  after  it 
was  sold  to  a developer.  The  warmth  of  home,  the 
depth  and  luster  of  history  had  begun  to  clothe  the  new 
building. 

Oak,  both  old  and  new,  is  the  wood  of  choice 
throughout.  The  same  oak  benches  with  backs  of 
paneled  wainscot  that  lined  the  walls  of  the  refectory  in 
Wilmington  have  been  installed  here,  and  the  old  oak 
dining  tables  have  been  refinished.  The  new  floor  is 
oak,  lightly  stained.  In  a comer  of  the  refectory  stands 
the  paneled  oak  reader’s  pulpit.  As  they  describe  the 
routine,  a “sister  reads  during  meals  in  the  refectory. 


Meals  are  taken  in  silence  so  that  the  sisters  can 
nourish  not  only  body  but  soul  by  spiritual  reading. 
Silence  is  also  observed  throughout  the  monastery 
except  during  the  recreation  periods  after  meals,  or 
when  charity  or  work  dictate.”  The  walls  of  the  refec- 
tory were  bare  in  mid-N ovember,  but  a few  weeks  later 
four  very  large  old  framed  portraits  had  been  hung,  two 
each  on  opposite  walls,  and  three  even  larger  paintings 
of  episodes  from  the  life  of  Jesus  filled  the  wall  across 
fi'om  the  windows:  a rendering  of  the  nativity  hung  in 
the  center,  flanked  by  Jesus  blessing  the  children  on 
one  side,  and  on  the  other  Mary  at  the  feet  of J esus,  with 
Martha  busy  about  chores  in  the  background.  The 
portraits  were  of  Saints  Francis  de  Sales  and  Jane  de 
Chantal,  and  of  Saint  Margaret  Mary  and  Mother  Mary 
de  Sales  Chappuis,  foundress  of  the  Oblate  of  Saint 
Francis  de  Sales  (a  Salesian  order  of 
priests). 

Walking  from  the  refectory  around  to 
the  library,  also  on  the  first  floor,  one 
follows  the  length  of  a cloistered  ambula- 
tory that  forms  two  sides  of  an  open, 
central  courtyard. The  walk  evokes  spiri- 
tual aspects  of  the  architecture:  repeat- 
ing arches  echo  the  repetitions  of  prayer; 
the  focus  on  the  central  courtyard,  where 
life-sized  statues  of  the  founders  stand, 
echoes  the  inwardness  ofVisitandine  con- 
templation. Placed  along  the  third  side  of 
the  courtyard,  and  facing  it,  is  the  office  of 
the  mother  superior,  an  empty  room  in 
g November  filled  out  three  weeks  later 
g with  a large  antique  oak  desk,  oak  book- 
u cases,  and  other  furniture  polished  with 
I age.  At  the  far  end  of  the  office  hallway, 
“ the  library  occupies  a projecting  wing  on 
the  first  floor,  half-octagon  in  plan  with  a 
cathedral  ceiling  that  shows  off  laminated 
beams  of  southern  yellow  pine  radiating 
fi*om  the  central  peak  of  its  hipped  roof. 
The  ceiling  surface  is  made  of  yellow  pine  boards 
neatly  matched;  oak  floor  and  cathedral  ceiling  are 
lightly  stained  to  a honey  color,  the  same  color  coming 
up  on  eight-foot-high,  glass-door  oak  bookcases  in  the 
process  of  being  refinished  and  installed.  Views  of 
trees  and  distant  hills  fill  the  windows  on  all  sides. 

On  the  second  floor  of  the  wing  ending  with  the 
library  are  twenty-four  cells  along  a corridor  more  than 
a hundred  feet  in  length.  They  are  small  and  spare. 
Each  has  a plain  wooden  bedstead,  a small  writing 
desk,  one  window,  a clothes  closet  with  wire  shelves 
behind  hollow-core  oak-veneer  bifold  doors,  and  a 
water  closet.  A few  have  telephones  for  use  in  an 
emergency.  There  are  no  mirrors,  here  or  anywhere 
else  on  the  premises.  Walls  and  ceilings  are  off-white; 
floors  are  putty-colored  composite  vinyl  tile,  and  a hard 
rubber  baseboard  makes  the  transition  to  sheetrock 


Mother  Margaret  Mary  Rumpf,  Mother  Superior  of  the  Tyringham 
Community  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Visitation. 
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Sister  Jeanne  Marcelle  and  Sister  Teresa  cleaning  stained  glass  for  installation  in  the  windows  behind  them. 


walls;  steel  frames  painted  dark  brown  surround  solid- 
core  oak-veneer  room  doors,  stained  dark. 

The  dormitory  is  plain,  butnotsevere.  It  was  David 
Tierney,  Jr.’s  idea  to  step  the  hallway  walls  outand  back 
again  at  intervals,  breaking  up  the  blank  look  of  long, 
uninterrupted  hallway  walls — the  simple  trick  of  an 
experienced  builder,  and  one  with  comfortable  effect 
enhancedby  electric  candle  sconces  that  provide  points 
of  warm,  hospitable  light. 

A week  before  moving-in  day.  Sister  Joan  Bernadette 
was  supervising  installation  in  the  dormitory  hall  of 
small  paintings  depicting  the  stations  of  the  cross. 
David  Tierney,  Jr.  and  a ceirpenter  held  up  two  paint- 
ings for  Sister  to  eyeball,  then  measured  and  drove  tiny 
nails,  stood  back  to  check  the  result,  repositioned,  and 
settled  on  final  placement  Tierney  is  a tall  man  with  a 
quick,  easy  manner,  rumpled  hair,  and  capable,  cal- 
loused hands,  a builder  of  the  old  school.  The  young 
carpenter  with  him  wore  a bulky  work  belt  and  used  a 
flexible  steel  measuring  tape.  Tierney  flicked  his 
wooden  folding  rule  from  a pants  pocket  and  opened  it 
four  or  five  feet  long  in  one  swift  motion.  By  his  own 
account,  he  is  having  the  time  of  his  life  on  this  job,  and 


it  shows  in  his  ease  with  the  sisters;  they  have  worked 
together  a long  time  to  build  the  monastery,  and  are 
enjoying  successful  completion  on  schedule,  the  final 
days.  Tierney’s  informality  contrasts  with  the 
carpenter’s  polite  diffidence;  he  folds  his  hands  to- 
gether like  a soldier  at  ease  while  Sister  considers 
placement  of  the  paintings.  It  is  hard  not  to  be  awe- 
struck by  these  women,  and  the  lives  they  have  chosen. 
Fitting  out  this  dormitory,  where  no  man  or  woman  of 
the  world  will  enter  again  in  another  week’s  time  is 
enough  to  give  one  pause — except  that  there  are  many 
jobs  still  to  do,  and  little  time  left.  Punch  lists  decorate 
most  doors:  “Fix  ding  in  sheetrock,  upper  left.  Switch 
plate,  north  wall.  Putty  nail  holes,  shoe  mold.”  David 
Tierney,  Jr.  and  the  tradesmen  here  will  go  on  to  other 
clients  and  projects;  the  sisters  will  never  do  anything 
like  this  again. 

With  just  two  of  the  fourteen  stations  in  place,  the 
dormitory  began  to  take  on  warmth.  These  are  little, 
dark,  dramatic  paintings  in  heavy  fi-ames,  each  topped 
with  a cross.  When  they  are  all  up,  they  will  help  to 
make  visible  the  depth  of  spiritual  life  here.  By  the  rules 
of  the  Visitandine  Order,  every  monastic  room  is  des- 
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ignated  by  the  name  of  a saint,  and  assigned  a virtue. 
Recently  the  sisters  chose  their  cells.  I wondered  if 
they  had  preferences  for  particular  rooms  or  saints, 
and,  if  so,  how  they  were  acknowledged  in  the  process 
of  choosing.  Did  seniority  play  a role?  Did  they  vote? 
Draw  names  from  a hat?  Take  the  same  saint  they  had 
had  in  Wilmington — ^but  which  new  cell?  I got  my 
answer  in  passing,  as  Mother  Margaret  Mary  detailed 
the  tradition  of  naming  rooms,  and  mentioned  the 
sisters  choosing  their  cells  “in  holy  indifference.”  The 
phrase  was  new  to  me,  but  required  no  further  explana- 
tion. 

Also  upstairs,  in  the  wing  adjoining  the  dormitory 
at  a right  angle,  are  an  infirmary,  a small  combined  day 
room  and  dining  room,  and  a room  for  arts  and  crafts. 
The  comer  where  these  two  wings  meet  lies  above  the 
chapel,  built  on  an  L-shaped  plan.  Here,  with  windows 
looking  down  on  the  sanctuary,  is  a room  in  which 
elderly  or  infirm  sisters,  unable  to  reach  the  chapel  by 
stairs  or  elevator,  may  participate  in  Mass. 

If  the  central  courtyard  is  the  architectural  embodi- 
ment of  the  inward  focus  of  Visitandine  contemplation 
and  prayer,  the  chapel  both  receives  and  looks  to  the 
world.  It  sits  on  the  outside  comer  facing  the  approach 
fi'om  Beach  Road.  Architect  Albert  Skirius  (with  the 
prior  approval  of  Bishop  Mulvee  of  the  Wilmington 
Diocese)  resided  for  a time  in  the  old  convent  to 
observe  cloistered  Ufe.The  L-shaped  plan  of  the  chapel 
there  separates  the  sisters  from  the  public,  along  with 
a grill,  a familiar  feature  of  traditional  monastic  archi- 
tecture. Mr.  Skirius  and  the  sisters  agreed 
that  a grill  would  be  an  unnecessary  ex- 
pense, but  retained  the  L-shaped  plan.  The 
sisters  sit  on  one  side,  and  anyone  else  en- 
ters the  chapel  through  the  narthex  at  the 
main  entrance  to  the  monastery,  all  on  the 
other  side  of  the  ell.  The  two  groups  are 
visually  separated,  but  in  the  comer  where  the  two 
sides  meet,  at  the  focus  of  all  worshippers,  is  the 
sanctuary.  Similarly  unobtmsive  but  effective  barriers 
between  the  sisters  and  the  world  are  the  three-foot- 
high  partitions  across  visiting  rooms. 

The  chapel  is  notyet  complete.  Pews  have  arrived, 
a gift  from  Sacred  Heart  Parish  in  Bennington,  Ver- 
mont. They  will  need  some  restoration  and  refinishing 
before  installation.  The  sanctuary  has  yet  to  be  built 
and  appointed,  and  plans  call  for  an  oak  floor  to  be  laid 
over  the  concrete.  An  eight-foot  rose  window  is  due 
from  Rambusch  Studio  in  New  York  City  this  spring. 
On  the  interior  side  of  the  chapel,  repeating  arches 
stand  proud  fi*om  the  wall,  where  carved  wooden  stat- 
ues are  finding  their  new  homes.  For  thirty  feet  along 
the  outer  chapel  wall  on  the  sisters’  side,  there  is  a row 
of  three  ten-foot-high  stained  glass  windows,  each 
divided  into  nine  panels.  The  design  is  geometric,  not 
representational,  with  religious  motifs  etched  into  the 
glass  here  and  there.  The  windows  were  the  gift  of  a 


monastery  in  Washington  state.  Arched  openings 
through  which  the  stained  glass  is  seen  from  within  the 
chapel  form  an  ambulatory  here  on  the  east  side. 
Daylight  enters  the  chapel  everywhere,  at  eye  level  as 
well  as  on  high. 

WTien  it  is  ready  for  service,  the  chapel  will  be  open 
to  all  from  six  every  morning  until  six  in  the  evening, 
with  daily  Masses  at  7:30  a.m.  and  Sung  Vespers  every 
Sunday  at  5 p.m.  The  bell  (brought  here  from 
Wilmington)  in  the  tower  off  the  chapel  ambulatory  will 
be  rung  every  day  at  times  of  prayer — ^the  Angelus, 
Mass,  Vespers.  An  inside  bell  on  the  first  floor  by  the 
main  staircase  will  be  mng  to  call  sisters  to  meals, 
chapel,  recreation,  and  other  activities  of  the  day. 

Four  years  ago,  when  plans  for  the  new  monastery 
were  just  beginning  to  take  shape,  Albert  Skirius  was 
quoted  in  the  Berkshire  Eagle.  He  “cautioned  [the 
sisters]  that  their  plans  for  a large,  medieval-style 
monastery  might  have  to  be  scaled  back  for  financial 
reasons.  ‘I  wouldn’t  put  too  much  stock  in  that,’  said 
Mother  Margaret  Mary.  We  need  to  build  a monas- 
tery, notan  apartment  house.  If  God  wants  us,  he’ll  help 
us  find  the  funds.’” 

Faith  has  been  rewarded.  The  Sisters  of  the  Visita- 
tion have  built  themselves  a thoughtful,  modem,  well- 
appointed  house  for  communal  contemplation  and 
prayer.  The  expense  ($4  million)  of  achieving  their 
goal  reflects  practical  choices  in  the  real  world,  not 
extravagance.  The  very  term  “monastery”  calls  to  mind 
stone  floors  worn  hollow  over  the  centuries, 
tiled  roofs,  small  leaded  windows  set  high 
letting  in  dramatic  beeuns  of  God’s  light — 
the  sort  of  place  the  sisters  left  behind  in 
Wilmington.  TTieTyringham  monastery  does 
not  look  like  that.  It  is  carefully  laid  out,  light 
and  new,  solidly  built  of  concrete,  steel,  brick, 
wood,  gypsum  board,  and  many  other  materials  famil- 
iar in  modem  institutional  architecture — say,  public 
schools.  These  are  efficient,  economical,  durable  mate- 
rials and  modular  units  thatgetthe  job  done  and  meet 
the  requirements  of  building  code.  The  sisters  would 
surely  have  found  it  wasteful  to  imitate  an  ancient, 
hallowed  look  at  further  expense,  compromising  the 
spirituality  at  the  heeirt  of  their  endeavor. 

A few  miles  fi*om  the  new  home  of  the  Sisters  of  the 
Visitation  in  Tyringham  and  a few  centuries  old,  stand 
buildings  of  the  United  Society  of  Believers,  the  Shak- 
ers. Interiors  with  beaded  trim  around  simply  paneled 
native  pine  doors,  banks  of  drawers  set  in  plastered 
walls,  stones  cut  and  laid  up  neat  and  solid  form  the 
elements  of  a spiritual  architecture  admired  here  for 
generations.  Now  the  Visitandines  cloistered  nearby 
offer  a new  example  of  building  to  God  for  everyone  to 
contemplate  and  anyone  to  use  for  worship  and  prayer. 

— Peter  Murkett 
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MERRYCHRISTMAS  • HAPFYCHANUKKAH  • APEACEFULNEWYEAR 


“In  memory  of  Stet” 

- Barbara  & Steve  Adams 
Dutch,  Margo  Allen  & Dustin 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop 

Walt,  Rosa,  Heidi,  Walt  Jr.,  & Joanna  Alward 
Geoffrey  Ashworth 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 

Babbie  Barhydt  & Maijorie  B.  Allen 
Bill  & Betty  Bean 

with  Amy  & Whitney  (dogs!) 

Jennifer  Bishop,  Daniel  Mark  Epstein, 

& Theodore  John  Epstein 
Judith  Bishop  & Maia  Bookoff 
Susan  Bishop  & Rachel  Uchitel 
“Happy  Christmas  to  All!” 

- Georgia  Birkett  & Family 

Teresa,  Tricia,  Rodney  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 

Bob  & Mary  Ann  Brown,  Nicole  & Alexis 

Virginia  Gorman  Caruthers,  Susan  & Conor  Moran 

Henning,  J oyce  & Kimberly  Carlson 

Carolyn  G.  Canon 

John  N.  Canon  & John  G.  Canon 

“Feliz  Navidad  Y Prospero  Ano  1996” 

- Edgar  Chamorro 

Peter,  Gail,  Elisabeth  & Matthew  Charpentier 
Bob,  Sue,  Aubrey  & Noah  Choquette 
Harvey  & Dot  Choquette 
“A  Merry  Christmas  & A Happy  New  Year 
to  all  our  friends  and  relatives” 

- Francis  & Betty  Clark  & Family 
Irma  Clark  & The  Sullivans:  Michael, 

Kerry,  Kelly  & Michael  C. 

Gordon  Clem 
“Happy  Holidays” 

-Jim,  Karen,  Ben,  Austin, 

Darren  & Evan  Consolati 
Bill,  Adrienne,  Gabey  & MoUy  Cosel 
Bobbie,  Player,  Jay  & Kit  Crosby; 

Erik,  Lelia,  Elizabeth,  & Andrew  Bruxm; 

Peter,  Serafina,  Lis,  Kayla  & Sophia  Bruun 
Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  C.  Larry  Curtin; 

Christopher  & Christine  Curtin  Barry 
Gerry  Curtin 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin;  Denise  & Joey  Curtin; 

Tim,  Katy  & Shawn  Murphy 
Jim,  Helen  & Kara  Curtin 
Johnny,  Sissy,  Mike,  Mark  & Lori  Curtin 
& Pam  Nicholas 
Mary  Curtin  & Gino  Errichetto 
Mary  Curtin;  Gene,  Nancy,  Kevin,  Gene  & Scott 
Matt,  Kitty,  DiUon  & Devin  Curtin 
NeU  & Helen  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin; 

Michelle  Goodfellow  &Peter  Curtin  Jr., 

Ethan  & Collin; 

Jamie  & Adriene  Curtin,  Joshua  & Nissa  Asia 
Terry,  Marilyn  & Steve  Curtin; 

Terry  (Butch)  & lisa  Curtin; 

Kelly  & Tony  Haywood; 

Greg,  Beth  & Kyle  Curtin 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 
Holly  & Putt  Darey 
“Happy  Xmas  from  Sunny  Spain” 

- Ann  Davis 

Philip,  Hilary,  Maisie  & Pip  Deely 
Betty  L.  Dennis 


Tom  & Therese  Dillon 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax; 

David  & Adam  Donald 
Alice  Donald  & Alison  Donald 
“Merry  Christmas  to  all  our  family  and  friends. 
In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath” 
- Gerry  & Donna  Drake 
Bill  & Connie  Dyer;  Arthur  & Jane  Dyer; 
Beverly  & Heidi  Elsensohn; 

Eric  & Abigail  Elsensohn 


Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett; 

John  & Carol;  Donald  & Bridget;  Nan  & James 
Eddie  & Dianne  FenneUy 
Everrett  & Mary  Ann  FenneUy; 

Everett,  Mary  Beth  & Luke  FenneUy; 

Kathy  & Andrew  Bardwell; 

Amy  FenneUy  & Byron  Renderer 
Paul  & Nan  Freed 
Helena  & Stefan  von  Gatterburg 
& Damian  deKay 
George,  Nini,  Louisa,  MeUie, 

Richard  & Nannina  Gilder 
“In  memory  of  Rod  Gilder” 

- MeUie,  David,  Cindy  & Allison  Gilder; 

Josh  & Anne  Lee  GUder 
“Happy  Holidays  to  All” 

-James,  Karen  & Spenser  Gralla 
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Larry,  Sally,  Eric  & Laura  Griffin 
“Seasons  greetings  to  aU” 

-Richard,  Lindsay  & Mark  Greene 
Arnold  B.  Hale  & Alice  M.  Hale 
“In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  Loring  Hale” 

- Donald  & Mary  Hale 

Suzanne  Hale,  Brody,  Mariah  & Amara  Hale 

“We  wish  you  a very  blessed  Christmas  and  New  Year!” 

- Henry  Hall  III,  Debbie  Loring  Hall,  Kevin  Doughtery, 
Amy  Hunt,  Ashley  Hunt,  Henry  Hall  IV  & Elizabeth  HaU 

Harlan  & Dorthea  Hanson;  Dolly  & Vehid  Omerovic; 

Vahida,  Jasmin  & Mehmed 
Mason  & Peggy  Harding 
Kathleen  & Stuart  Harrod 
Sandy,  Arnold,  Cathy  & Suzie  Hayne 
Peter,  Ann,  Willie  & Nicholas  Herbst 
Eleanor  & Rockwell  Hoag 
Maggie  Howard 

Barclay  & Kerstin  Hudson,  Sean  & Colin 
Sarah  Hudson 

Arlene  Jennings  & Blase  Katterhagen 

Ken,  Kenny  & Linda  Jones 

Al,  Martha,  Jason  & Allison  Joyner 

Margaret  Dillon  Katz,  Joe  Katz  & Rebecca  Katz 

Mary  D.  & WU  Kierstead,  Plum  & Susanna  & Nick 

Joey  & Kristin  vonKorff 

George  & Betty  Kramer; 

Alice  Truax,  Charles  Truax; 

Janie  Thrailkill,  Hawley  Truax  & Olivia  Truax 
Lucyan  Kraszeski;  Alan  & lisa; 

Nancy  & Ronald  RobitaUle  & Family 
Robert  J.  Lambert  & Kathy  Lambert 
“Merry  Christmas” 

- Doug  & Marion  Leach 
Penelope  & Blaine  LitteU 

Beatrice  Loring;  Russ  & Margaret  Loring 
David,  Marge  & Matthew  Loring 
Dot  & Dick  Loring;  Ricky  & Alisha; 

Ed  & Marion  Hall 
“In  memory  of  Joe  Loring,  Jr.” 

-Joe,  Evie  & Rodney  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

Tunk,  Dede  & Tony  Loring; 

BUly,  Rhonda,  Dylan  & Isaac  Winters; 

Ed,  Elaine,  Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold; 

Chuck,  Katlie  & MacKenzie  Loring 
MiUicent  McIntosh 
Katharine  & John  McLennan 
Helena  Gilder  Miller  & Family: 

Rodman  & Gabriel; 

Julia,  Tess,  Nadia  & Steven  Hartman; 

Amasa,  Anita,  Elisa  & Ayla; 

Ginny,  Molly , Chris  & Lunt  Nuttle 
Anne,  Sarah,  Sam  & Jonathan  Moffett 
Polly  Perkins  Montgomery  & Family 
“In  memory  of  Paula  MattlLn” 

- Bob  Moskin  & Lynn  Goldberg 
& the  Moskin  Family 

Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Niall  & Siobhan  Murphy 
Barbara,  Tonio  & Caroline  Palmer 
Gilder,  Anne,  Reese,  Walter  & Spring  Palmer 
LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelly  & Butch  Palmer 
“In  memory  of  Kay  Palmer” 

-John  & Hylie  Pappenheimer  & Family 
Ned  & Petey  Perkins  & Family 
Jesse  Pierce 

Andy  &Hannah  Potler  & Marcia  Powdermaker 
Diana  Hitt  Potter;  Horatio  & Elizabeth  Potter 
Donald,  Lauria  & Matthew  Puntin 
Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch; 


Kristin  & Sandy  von  Thielen; 

Edwin  & Sharon; 

Martin,  Marjorie  & Nicholas  Viggo; 

Lucia  Rambusch 
Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun 
Judy  Reber 
Margaret  Rector 

William  & Susan  Barkin  & daughters, 

Lily  & Eliza  Grace 

Margaret  Olds  Richards;  Barrie;  Alex  & Poppy; 
Thomas  & Robert; 

Charles  & James  Luchars 
Joseph  & Lilja  Rizzo 
William  Roerick  & Mrs.  P.  W.  Pursell 
Libby  & Mort  Saks,  Deb  & Don; 

Laurie,  Dan,  Jessica  & Jacob 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Engene,  Ina,  Eric  & Nancy  Schnell; 

Vicki  & Jay  Rosen 
Dennis  & Peggy  Reber  Shapson 
PhUlippa  Claude  & Tony  Stretton 
“A  Blessed  Christmas  and  New  Year  to  All. 

Our  prayers  are  with  you.” 

- Sisters  of  the  Visitation 
“Memory  of  Dan  Slater  & Grace  Slater” 

- Charlie  & Liz  Slater 

Sam,  Debbie  & Daniel  Joseph  Slater 

Betty  Clark  Smith 

Gene  & Mary  Smith  & Family; 

Mary-Gene  Smith-Rubin-Caplan; 

Norene  Smith  LaFountain  & Shaun  M.  Smith 
Liz  Spencer 

Kathryn  Greenthal  Stem, 

Ted  Stem  & Tommy  Stem 
Tom  & Helen  Stephens 
WiUiam  & Olive  Stewart 
Gary  & Jennifer  Canon-Storti  & Ryan 
Ruth  Swart 

Angelica  McLennan  Syp,  Marc  & Miranda 

Blanche  K.  Thober 

Asher  E.  Treat 

Don  & Janet  Umlauf 

Brian  & Sidney  Urquhart; 

Rachel,  George,  Theo  & Charlie 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & Family 
The  Whalens: 

Joe,  Marion,  Den,  Ken,  Pauline  & Kirsty 
Barbara,  Deric,  Jennifer  & Stephanie  Washburn 
Bert,  Karen,  Tim  & Chad  Williams 
Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley  & Linsey  Williams 
Mark  & liz  Williams 
Evelyn  Winters 
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//av'/ng  Fun  on  S C ■ 

Tyringham  Topics  is  a periodical  publication  of  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club.  This  issue  was  edited  by  Peter  Murkett  (an  outlander 
perhaps  best  known  as  Editor  of  the  Monterey  News,  published  monthly  in  his  home  town  over  the  hill)  with  indispensable  assistance 
from  Nini  Gilder  and  Mary  Ann  Brown,  and  the  support  of  a grant  from  the  Tyringham  Cultural  Council. 

Contributions  from  local  artists:  Toodie  Alsop,  p.l;  Gabey  Cosel,  pp.  2, 8, 15; 

Ben  Consolati,  p.  9;  Peter  Murkett,  p.  13;  Asher  Treat,  p.  14;  Cara  F^ntin,  above. 


HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 
TYRINGHAM,  MA  01264 


i 


AUTUMN/WINTER  1996 


Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  in  the  interests  of  church  and  community 


GREETINGS  FROM  OVER  THE  HILL 

Over  tvrenty  years  ago,  I drove  home  from  re- 
hearsals through  a misty,  moonlit  valley,  and  fell  under 
Tyringham’s  spell.  This  year  I’ve  had  license  to  meet  and 
speak  with  many  of  you  and  uniformly  folks  have  been 
forthcoming,  patient  and  most  interesting.  What  fun  it  has 
been  for  me  to  get  to  know  Tyringham  and  its  citizenry 
better  as  I worked  on  the  Topics!  Your  sense  of  tradition 
and  community  are  inspiring,  and  I hope  this  issue  of  the 
Tyringham  Topics  helps  document  that  magical 
permanence.  ^ 

It  has  been  my  special  pleasure  to  work  with  Hop 
Brook  Community  Club  members  Mary  Ann  Brown  and 
Mini  Gilder  many  hours  in  producing  this  issue. 

This  gives  me  a chance  to  share  a quote  from  the 
humor  of  Harry  Loring  ( who  had  also  worked  on  our  house 
in  Sandisfield  years  ago).  He  described  Tyringham  to  a 
summer  resident:  “Tyringham  - not  much  to  look  at  but 
plenty  to  talk  about.” 

I offer  thanks  to  the  Hop  Brook  Club  for  this 
opportunity  realizing  that,  like  Brigadoon,  Tyringham  can 
keep  visitors  forever. 

Roberta  Myers 


HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 

The  Hop  Brook  Club  is  happy  to  publish  our  1996 
edition  of  the  Tyringham  Topics  edited  by  Roberta  Myers. 
For  many  years  this  newsletter  was  published  twice  a year, 
virtually  singlehandedly,  by  our  member,  Judy  Reber.  We 
salute  her  for  this  herculean  feat  which  we  strive  to  carry  on 
with  a professional  editor  and  a handful  of  assistants. 

The  Club  supports  a number  of  community  needs  and 
we  are  always  seeking  new  ideas  and  new  members 
amongst  the  women  of  Tyringham. 

This  June,  artist  Toodie  Alsop,  a Hop  Brook  member, 
spoke  at  our  annual  lecture  in  the  Town  Hall  to  a full  and 
enthusiastic  audience.  Their  free-will  offering  helped  pay 
for  the  children’s  summer  program  and  swimming  lessons 
at  the  Town  Pond 

We  have  a new  shipment  of  the  commemorative  mugs 
designed  by  Penelope  Littell  on  sale  at  the  Post  Office  for 
$5  along  with  Views  of  the  Valley  ($15)  and  tapes  of  John 
McLennan’s  lecture  on  Ashintully  ($7).  Look  for  a new 
Tyringham  postcard  soon  to  be  available! 


Best  wishes  from  us  all  at  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club. 


SNOWY  NIGHT-  Toodie  Alsop  1996 

Toodie  Alsop  did  this  art  work  to  salute  the  Tyringham  Road  crew  for  long  hours  of  plowing  and  road  maintenance. 
The  Hop  Brook  Community  Club  joins  in  this  tribute. 
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THE  TOWN  OF  TYRINGHAM 

(From  the  1996-7  Municipal  Directory) 

Berkshire  County 
18.77  Square  Miles 


Miles  of  public  road:(‘94)  25.4 
T own  Hall  - 1 1 6 Main  Road  01 264 
Tel:  (413)  243-1749 
Fax  (413)  243-4942 

Selectman’s  Secretary/  Town  Accountant 
Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 
Hours  9 a m.- 1 p.m.  Mon  - Fri 
Population  (‘94  est)  368 

Reg.  Voters  (‘94)  228 

School  enrollment  (94)  50 

Population  over  65  (‘90)  53 

Open  Town  Meeting  held  on  the 
2nd  T uesday  after  the  1 st  Monday  in  May 
Moderator  Charles  E.  Slater 

Board  of  Selectmen  meet  on  the 
2nd  & 4th  Mondays  - 7 p.m  Town  Hall. 
Peter  L.  Curtin  - chair 
Edward  S.  Fennelly 
-Secretary 

John  N.  Curtin,  Jr. 


Mary  Hale 
Town  Clerk  - 
Fire  Department 
Planning  Director 
Police  Department 
Public  Works 


James  J.  Curtin,  Chief 
Donald  Puntin 
Peter  L.  Curtin,  Chief 
Richard  O.  Loring,  Director 


FROM  THE  SELECTMEN 

We  have  had  a very  active  and  productive  year. 
Along  with  general  maintenance  of  the  town  we  had  a few 
major  projects. 

Widening  of  the  bridge  by  Mrs  Spencer’s  makes  it 
much  safer  now. 

We  built  a new  salt  shed  at  the  landfill  and  can  now 
store  all  of  the  salt  and  some  sand  under  cover  and  contain 
any  runoff.  This  project  was  100%  reimbursed  by  the  state. 

Part  of  the  dirt  section  of  Webster  road  was  widened 
which  allows  vehicles  to  pass  one  another  in  opposite 
directions  and  is  much  better  for  plowing  and  getting  water 
off  the  road  into  ditches. 

The  army  truck  was  remodeled  with  a sander  for  use 
in  winter  months. 

We  also  have  changes  in  personnel  through 
retirements  and  job  changes.  Molly  Scheafer  has  taken  over 
as  town  secretary  and  accountant  posting  held  previously  by 
Janice  Curtin  and  Betty  Cernik.  Tom  Fennelly  is  the  new 
landfill  attendant  as  Harvey  Choquette  retired.  Harvey  has 
since  passed  away  and  we  will  all  miss  him. 

Marilyn  Curtin  took  over  the  post  office  from  Irma 
Clark  who  retired  also. 

Some  of  our  projects  for  next  year  are: 

Working  with  the  state  on  the  bridge  replacement 
program. 

Widening  Main  Road  from  Monterey  Road  to  the 
bottom  of  Grading  Hill  - we  need  to  gain  about  four  feet  as 
this  part  of  the  road  is  very  narrow. 


Working  with  an  engineering  firm  to  rebuild  the 
road  from  Barnes  Road  to  the  Tyringham  - Otis  Line.  This 
involves  grants  from  both  federal  and  state  governments. 

Our  main  concern  is  to  keep  Tyringham  a small 
rural  community  - as  our  forefathers  carved  it  out  in  our 
valley  225  years  ago  - A Hinterland  Settlement. 

For  the  Board  of  Selectmen 

Peter  L,  Curtin,  Chair 


Louisa  Gilder  - 1996 

TYRINGHAM  VOLUNTEER  FIRE  DEPARTMENT 

The  Fire  Company  has  had  a good  year  again.  Our 
steak  roast  is  our  major  fund  raiser  and  again,  with  your 
support,  it  was  a great  success.  Thanks  to  all  who  came 
and  enjoyed  it.  We  are  still  working  on  replacing  the 
station  as  it  is  in  bad  shape  and  too  small.  Thank  you 
again  for  your  continued  support. 

James  Curtin,  Chief 


ELDER  SERVICES  OF  TYRINGHAM 

We  meet  the  second  Wednesday  of  the  month  at 
11:30  AM  at  the  Town  Hall  - just  follow  the  savory 
aromas.  We  begin  with  a short  business  meeting  to 
disburse  old  business  and  bring  up  new  business, 
majority  vote  rules. 

Several  times  during  the  past  year  we  had 
professionals  speak  on  subjects  pertaining  to  health  and 
safety  for  seniors.  Following  the  business  meeting  an 
absolutely  delicious  covered  dish  luncheon  commences. 
There  are  some  mighty  fine  country  cooks  in  Tyringham. 

Oh  yes,  we  have  several  men  attending  meetings. 

As  Betty  Cernik  would  say,  “the  more  the  merrier.” 

Our  Coffee  Hour  on  Tuesday  and  Thursday  from  (9:00 
to  1 1 :00  AM  is  manned  by  our  volunteers. 

Please  join  us!  Ruth  Swart,  Chairman 


Council  on  Aging  Liason 

Mary  Hale  is  the  Council  On  Aging  Liason  to  the 
County  Council  on  Aging  organization.  She  says  she  will 
be  glad  to  assist  you  in  any  way.  243-0730  . 
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Town  of  Tyringham  VITAL  STATISTICS  ~ Compiled  by  Sissy  Curtin  FennelTy  - 1 996 


BIRTHS  There  were  no  births  to  town  residents  this  year. 

DEATHS 

February  17,  1996  Sister  Mary  Agnes  Ortiz,  of  the  Monastery  of  the  Visitation. 

May  13,  1996  ~ Sister  Mary  Loretta  Reddy,  of  the  Monastery  of  the  Visitation 

May  28,  1996  ~ Irving  Glatzer  of  Sunrise,  FL.  He  is  survived  by  his  son  Jerry  of  Hemlock  Rd.,  Tyringham,  and  two 
daughters,  Sheila  Greenberg  and  Dianne  Erlich,  and  many  grandchildren  and  greatgrandchildren. 

May  28,  1996  -Louise  “Gram"  Whalen.  She  is  survived  by  her  sons,  Joseph  of  Tyringham;  John  “Hink”  of  Gt.  Barrington; 
Raymond  “Skip”  of  Stockbridge;  William  “Bub”  of  Cohoes,  NY;  two  daughters,  Elisabeth  “Betty”  of  Mansfield,  TX;  and 
Margaret  “Peggy”  Martel  of  Manchester,  NH;  25  grandchildren,  22  great  grandchildren  and  1 great-great  grandchild.  She 
had  lost  two  sons  in  infancy,  two  sons  in  wartime,  and  three  grandchildren. 

October  10,  1996  - Harvey  Choquette.  He  is  survived  by  his  wife  Dot,  Two  sons,  Edward  of  North  Granby,  CT;  Robert  of 
Tyringham;  six  grandchildren;  and  three  great-grandchildren.  A daughter,  Barbara,  died  in  1948. 

October  10, 1996  - John  Stewart  McLennan.  He  is  survived  by  his  wife,  Katharine,  a sister,  Victoria  Tytus  Steward  (who  died 
November  1,  1996  as  noted  p.  6.),  two  daughters  from  a previous  marriage.  Holly  McLennan  Ketron  and  Angelica 
McLennan  Syp,  four  step-daughters,  Susan  Bishop,  Katharine  Bishop,  Jennifer  Bishop  and  Judy  Bishop,  four  grandchildren 
and  six  step-grandchildren. 

October  15,  1996  - Elaine  Smith.  She  is  survived  by  her  daughter,  Nancy  Ketchen,  with  whom  she  made  her  home, 
daughters  Barbara  Aldrich,  and  Pamela  Yost;  two  sons,  Frederick  Smith,  Jr.,  and  David  Smith;  twelve  grandchildren,  and  7 
great-grandchildren. 

October  22,  1996  - Marie  Gertrude  Pochobradsky  Cernik  . She  is  survived  by  a son,  Larry  F.  Cernik  of  Main  Rd., 
Tyringham,  9 grandchildren,  12  great  grandchildren  and  two  great-great  grandchildren. 

November  28,  1996  -Harlan  P.  Hanson.  He  is  survived  by  his  wife,  the  former  Dorothea  C.  Reynolds  of  New  York  City, 
three  sons,  Caleb  C.  Hanson  of  Malden,  John  G.  S.  Hanson  of  Sudbury  and  Charles  P.  Hanson  of  Crete,  Nebraska;  a 
daughter,  Dorothea  Omerovic  of  Crete, NE,  a sister,  Carol  L.  Hanson  of  Little  Compton,  Rl  and  seven  grandchildren. 

MARRIAGES 

May  18,1996  - Robert  Keir  McIntosh  to  Suzanne  Meszoly  . Robert  is  the  son  of  Marjorie  and  John  Richard  McIntosh. 
Suzanne  is  the  daughter  of  George  and  Cornelia  Meszoly  of  Geelong,  Australia.  They  will  reside  in  Hungary. 

July  27,  1996  -Gino  Frank  Errichetto  to  Mary  Francis  Curtin.  Gino  is  the  son  of  Anthony  and  Mary  Errichetto  of  Stockbridge. 
Mary  is  the  youngest  daughter  of  J.  Neil  and  Helen  H.  Curtin  of  Main  Rd.,  Tyringham.  They  will  reside  in  Stockbridge. 
October  1 1,  1996  - Michael  David  Curtin  to  Pamela  Jean  Nicholas.  Michael  is  the  son  of  John  and  Janice  (Sissy)  Curtin  of 
Main  Rd.,  Tyringham.  Pam  is  the  daughter  of  Donald  and  Jackie  Nicholas  of  Becket.  They  will  reside  in  Tyringham. 

REUNIONS/BIRTHDAYS/ANNIVERSARIES 

On  July  6,  1996,  a surprise  25th  Anniversary  Party  was  given  in  honor  of  Johnny  and  Sissy  Curtin.  They  were  married 
September  4,  1971 . The  party  was  given  by  their  children,  Michael,  Mark  and  Lori  Curtin,  and  Pam  Nicholas.  Around  200 
friends  and  family  members  attended  this  huge  surprise.  (It  was  given  so  early  because  Lori  had  to  go  away  to  school  on 
August  16.) 


Your  news  can  be  here  too!  If  any  one  has  births,  marriages,  deaths,  anniversaries  or  family  reunions  that  you  would 
like  published  in  the  next  Tyringham  Topics,  please  get  the  information  to  Nini  Gilder.  Thank  You  - Sissy  Curtin 

3 


Within  twenty  four  hours  on  October  10th  Tyringham  lost  two  of  her  finest  - 
Harvey  Choquette  in  the  early  morning. . . 

Harvey  J.  Choquette 


July  1989 


Harvey  J.  Choquette  was  born  of  April  12th,  1914 
- or  was  it  April  11th?  Due  to  a loss  of  records  in  North 
Troy,  Vermont,  his  birthplace,  and  to  the  fact  that  he  was 
born  so  close  to  midnight  of  the  eleventh,  no  one  was  ever 
certain  on  which  day  he  was  born.  “Grampa”  as  he  was 
always  to  me,  found  this  to  be  a great  source  of  amuse- 
ment. On  whichever  day  we  decided  to  celebrate  his  birth- 
day, he  would  declare  that  we  had  the  wrong  day.  We 
were  either  a day  too  early  or  a day  too  late.  Such  was  his 
fun-loving  nature.  Grampa’s  parents  were  EIzor  and  El- 
vina Jacques  Choquette,  a Canadian  couple,  who  had 
moved  to  the  U.S..  Grampa,  out  of  eight  other  siblings, 
was  the  first  to  be  born  in  the  United  States. 

On  June  16, 1941,  my  grandfather  married  Dorothy 
Taylor.  They  met  in  Lenox  at  the  farm  of  my  grand- 
mother’s uncle,  where  Grampa  was  employed.  After  their 
marriage,  they  lived  in  Lee,  Lenox,  and  finally  settled  in 
Tyringham.  They  had  three  children:  Edward,  Barbara 
(who  died  in  childhood),  and  my  father,  Robert. 

My  grandfather  was  one  of  the  hardest-working  men 
I’ve  known.  Before  he  was  married,  he  worked  in  logging 
camps  of  Maine,  New  Hampshire,  and  Vermont.  After 
moving  to  the  Berkshires,  he  did  farm  work  in  Lenox  and 


later  on  the  Clifford  Canon  farm  of  Tyringham.  When 
working  for  O’Connor  Lumber  of  Westfield,  MA,  his  days 
began  at  4:30  in  the  morning  so  that  he  could  be  in  the 
woods  by  7:00.  In  these  short  two-and  -a-half  hours  he 
had  enough  time  to  take  care  of  his  milking  cow,  chickens, 
pigs,  and  occasional  calf  before  eating  breakfast  and 
making  an  hour  commute.  Often  he  did  not  return  home 
until  7:30  pm  and  he  still  had  evening  chores  to  do. 

Even  when  Grampa  Harvey  was  having  fun,  he 
was  working:  he  was  happiest  when  he  was  doing  some- 
thing. He  used  to  tell  my  uncle  and  father  that  he  went  to 
work  in  his  garden  to  relax.  The  result  of  this  “relaxation” 
was  an  extraordinary  vegetable  garden  which  became  the 
envy  of  many  townsfolk.  He  sold  the  surplus  and  his  corn 
and  tomatoes  became  especially  popular.  Grampa  also 
very  much  enjoyed  working  in  his  woodpile  and  was  even 
said  to  be  able  to  “smell  out”  wood  left  on  roadsides  by 
utility  workers. 

Grampa  was  also  very  practical.  He  could  fix  any- 
thing from  tricycles  to  lawn  tractors.  When  working  at  the 
town  landfill,  he  was  always  given  a constant  supply  of 
spare  parts  or  replacements.  The  Job  at  the  “Town 
Exchange”  he  took  up  in  order  to  pay  for  a new  truck  after 
his  “retirement”  in  1979  from  driving  for  Dresser  Hull.  By 
early  this  year,  when  he  was  no  longer  able  to  work  at  the 
dump,  he  had  already  bought  two  trucks  and  saved 
enough  for  a third  - Just  from  metal  salvage  and  bottle  and 
can  returns.  Once,  when  asked  by  a car  salesman  what 
type  of  payments  he  wished  to  make,  my  grandfather  took 
great  Joy  in  replying,  “Oh,  I’m  only  going  to  make  one.” 
Such  was  his  practical  and  straightforward  attitude  to- 
wards life. 

Working  at  the  dump  also  provided  time  for 
Grampa  to  spend  with  his  many  friends.  Going  to  the 
dump  was  less  a chore  and  more  a social  occasion  when 
one  could  sit  and  tell  the  latest  news  or  exchange  stories 
of  hunting  and  fishing.  Grampa  loved  kids  and  he  loved  to 
make  them  smile.  Some  of  the  town’s  kids  were  as  his 
own  and  he  acted  as  a grandfather  to  many.  He  also  en- 
joyed others’  company  on  snowmobiling  adventures.  He 
often  told  stories  of  these  times.  One  of  his  favorite  tales 
to  tell  was  of  the  time  he  lost  my  grandmother  off  the  back 
of  his  sled. 

When  Grampa  passed  away  this  October,  he  left 
behind  a host  of  friends  of  all  ages  and  from  all  walks  of 
life.  His  life  of  virtue  proved  to  be  an  example  for  all  of  us 
to  follow.  We  will  always  remember  him  by  the  stories  he 
told  and  the  good  times  we  shared.  Most  of  all,  Grampa 
Harvey  will  be  remembered  for  the  love  that  he  showed. 

Aubrey  Choquette 
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...  and  John  McLennan  in  the  evening. 


John  S.  McLennan 

Tyringham  said  farewell  to  her  native  son,  John 
McLennan  at  Union  Church  on  Saturday,  October  19th  at 
noon.  “Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream,  bears  all  its  sons 
away.”  The  hymn  was  preceded  by  John’s  beautiful  an- 
them, “The  gate  of  Heaven”  which  also  closed  the  service. 

John,  a life-long  resident  of  our  town,  died  on  Thursday 
evening,  October  10th  of  cancer,  which  had  been  diag- 
nosed last  summer.  He  will  be  remembered  by  the  world 
for  his  music:  dark  of  hue,  austere,  intense,  and  of  never- 
failing  beauty. 

As  a friend  and  neighbor  John  will  be  remembered  for 
his  generosity  of  spirit,  his  warm  courtliness,  his  unflappa- 
ble good  humor,  and  his  gentlemanly  demeanor. 

John  was  devoted  to  his  music,  but  he  was  no  less 
devoted  to  his  family:  his  beloved  wife  Katharine,  his  two 
daughters.  Holly  and  Angelica,  his  four  grandchildren, 
Katharine’s  four  daughters  and  their  children.  All  of  them 
came  together  last  year  to  honor  him  on  his  eightieth 
birthday. 

Beyond  his  music  and  family,  John  loved  his  gardens. 
The  renown  gardens  of  Ashintully  were  of  his  own  design. 
Lying  behind  his  farm  house,  Daniel  Clark’s  old  place,  and 
invisible  from  Main  Road,  they  spread  out  on  either  side  of 
a brook,  wander  up  a slope  - first  gentle  then  steep-  and 
culminate  in  an  urn  placed  at  the  very  top. 

But  the  glory  of  the  gardens  is  found  in  the  stonework: 
extensive,  elaborate  walls  that  retain  the  land  and  define 
the  artfully  laid  out  lawns,  fountain  and  walking  spaces. 
The  stones  came  from  old  walls  and  foundations  on 
Round  Mountain  and  the  Fenn  place,  both  of  which  John 
owned.  When  he  gave  the  property  to  the  Trustees  of 
Reservations  this  source  abruptly  stopped.  The  walls 
have  to  be  seen  to  be  appreciated.  Beautifully  fitted 
together,  like  mosaic,  the  stones  are  the  work  of  the  Loring 
family  - three  generations  of  them:  Harry  and  Charlie  in 
the  first;  Dick,  Tunk,  Jim,  Ben  and  Joe  in  the  next;  and 
their  children  in  the  third. 

The  walls  are  as  much  a monument  to  the 
Lorings  as  to  John.  “John  had  an  eye  for  stone,”  reports 
Dick  Loring,  who  does  not  hand  out  compliments  lightly. 
“He  had  his  own  mind,  but  was  always  willing  to  listen.  It 
was  fun  working  for  him.  He  was  always  appreciative  of 
our  work  and  concerned  with  our  well-being.”  To  Tunk 
Loring,  John  was  “an  all  -around  wonderful  person”  who 
was  even  “supportive”  when  the  Loring  cattle  grazing  on 
his  land  strayed  from  their  pasture. 

John  could  not  bear  to  see  a friend  in  trouble. 
Dick  Loring  remembers  John’s  anguish  on  a day  when 
Gilly  Palmer’s  truck  got  mired  delivering  topsoil.  In  the 
company  of  various  Lorings,  all  experts  in  extracting 
vehicles  from  troubles,  Gilly  crawled  under  the  truck  to 
investigate.  John  blanched  and  retreated  discretely  to 
the  house.  When  the  time  was  right,  however,  his  help 
was  sure,  spontaneous  and  personal.  Amidst  the  heat 
and  confusion  of  the  barn  fire  at  Gilly  Palmer’s  Red  House 


in  1955,  John  appeared,  calm  and  helpful,  out  of 
nowhere,  and  quietly  supervised  the  removal  of  Anne’s 
concert  grand  Steinway  piano  to  safety. 

John  knew  first  hand  about  the  devastation  wrought  by 
fire.  One  day  in  October,  1952,  smoke  was  discovered 
rising  from  the  roof  of  Ashintully:  first  smoke,  then  flames  . 
The  Tyringham  Volunteer  Firemen  rushed  to  the  scene 
and  vainly  tried  to  control  the  blaze.  But  it  was  too  late. 
Then  John  did  something  that  demonstrates  his 
characteristic  care  for  others.  For  John  there  were  more 
important  things  to  do  than  to  stand  around  watching  the 
stately  Palladian  palace,  his  birthplace,  collapse  in  flames. 
He  got  into  his  car  and  drove  into  Lee  for  coffee  and 
doughnuts  for  the  firefighters. 

Clinton  Elliott 


Gunther  Schuller  with  John  McLennan  photographed  by 
Bill  Cosel  on  October  1, 1996. 


This  December,  Gunther  Schuller,  Pulitzer  Prize 
winning  composer,  celebrated  conductor  and  educator 
and  long  a champion  of  John  McLennan’s  work,  will  be 
conducting  and  recording  three  major  orchestral  works 
with  the  Hanover  Radio  Orchestra  in  Germany.  The  three 
pieces  are  Celebration.  Triptych,  and  the  premier  of 
Threndonv.  Threndony,  from  the  Greek  Threnoidia, 
means  a song  of  lamentation  for  the  dead. 
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Just  as  the  Tyringham  Topics  was  going  to  press,  news  came  of  the  death  of  Harlan  P.  Hanson  of  Williamstown  and  Main  Road. 


HARLAN  P.  HANSON 


Harlan  P.  Hanson  died  of  cancer  on  November  28, 
1996.  He  was  71.  He  is  survived  by  his  wife  of  46  years,  the 
former  Dorothea  C.  Reynolds,  three  sons,  Caleb  C.  Hanson 
of  Malden,  John  G.  S.  Hanson  of  Sudbury,  and  Charles  P. 
Hanson  of  Crete,  Nebraska;  a daughter,  Dorothea  Omerovic 
of  Crete,  Neb,;  a sister,  Carol  L.  Hanson  of  Little  Compton, 
Rl,  and  seven  grandchildren. 

There  are  people  who  lightly  touch  your  life,  yet  after 
you’ve  been  in  their  presence,  you  feel  changed  - grateful  and 
just  plain  happy.  Harpo  Hanson  of  Williamstown  and  Main 
Road,  Tyringham  was  such  a giver  of  laughter  and  life.  The 
extensive  Berkshire  Eagle  obituary  said  - "...Harpo  was 
posessed  of  a quick  wit  and  a strong  sense  of  humor.”  I 
couldn’t  agree  more!  You  felt  a smile  coming  on  when  you 
saw  him. 


Reading  the  list  of  Harpo’s  accomplishments  gave  me  an 
even  greater  appreciation  of  his  life.  He  was  a former  dean 
and  professor  at  Williams  College  who  left  teaching  in  the 
mid-1960s  to  head  the  Advanced  Placement  program  at  the 
College  Board  in  Princeton,  NJ.  During  his  24  years  in  the 
job,  he  directed  the  growth  of  Advanced  Placement  from  its 
experimental  beginning  to  a national  program  of  29  exams  in 
1 5 academic  disciplines.  He  was  also  an  active  participant  in 
the  development  of  the  International  Baccalaurate,  a 
curriculum  and  university  entrance  examination  that  can  be 
taken  and  recognized  in  any  country  of  the  world. 

This  man  had  no  “airs,"  nor  did  he  mention  his  hard- 
earned  achievements,  in  casual  conversation  as  so  many  of 
us  would  have  been  apt  to  do.  As  a former  student  of  Harpo’s 
was  quoted  in  the  Eagle,  “he  had  a gentle,  ironic  view  of  the 
world  ...  He  took  very  serious  jobs  not  very  seriously  and 
therefore  handled  them  very  well.”  Harpo  had  his  priorities 
right;  he  knew  what  was  truly  important  in  this  journey  called 
life.  Humor  was  somewhere  at  the  top  of  his  list.  I felt 
nurtured  in  his  presence. 

Many  a summer  day  I saw  him  sitting  on  the  ground 
working  the  soil  around  the  the  pink  rose  bushes  in  front  of  the 
house  he  and  his  wife,  Dorothea,  owned  on  Main  Road.  It 
was  such  a pleasure  to  go  over  to  their  house,  sit  on  the 
porch,  and  look  out  over  those  rose  bushes  on  the  valley 
stretching  before  us.  Time  seemed  to  stand  still  on  those 
occasions. 

I am  happy,  that  if  Harpo  had  to  die  so  soon,  he 
passed  away  on  Thanksgiving  Day.  Now  I’ll  always  have  a 
benchmark  to  remember  him  by.  He  showed  me  a positive 
way  to  look  at  life  - how  to  be  both  gracious  and  real  in  an  age 
of  spin-doctors.  As  I grow  older,  his  memory  will  remind  me 
not  to  be  cynical,  nor  self  absorbed,  nor  to  lose  the  sheer  joy 
of  living. 

Mary  Ann  Brown 


John  Whitcomb  Holloway  died  on  April  29,  1995  aged  90.  Born  and  brought  up  iin  Glencoe  Illinois,  he  began  coming  to 
Tyringham  as  a young  adult  in  the  1920’s  when  his  parents,  Harry  and  Nema  Holloway,  fell  in  love  with  the  valley  and  a house  on 
Fernside,  now  occupied  by  Ruth  Goldmuntz.  John’s  sister  Ruth  and  two  brothers,  George  and  Lars,  all  predeceased  him.  He  is 
survived  by  his  fourth  wife,  Gladys  of  Asheville,  SC.  A memorial  service  was  held  at  the  Tyringham  Union  Church  on  July  2,  1 996. 

Condolences  to  the  Goldmuntz  family  for  two  losses  this  spring.  Frank  Simmons,  husband  of  Susan  Goldmuntz 
Simmons  of  New  York  on  February  10, 1996  and  Edgar  Goldmuntz  of  Brussels,  Belgium  on  May  2, 1996. 

Alton  C.  Heath,  Sr.  96,  died  on  November  16,  1996.  He  was  born  in  Tyringham,  the  son  of  Frank  and  Maude  Woodin 
Heath.  He  lived  in  Lee  and  Monterey  most  of  his  life  and  during  his  years  in  Monterey  was  known  as  the  “Monterey  Toy  Maker.” 
He  leaves  three  sons,  Cortland  F.  Heath  of  Tyringham,  Harold  E.  Heath  of  Lee  and  George  H.  Heath  of  Chatham  NY  and  four 
daughters,  Mabel  E.  Sheridan  of  Monterey  and  Kathleen  Pratt  both  of  Monterey,  Pauline  Johndrew  of  Lee  and  Janice  M. 
Washburn  of  Hickory  NC. 

Victoria  Tytus  Steward,  John  McLennan’s  sister,  died  on  November  1,  1996,  age  87,  after  a long  illness.  Most  of  her 
childhood  summers  were  spent  in  Tyringham.  She  loved  to  reminisce  about  indoor  croquet  games  on  the  oriental  rug  in  the 
drawing  room  at  Ashintully  on  rainy  days.  She  is  survived  by  three  sons  Robert  T.  Coolidge,  Lawrence  Coolidge,  and  Nathaniel  S. 
Coolidge  and  three  stepsons  Gilbert  L.  Steward  Jr,  Charles  A.  Steward,  and  Campbell  Steward  and  25  grand  and  step- 
grandchildren  . 

Ruth  P.  Couch,  96,  died  November  2,  1996.  Although  she  and  her  husband.  Rev.  Franklin  L.  Couch  lived  in  Dalton,  they 
were  deeply  involved  in  the  life  of  our  valley  during  the  many  years  Rev.  Couch  served  as  pastor  of  the  Tyringham  Union  Church 
(1 952-1 973).  Ruth  was  a quiet  and  dedicated  worker  and  served  for  many  years  as  treasurer  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club.  She  leaves 
three  sons,  Franklin  Jr,  Nathan,  and  Robert  and  12  grandchildren  and  1 1 great  grandchildren. 
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NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR 

Tom  Kasprzak  writes:  Keith,  my  son,  was  married  on  October  5,1996  to  Barbara  Zeuhl  of  Westboro.  After  a cruise 
through  the  Carribean,the  couple  now  live  in  Northboro.  Keith  is  employed  by  the  Weston  Police  Department  and  Barbara  works 
at  the  Grafton  Suburban  Credit  Union  while  continuing  her  education  at  Bridgewater  State  College.  Pease,  my  wife,  recently  left 
Jacob’s  Pillow  for  a position  with  Tocci  Building  Corp.  Bryn,  Pease’s  son,  now  resides  in  Saranac,  NY  with  his  father,  Damian. 
I’m  still  the  regional  supervisor  for  the  Massachusetts  Environmental  Police.  We  had  a very  busy  professional  and  personal  year 
and  wish  our  friends  and  neighbors  a happy,  healthy  and  prosperous  Holiday  Season. 

Donald  and  Lauria  Puntin  announce  a new  granddaughter;  Rachel  Hannah  Puntin,  born  September  30,  1996  to  Brian 
and  Jamie  Puntin,  Pittsfield  MA. 

David  and  Jan  Picken  send  greetings  from  NYC  and  an  inquiry  about  the  whereabouts  of  a World  War  I German  rifle  an 
antique  musket  missing  from  their  house  when  David’s  mother  died. 

Jim  and  Susie  Harding  write  from  Worcester:  Maggie  has  a little  brother!  Everett  Jackson  Harding  was  born  on  April 
16,  1996.  Jim  is  in  his  second  year  of  U Mass  Medical  School.  Peggy  and  Mason  Harding  join  in  announcing  Everett’s  arrival! 

Gino  and  Mary  Errichetto  write:  We  were  married  July  27,  1996  at  the  Tyringham  Church. 

Carl  and  Chris  Curtin  say;  Merry  Christmas  to  all!  Larry  is  working  for  Advanced  Power  Technology  in  Pittsfield  doing 
government  and  business  mechanical  projects.  Christine  lives  in  Pittsfield  with  her  husband,  Christopher,  and  is  employed  by 
Compuworks  teaching  computer  software.  Christopher  graduated  iin  May  from  NASC  with  a degree  in  accounting  and  is 
employed  by  Canyon  Ranch  in  their  Finance  Department. 

Nini  and  George  Gilder  write:  We  are  adjusting  to  life  with  Louisa  away  in  college.  She  and  her  guitar  have  gone  to 
Dartmouth. 

Tonio  and  Barbara  Palmer  write  from  Kempen,  Germany:  William  deKay  Palmer  was  born  in  Kempen  on  August  31,  a 
real  Labor  Day  weekend  for  us!  We’re  thrilled  about  his  arrival.  In  May  we  relocated  to  this  pretty,  small  town  near  the  Dutch 
border  and  outside  of  Dusseldorf  for  Tonio’s  new  job.  We  miss  Tyringham  and  wish  we  could  be  there  more  frequently. 

Karen  and  Bert  Williams  write:  We  had  a great  trip  to  Germany  to  see  our  son  Keith  and  family.  Keith  is  a communi- 
cations specialist  with  the  U.S.  Army  stationed  in  Kitzengen,  Germany.  As  part  of  the  Bosnian  peace-keeping  operation  he 
served  in  Hungary  for  parts  of  last  year.  His  cousin,  Troy  Winters,  also  in  the  Army,  is  stationed  in  Colorado  Springs  and 
participated  in  Operation  Wildfire  fighting  forest  fires  in  California  and  Oregon. 

Margaret  Olds  Richards  writes:  James  Luchars  negotiated  a better  job  for  himself  in  hotel  real  estate  with  Aldrich, 
Eastman  and  Waltch  in  Boston  and  is  living  with  three  friends  on  Bigelow  Street  in  Cambridge.  Charles  moved  back  East  from 
Seattle  and  is  getting  a Masters  in  Computer  Science  at  SUNY,  New  Paltz,  a great  area  for  rock  climbing  when  he  isn't  building 
decks  for  people  or  playing  ultimate  frisbee.  Margaret  and  Ben  are  enjoying  their  “country  house”  in  Darien  and  the  proximity  of 
family,  sailboat  and  NYC,  where  Margaret  attends  writing  class  at  the  New  School.  Alex  Luchars  has  been  promoted  to  associate 
sales  manager  at  Grove  W (Westinghouse)  Cable.  His  tribe  is  increasing. 

Mary  and  Ozzie  Rathbun  write  : We  had  twin  grandsons  born  July  21 , 1996  ; Ronnie  Michael  and  Shaun  Joseph  Herlihy! 

From  Sam  and  Debbie  Slater:  All  is  well  in  Shelburne,  NY.  Sam  is  president  of  his  Rotary  Club  this  year.  Debbie  has 
been  promoted  to  manage  the  Management  Infgormation  Systems  for  Proctor  and  Gamble  in  Non^rich,  NY.  Daniel  has  been 
enjoying  his  dogs  and  growing  like  a weed! 

Diana  Hitt  Potter  writes:  Born  to  Horatio  and  Elizabeth  Potter  on  April  4,  1996  - Jeffrey  Gunn  Bigelow  Potter. 

Beatrice  Loring  enjoys  hearing  from  old  friends.  Her  address  is  : Gt.  Barrington  Health  Care  148  Maple  Ave  Gt 
Barrington  MA  01230 

Blaine  and  Penelope  Littell  write  from  Stonington,  CT;  Our  dream  house  MAY  be  finished  by  Christmas.  - We  miss  you 
all! 

Gilly  Palmer  writes:  Spring  has  moved  for  now  to  North  Carolina  to  enter  school  and  work.  She’s  living  with  two  girl 

friends. 

John  and  Sissy  Curtin  say:  Lori  is  on  an  exchange  program  through  Westfield  State  with  Winthrop  University  in  Rock  Hill 
SC.  She  will  be  spending  the  entire  school  year  there.  She  has  joined  the  Delta  Zeta  Sorority  there  and  is  enjoying  the  warmer 
weather  of  the  south. 

Mary  Ann  Fennelly  writes:  Kathy  Fennelly  and  Andrew  Bardwell  are  now  living  in  the  beautiful  city  of  Melbourne, 
Australia.  Kathy  is  a travel  agent  and  Andrew  is  a chef.  They  moved  there  from  Lenox  last  January.  Mary  Ann  plans  to  send  a 
copy  of  the  Tyringham  Topics  to  Australia. 

Peter  and  Gail  Charpentier  send  “Hello  to  all  my  Tyringham  friends.”  from  Grandma  Edith,  who  says  that,  ’’Life  is  fine 
here  in  Westfield  Court  Stamford,  Connecticut.” 

Barbara  Adams  says  that  Steve  Adams  graduated  in  May  ‘96  from  Stockbridge  School  of  Agriculture  at  U Mass.  He 
graduated  with  distinction  and  holds  an  Associate  Degree  in  Arboriculture  and  Park  Management. 

Maria  Cole  tells  us  Timolin  gave  birth  to  a baby  boy  May  7 in  Boca  Raton,  Florida.  His  name  is  Julian  Kelly  Augustus. 
Casey  Cole  Ray  is  due  November  6,  with  another  boy  which  will  mean  five  grandsons!!! 

Georgia  Hoyt  Birkett  reports  on  three  grand  daughters’  weddings.  Shari  Ann  Birkett,  daughter  of  Richard  H.  Birkett  and 
Shirley  Cheraker  married  June  22,  1996  at  South  Hero,  VT  to  James  Daniel  Mullen,  son  of  Mr.  and  Mrs  Daniel  Mullen. 

Theresa  Gaye  Butler,  daughter  of  Diane  Birkett  Butler  and  Carl  Butler  of  Pine  Plains,  NY  married  Navy  Lt.  Commander  J.  D. 
Ketterman,  son  of  Mr.  and  Mrs,  Clarke  Ketterman  August  10  1996  at  Pine  Plains,  NY.  J.  D.  Is  stationed  on  the  aircraft  carrier 
Eisenhower.  Tara  Lynn  Birkett,  daughter  of  Richard  H.  Birkett  and  Eva  Birkett  married  Sept  14,  1996  at  Lenox  MA  David 
Monteroso  of  Pittsfield  MA,  son  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  Monteroso. 
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GOOSE  POND-Maintenance  District  Update 

The  water  quality  of  the  lake  continued  to  be  a top 
priority  of  this  Association.  It  was  monitored  this  year  by  a 
new  satellite  program  as  well  as  actual  samplings.  Weed 
control  of  the  lake  was  greatly  helped  by  the  addition  of 
aqua  weevils  to  eat  the  Eurasian  milfoil.  Tim  Puntin,  a 
member  of  the  Prudential  Committee,  reported  that  they 
were  pleased  with  the  results  of  this  study  and  that  the 
district  will  continue  to  apply  for  grants  . The  dam 
ownership  is  still  being  negotiated. 

Lauria  Puntin 

TYRINGHAM  ARTS  COUNCIL 

A grateful  community  salutes  outgoing  chairperson  Mary 
Ann  Brown  and  two-term  council  member  Mini  Gilder  for 
helping  chart  a vital  future  for  this  special  Town  activity. 
The  1996  Arts  Council  activities  include  funds  to  produce 
the  Tyringham  Topics  1996  and  to  sponsor  guest  artist 
Ruth  LaPrise  who,  together  with  a large  group  of  Tyring- 
ham quilters,  will  make  a very  special  quilt  for  our  Town 
Hall. 

Henry  the  Juggler  came  Halloween  Eve  to  entertain  the 
children  and  parents  at  the  annual  Halloween  party  in 
Town  Hall.  Tony  Toledo  worked  with  the  summer  reading 
group  telling  stories  and  encouraging  reading  as  a 
wonderful  experience  . The  Berkshire  Museum  and  Bidwell 
House  received  modest  contributions  toward  their  important 
work  in  Berkshire  County.  John  Porcino  the  storyteller  will 
entertain  children  and  families  for  the  December  Holiday 
party  at  Town  Hall  and  Patty  Carpenter  will  serenade  at  the 
special  luncheon  in  December  sponsored  by  the 
Tyringham  Council  on  Aging. 

The  Tyringham  Arts  Council  will  be  chaired  by  Molly 
Curtin-Schaaefer  with  Secretary  -Treasurer  Kathleen  Kelly- 
Curtin.  Other  members  are  Peter  Charpentier,  Bill  Cosel, 
Bobby  Crosby,  Sissy  Curtin,  Elizabeth  Elliott,  Adrienne 
Miesmer,  Candy  Talbert,  and  Cece  Wasserman. 

Bill  Cosel 

THE  TYRINGHAM  VALLEY  CLUB 

The  Valley  Club  has  evolved  into  an  organization  of 
women  who  meet  primarily  for  social  reasons  although  we 
do  become  involved  in  some  civic  projects.  In  the  past  year 
we  have  furnished  the  Christmas  wreaths  and  planted  and 
weeded  the  flowers  around  town  buildings.  The  steps  in 
memory  of  Agnes  Curtin  have  been  installed  at  the  far  side 
of  the  park.  This  was  a joint  financial  project  of  the  Curtin 
family,  the  Town  and  the  club.  There  has  also  been  an  oak 
tree  planted  by  the  pool  in  memory  of  Stet  Adams  paid  for 
by  the  club.  The  Valley  Club  also  sponsors  the  town  flea 
market  in  July.  New  members  are  always  welcome. 

Barbara  Adams,  Secretary  Tyringham  Valley  Club 

HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB  SCHOLARSHIP 

The  scholarship  committee  met  twice  at  Georgia 
Birkett’s  home.  We  interviewed  three  applicants  and 
awarded  scholarships  to  Nicole  Brown,  who  is  attending 
Mount  Holyoke  College  and  Sean  Burt  and  LeRoy  (Butchy) 
Palmer  from  Goose  Pond.  A big  thank  you  to  Blanche 
Thober  and  Georgia  who  have  resigned  from  the 
Committee. 


Four  Square  Inches  of  Planet  Earth 

A dandelion  with  its  spinnaker 
Billowed  out  with  seed. 

Has  caught  a gnat  who  came  to  rest 
Upon  and  ordinary  weed. 

An  overburdened  ant. 

Wrestling  with  his  stiffened  booty. 

Has  put  a blade  of  grass 
Between  him  and  his  bounden  duty. 

And  just  beyond,  a twig  of  bark, 
which  years  from  now  will  be  an  elm, 
Grov/s  unobservant,  unaware. 

Detached  from  things  which  overwhelm. 

And  now  the  gnat  frees  itself, 
by  pushing  out  a spore. 

The  ant  is  extricated. 

Will  soon  be  back  for  more. 

The  moment  gone,  the  elm  grows  on. 
Knowing  what  it’s  growing  for. 

Elizabeth  Elliott 


Nini  Gilder 


Swimming  lessons  at  the  Town  Pond  sponsored  by  the 
Hop  Brook  Community  Club  -1996 

Standing:  Cody  Schaefer,  Ethan  Curtin,  Ben  Schaefer, 
Henry  Palmer,  Mariah  Hale,  Joshua  Curtin,  Ellie  Slater, 
Olivia  Havill 

Sitting  Middle  Row;  Austin  Consolati,  Cristina  Palmer,  In- 
structor, Kathy  Wilson,  Ben  Consolati,  Andy  Slater, 
Darren  Consolati,  Nannina  Gilder,  Liza  Slater. 

Sitting  Front;  Brody  Hale,  Julie  Slater,  Craig  Slater,  Ben 
Havill,  Amara  Hale. 
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TYRINGHAM  QUILT  BRINGS  US  TOGETHER 

In  the  Fall  of  1989,  Georgia  H.  Birkett  had  the  idea  of 
creating  a Tyringham  Town  Quilt  and  displayed  a Blanford 
Town  Quilt  at  a Hop  Brook  Cmmunity  Club  meeting  to 
pique  the  interest  of  women  who  would  like  to  join  in 
making  it.  Several  came  forward;  the  Tyringham  Quilters 
were  formed  and  Penelope  Littell  was  selected  to  pl^n  the 
design  while  Dorothy  Choquette  was  named  color 
coordinator  and  teacher.  It  took  a long  time  to  execute  the 
formation  of  the  quilt.  Illness  and  logistics  intervened 
(Penelope’s  beautiful  designs  had  to  be  modified  for 
quilting,  the  Littells  moved  to  Stonington  CT  and  Dot  was 
concerned  with  Harvey’s  illness.)  With  Penelope’s 
blessing,  Ruth  LaPrise  was  selected  to  make  these 
changes  and  to  oversee  the  project. 

We  met  in  the  Union  Church  basement  and  at  Georgia 
Birkett’s  and  eventually  the  Selectboard  was  asked 
permission  to  use  a small  meeting  room  in  the  Town  Hall. 
The  Selectboard  supported  us  heartily,  and  gave  us 
permission  as  a town  committee  to  use  the  room  and  also 
the  town  ID  number. 

The  quilters  are  from  both  the  valley  and  the  Goose 
Pond  area.  Although  some  had  to  drop  off  for  various 
reasons,  new  quilters  took  their  places.  Meetings  have 
been  many  and  the  work  arduous.  Only  a quilter  can  know 
the  dedication  that  goes  into  the  making  of  a quilt. 

But  there  is  another  factor,  as  well;  the  dream  of  a town 
quilt  unites  us  all.  The  Selectmen  supported  our  efforts, 
and  the  Hop  Brook  Club  gave  $100  for  materials.  They 
also  applied  for  and  received  a grant  for  Ruth  La  Prise  as 
our  instructor. 

Last  holiday  season  we  gave  her  a craft  book  to  show 
our  appreciation. 

The  quilt  is  far  from  completed,  but  the  1 8 squares  and 
2 banners  comprising  the  quilt  face  are  at  last  finished,  and 
plans  are  being  made  to  sew  the  appliqued  pieces  to- 
gether. The  quilt  is  of  a contemporary  design  and  will  be 
properly  quilted  by  hand.  Then  it  must  be  framed  and 
hung.  It  will  hang  in  the  Town  Hall,  will  be  the  property  of 
the  town  and  under  town  care.  We  hope  it  will  become  a 
permanent  symbol  of  this  the  Tyringham  we  all  love  so 
dearly. 

Georgia  Hoyt  Birkett 

75TH  ANNIVERSARY  CELEBRATION  OF  THE 
TYRINGHAM  UNION  CHURCH  December  29,1995 

The  Federated  churches  began  in  1912.  The  two 
churches  in  the  valley  were  the  Methodist  Episcopal  church 
and  the  Baptist  Society.  Both  churches  were  losing  income 
and  members. 

“The  Congregation  of  the  Union  Church  in  Tyringham, 
Massachusetts”  was  organized  and  incorporated  with  a 
“certificate"  issued  as  such  by  the  Secretary  of  State  of 
Massachusetts,  January  8,  1921.  The  75th  anniversary 
celebration  was  held  on  the  anniversary  date,  December 
29,  1995,  in  the  basement  room  of  the  church.  Weather 
was  a factor  in  this  decision.  It  was  slippery  and  piles  of 
snow  filled  the  porch.  Poinsettias  decorated  the  room  and 
pastor  E.  Charles  Frank  read  the  history  and  passed  out 
copies  of  “who  we  are”  by  Mrs.  Richard  E.  Birkett^Church 
Historian. 

The  people  signed  the  Guest  Book  under  the  heading  of 
the  75th  Anniversary.  The  pastor  and  his  wife,  Laura,  and 


children  helped  and  cooked  a nice  spaghetti  dinner  in  the 
kitchen  with  salad,  breads,  and  desserts  brought  by  folks 
attending.  Carolyn  Canon  and  Ruth  Morse  and  others 
helped.  Our  oldest  communicant,  Millicent  McIntosh,  age 
97,  was  present,  and  Arnold  Hale,  93,  son  of  Mrs.  Clarence 
Hale  (Jessie),  one  of  the  signers  of  the  Organization  and 
Incorporation  of  the  Union  Church,  was  also  there.  Both  of 
these  people  have  served  the  church  in  many  ways  over 
the  years. 

A sense  of  togetherness  and  purpose  made  the 
celebration  very  special, 

Georgia  Hoyt  Birkett 


Gabey  Cosel 

PARK  COMMISSION 

The  Tyringham  Park  Commission  has  worked  this  year 
on  finishing  a 2 year  project.  We  started  last  fall  with  our 
1995  “Park  Day”  fund  raiser  which  was  a huge  success. 
We  have  completed  90%  of  the  project.  We  have  installed 
a fence,  picnic  tables,  a bench  at  the  park  and,  at  the  town 
pool,  picnic  tables,  a grill,  signs,  beach  sand  and  weed 
control. 

This  summer  we  have  concentrated  on  plantings.  We 
have  planted  11  trees  at  the  park  and  pool.  We  have 
planted  day  lilies  by  the  steps  at  the  park  by  the  backstop, 
which  was  also  replaced.  Day  lilies  have  also  been  planted 
behind  the  play  structure. 

All  of  the  children  really  enjoy  the  play  structure,  which 
is  designed  for  use  by  infants  through  teenagers.  The  play- 
ground was  a community  effort  and  the  enjoyment  the  kids 
get  out  of  it  is  priceless.  It  has  really  brought  the  children 
together.  The  Park  Commission  sponsored  a “Kick  off 
Summer”  get-together  in  May  with  Bowie  the  clown.  The 
children  all  enjoyed  Bowie’s  magic. 

The  Park  Commissioners,  Molly  Curtin-Schaefer, 
Kathleen  Kelly-Curtin,  Player  Crosby  and  Steve  Adams, 
would  like  to  thank  the  Steering  Committee,  Tyringham  Fire 
Department,  Tyringham  Valley  Club,  Hop  Brook  Club, 
Tyringham  Highway  Department,  Studley  Press,  and  the 
many  volunteers  who  helped  in  so  many  ways  with  our  fund 
raisers,  installation  of  the  playground,  donations  for  the 
auction  and  food  donations.  You  are  all  very  generous;  we 
have  the  playground  to  show  for  it  and  we  thank  you  for 
your  support. 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer  Park  Commisioner. 
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Kate  Geif 


TYRINGHAM  UNION  CHURCH 

“Do  not  judge,  or  you  too  will  be  judged.  For  in  the 
same  way  you  judge  others,  you  will  be  judged,  and  with 
the  measure  you  use,  it  will  be  measured  to  you. 

Why  do  you  look  at  the  speck  of  sawdust  in  your 
brother’s  eye  and  pay  no  attention  to  the  plank  in  your  own 
eye?  How  can  you  say  to  your  brother,  ‘Let  me  take  the 
speck  out  of  your  eye.’  when  all  the  time  there  is  a plank  in 
your  own  eye?  You  hypocrite,  first  take  the  plank  out  of 
your  eye  and  then  you  will  see  clearly  to  remove  the  speck 
from  your  brother’s  eye. 

Matthew  7:1-5 

The  instructions  of  Jesus  are  very  clear  regarding 
whether  or  not  we  should  judge  others;  He  says,  “DON’T!“ 
And  yet,  one  of  the  ways  that  Christians  fail  to  be 
representatives  of  Christ  is  this  all  too  common 
characteristic  of  being  bitingly  critical  of  others.  It  is  a 
problem  for  all  of  us.  There  is  something  very  seductive 
and  self-flattering  about  criticism.  We  feel  superior  to 
others  while  failing  to  perceive  how  vindictive  and  cruel  we 
have  become. 

The  teaching  of  Jesus  is  quite  simple:  if  I see  a 
speck  in  your  eye,  I can  be  assured  there  is  at  least  a 6X6 
in  mine.  Additionally,  every  wrong  thing  that  I see  in  you, 
God  will  rapidly  reveal  to  me  this  same  flaw  in  my  own 
character.  Every  time  I judge,  I condemn  myself. 

So  what  can  we  do?  First,  realize  that  we  never 
know  all  the  information  about  another  person’s  cir- 
cumstance. Second,  it  is  a long  and  prayerful  journey  to 
get  to  the  land  of  humility  where  a non-critical  temperament 
can  thrive.  And  third,  whether  you  think  you  are  ready  or 
not , come  visit  the  proving  ground  with  the  other  test  pilots; 
your  local  church. 

In  Christ 

Chuck  Frank,  Pastor,  Union  Church 

P S.  Our  Christmas  candlelight  service  is  at  8 pm  on  De- 
cember 24th  followed  by  a manger  scene  in  the  sheep 
barn  at  Four  Brooks  Farm  at  10  pm. 

Come  worship  with  us! 


TYRINGHAM  COMMUNITY  POST  OFFICE  - 01264 

The  term,  “Tyringham  Gathering  Place”  brings  two 
places  immediately  to  mind  - The  town  landfill,  and  our 
stone  post  office.  Both  are  places  where  one  can  share  a 
warm  “hello”  with  friend  or  vague  acquaintence  without 
social  affectation  - a greeting  taken  at  face  value. 

Our  post  office  has  always  held  charm  for  me. 
Maybe  I feel  noble  that  I must  go  our  and  fetch  mail  or 
perhaps  it  is  smugness  at  having  my  own  little  box.  I feel 
thrown  back  in  time  when  I step  into  that  little  space;  from 
sharing  a few  words  to  reading  notices,  thank-yous  and 
announcements  etc.  on  the  bulletin  board,  I gain  a sense  of 
belonging  . I may  not  know  every  name  I see  but  I feel  our 
connection  in  the  valley. 

The  late  Robert  Clark,  according  to  Peter  Curtin, 
was  the  major  mover  in  getting  a Community  Post  Office 
established.  On  Dec.  24  1975  the  contract  was  approved 
and  first  signed  by  the  U.  S.  Postal  service.  Before  that  a 
regular  US  Post  Office  had  been  kept  at  the  General  Store 
by  Postmaster  Carl  Curtin  and  later  his  widow;  without  a 
Community  Post  Office,  the  town  would  have  gone  entirely 
to  rural  delivery. 

Liz  Fullemann,  who  now  lives  in  Pittsfield,  was  our 
first  “Postmistress”  with  capable  help  from  Alice  Slater. 
Helen  Curtin  was  next,  followed  by  Irma  Clark,  who  held 
the  post  twelve  years,  and  now  we  have  Marilyn  Curtin. 
Irma  and  Helen  can  still  be  seen  there  sorting  mail  and 
Sarah  Hudson  is  training  as  a helping  hand. 

I happened  on  some  words  by  Massachusetts 
statesman,  Edward  Everett  (1784-1865)  in  The  Mount 
Vernon  Papers  You’ll  all  recall  him,  right?  He  gave  the 
principal  speech  at  Gettysburg  on  the  same  occasion  that 
produced  Lincoln’s  Gettysburg  Address.  His  words 
encouraged  me  to  view  the  Post  Office  with  a deeper 
sense  of  value.: 

“When  I contemplate  the  extent  to  which  the  moral 
sentiments,  the  intelilgence,  the  affections  of  so  many 
millions  of  people,  - sealed  up  by  a sacred  charm  within  the 
cover  of  a letter,  - daily  circulate  through  a country,  I am 
compelled  to  regard  the  Post  Office,  next  to  Christianity,  as 
the  right  arm  of  our  modern  civilization.” 

In  this  age  of  e-mail,  FAXes,  telephones,  and  other 
hi-tech  means  of  communication,  I think  these  words  can 
provide  us  all  with  some  “down  time”  for  reflection. 

Mary  Ann  Brown 
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COMINGS  AND  GOINGS 

According  to  our  Town  Assessor,  Harry  Gustafson, 
we  had  only  three  real  estate  transfers  this  year.  While 
three  is  certainly  a small  number,  in  a town  of  our  size,  it 
represents  substantial  change.  To  neighbors  who  have 
recently  “moved  on”  (I'm  convinced  one  never  leaves 
Tyringham)  we  send  sincere  best  wishes  and  hopes  they’ll 
remember  us.  To  new  neighbors,  we  say,  “Welcome.”  We 
hope  you’ll  be  here  as  long  as  Ann  Davis  (48  yrs),  Blanche 
Thober  (30yrs)  and  Maria  Cole(25  yrs) 

DAVIS  TO  TALBERT-ATKINS 

Ann  Davis  and  her  late  husband,  Don,  moved  from 
Bronxville,  NY  to  Tyringham  in  1948,  purchasing  the  Gin- 
gerbread House  from  the  estate  of  the  late  Sir  Henry  Hud- 
son Kitson  three  months  after  Kitson’s  death.  They  had  a 
dream:  to  leave  urban  America  and  embark  on  a new  con- 
cept of  life  in  a country  home.  They  opened  the  Tyring- 
ham Art  Gallery  after  much  hard  work  in  1953.!” 

Their  son,  Donald  II,  was  born  in  1947,  and  a sec- 
ond son,  Gary,  in  1952.  Both  sons  grew  up  in  an  artistic 
enviroment  and  today  Donald  II  works  for  Cummings 
Stained  Glass  in  Adams  and  Gary,  an  artist  in  Florida,  is 
having  his  first  one-man  show  this  year. 

When  Don,Sr.  died  in  1987,  Ann,  continued  to  run 
the  gallery  from  Memorial  Day  to  Labor  Day  with  son  Don- 
ald’s help  until  this  year.  She  is  now  living  in  Lee  until  she 
decides  what  she  wants  to  do  with  her  life.  As  in  years 
past,  she’ll  visit  Spain  this  winter. 

Ann  has  many  wonderful  memories  of  Tyringham 
- leading  a little  girls’  club  called  “The  Stitch  and  Stir,”  being 
a den  mother,  and,  of  course,  participating  in  the  Hop 
Brook  Club  - not  to  mention  all  the  joy  and  friends  the  gal- 
lery have  given  her  over  the  years. 

When  asked  for  a farewell  message  for  Tyring- 
ham, Ann  said,  ” In  the  words  of  my  late  husband,  ‘If  I had  it 
to  do  over  again.  I’d  do  it  over  again.’” 

Candy  Talbert  and  Michael  Atkins  are  like  the 
Davises  in  their  reasons  for  being  drawn  to  Tyringham  and 
to  the  Gingerbread  House.  They  both  gave  up  corporate 
jobs  because  they  wanted  to  spend  more  time  together  as 
a family  and  are  thrilled  to  be  living  “in  bucolic  Tyringham” 
and  enjoyed  so  much  meeting  some  of  their  new  neighbors 
at  the  recent  church  supper.  They  have  a daughter, 
Courtney,  who  is  in  8th  grade  at  Cameron  School,  Lenox. 
Courtney,  in  turn,  has  a guinea  pig  named  Howie  and  a dog 
named  Frannie.  Courtney  has  been  riding  since  the  age  of 
six,  and  asks  anyone  in  town  needing  horse  care  to  please 
give  her  a call  at  243-0654. 

Michael  is  originally  from  California  and  Candy 
from  New  York.  He  was  a computer  analyst  at  GE  and 
Candy  was  Director  of  Expressive  Arts  at  Kimball  Farms. 
In  addition  to  her  work  as  an  art  therapist.  Candy  managed 
an  art  gallery  when  first  out  of  college,  and  the  couple  ran 
“Blackstone’s,  an  art  and  antiques  gallery  in  Lenox. 

The  Tyringham  gallery  will  still  be  seasonal,  with 
H.H.  Kitson’s  original  name,  “Santarella,”  meaning  “maker 
of  small  images.”  Candy  and  Michael’s  goal  is  to  show- 


case Kitson’s  art.  He  has  a large  body  of  work  in  Europe 
and  America  and  they  hope  to  produce  museum  quality 
pictures  of  his  art  to  display  in  the  gallery,  in  addition  to  pro- 
viding space  for  contemporary  artists  to  present  their  works. 


Margaret  Katz  and  Daughter  Rebecca  on  Main  Street  in 
Gt.  Barrington  Joel  Librizzi/Berkshire  Eagle  staff 

THOBER  TO  DEMOS 

Blanche  Kuster  Thober  and  her  late  husband.  Bill, 
wanted  an  old  house  to  call  home.  They  found  their  dream 
home  in  one  of  the  few  brick  houses  in  the  county  in  1966 
and  lovingly  set  about  restoring  it  over  the  next  five  years. 
Their  move  from  Tarrytown  NY  to  Tyringham  provided 
them  and  us  with  many  fond  memories. 

In  thirty  years  as  a Tyringham  neighbor,  Blanche 
belonged  to  the  Hop  Brook  Club  (she  was  treasurer  for  10 
years).  Union  Church,  Recording  for  the  Blind,  and  she  has 
the  distinction  of  being  Arrowhead’s  first  guide.  Many  of  us 
remember  going  to  Blanche’s  to  make  Christmas  wreaths 
to  be  hung  in  the  windows  of  the  Union  Church  and  taking 
our  children  there  for  Halloween  Trick-or-Treating.  For 
years,  Blanche  and  Bill  helped  with  the  Easter  Sunrise  ser- 
vice and  breakfast  at  church.  And  some  of  us  had  the  privi- 
lege of  picking  some  of  her  Astrican  apples  to  make  the 
most  perfect,  pink,  child-delighting  applesauce  imaginable. 

Bill  passed  away  two  years  ago,and  Blanche  de- 
cided to  move  to  Kimball  Farms.  She’s  enjoying  going  to 
concerts,  lectures,  old  movies  and  honng  her  bridge  skills. 
In  fact,  she’s  been  in  second  place  for  two  out  of  the  last 
three  weeks! 

Blanche’s  fondest  memories  are  the  happy  hours 
she  and  Bill  spent  in  their  white  brick  house.  She  invites  all 
of  her  old  neighbors  to  come  and  visit.  As  she  is  living  next 
door  to  Mary  Curtin,  one  can  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
two  dear  neighbors  at  the  same  time. 

Continued  next  page.. 
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John  Demos  is  a professor  at  Yale  University,  spe- 
cializing in  17th  and  18th  century  colonial  history.  The 
most  recent  product  of  his  distinguished  career  is  The  Un- 
redeemed Captive,  a Family  Story  From  Early  America,  a 
National  Book  Award  finalist.  It  takes  place  in  Deerfield  MA 
in  1704  and  centers  around  the  kidnaping  of  Minister  John 
Williams’  small  daughter,  Anna.  In  this  gripping  story.  Pro- 
fessor Demos  has  woven  scholarly  research  and  “the  ulti- 
mate horror  for  parents”  into  a story  so  compelling  that  it 
became  a best  seller. 

Virginia  Demos  is  a psychologist , an  affiliated  staff 
member  at  Austin  Riggs,  in  Stockbridge.  Daughter  Alison 
is  currently  studying  Anthropology  at  Princeton.  Just  now 
she  is  working  on  an  ethnography  of  a Brooklyn  police  pre- 
cinct. Moira,  also  living  in  Brooklyn,  a Colombia  graduate, 
is  working  in  the  film  industry  as  a camera/light  technician. 

We  will  have  a chance  to  glimpse  the  Demoses 
walking  with  their  “at  home  family,”  two  Alaskan  mal- 
amutes,  Cleo  and  Ajax. 

COLE  TO  QUILLEN 

Maria  Cole  writes  the  following  farewell  message  from  Bos- 
ton: 

“To  Tyringham  with  Love: 

Tears  of  Happiness  and  sadness  come  in  my  eyes 
every  time  I think  of  Tyringham  and  my  South  House. 

I will  never  forget  my  twenty-five  years  there.  I wish 
I had  been  brave  enough  to  stay  - even  alone.  Alas!  There 
comes  a time  in  one’s  life  when  changes  are  necessary  - 
for  whatever  reasons. 

The  Town  of  Tyringham  welcomed  me  and  my 
family  with  open  arms.  This  was  my  favorite  home;  yes, 
even  beyond  the  one  I shared  with  my  late  husband,  Nat 
Cole. 

Thank  you  for  just  being  you.  God  bless  each  and 
every  one  of  you.  As  long  as  I live,  I will  always  come  back. 

I love  you,  Tyringham!” 

Maria  Cole  November,  1996 

Bronwyn  Quillen  writes  from  New  York,  “ My  hus- 
band, Parker,  runs  and  investment  management  firm  is 
New  York  City.  I am  an  antique  dealer  and  full  time  mother 
to  our  son,  Declan  (age  20  months).  Though  we  live  full 
time  in  NYC,  we  are  in  love  with  Tyringham  and  cherish  our 
weekends  there.  We  are  hoping  to  move  there  full  time  in 
the  next  several  years. 

We  got  to  know  the  area  about  six  years  ago  when 
we  started  visiting  some  great  friends  in  Lenox.  Our  house- 
hunting began  informally  several  years  ago,  but  had  our 
eyes  on  South  House  from  the  first  time  we  saw  it  two  or 
three  years  ago.  Tyringham,  has  enchanted  us,  not  just  by 
its  natural  beauty,  but  by  the  charm  of  residents  we  have 
met  thus  far.  We  hope  to  have  South  House  for  the  rest  of 
our  lives  and  pass  it  on  to  our  children.” 

Welcome  Bronwyn,  Parker  and  young  Declan! 

Mary  Ann  Brown 


Sisters  of  the  Visitation 

“Thereupon  Mary  set  out  proceeding  in  haste  into  the  hill 
country”  Luke  1:39 


The  purpose  of  this  article  is  to  share  with  you,  our 
friends  and  neighbors,  some  of  the  outstanding  events  of 
this  historic  year  in  Tyringham’s  new  monastery  on  the  hill. 
To  relate  everything  that  has  transpired  in  and  about  Mont 
Deux  Coeurs  - Mount  of  the  Two  Hearts  of  Jesus  and  Mary 
- would  be  an  impossible  task.  This  is  but  a glimpse  into  the 
lives  of  the  24  Sisters  of  the  Visitation,  aged  33  to  104,  here 
in  Tyringham  this  past  momentous  year. 

The  history  of  the  Tyringham  Valley  and  the  history  of 

this  Visitation  Monastery  have 
flowed  into  one,  the  two  now 
forever  Indissolubly  linked 
In  the  mysterious 
designs 
of  God. 


Sisters  of  the  Visitation  Monastery.  Left  to  right:  Judy  (a 
retreater),  Sister  Grace,  Sister  Mary  Charles,  Sister  Mary 
Francis,  Sister  Margaret  Mary,  Sister  Mary  Ruth: 


Every  ending  is  a beginning;  thus  dawned  December  15, 
1995.  After  years  of  prayer,  fasting,  discernment,  discus- 
sions, meeting  upon  meeting,  journey  after  journey,  we,  the 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation  of  Holy  Mary  set  out  proceeding  in 
haste  to  the  beautiful,  white  covered  Berkshire  Hills  of 
Tyringham,  Massachusetts  where  we  believed  the  Holy 
Spirit  beckoned.  This  was  indeed  a new  beginning  for  the 
Lord’s  remnant  from  Wilmington,  Delaware. 

Our  first  full  day  in  our  new  House  of  Prayer  was  ush- 
ered in  with  the  celebration  of  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the 
Mass  by  our  faithful  Bishop  Thomas  Dupre  with  our  dear 
Father  Walter  Dziordz  MIC,  one  of  our  chaplains,  and  Fa- 
ther William  Hamilton  as  Master  of  Ceremonies.  The  entire 
monastery  was  blessed  by  the  Bishop  along  with  God’s 
“special  acre,”  our  cemetery. 

But  our  numbers  were  still  incomplete  for  our  older  Sis- 
ters and  those  who  cared  for  them  during  two  and  a half 
long  years  had  not  yet  joined  us.  Thus  Tuesday,  Decem- 
ber 19  was  another  very  important  day  as  we  traveled  to 
the  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame  at  “The  Lake.”  The  parting  for 
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the  Sisters  of  Notre  Dame  at  “The  Lake.”  The  parting  for 
them  and  for  us  was  heart-wrenching  to  say  the  least.  Fi- 
nally, on  December  28,  Sister  Mary  Frances  deSales  ar- 
rived from  another  Visitation  Monastery  in  Virginia  where 
she  had  been  warmly  loved  and  cared  for.  Now  ALL  were 
Home;”  Although  two  of  the  sisters  continue  to  remaining  a 
nursing  facility  ion  Maryland. 

Two  months  from  the  date  of  her  arrival  in  Tyringham 
our  beloved  Sister  Mary  Agnes  Ortiz  was  laid  to  rest  in  our 
cemetery,  February  19.  Sister  Mary  Agnes  would  have 
been  92  on  February  26.  Sister  was  a gifted  artist  and  had 
longed  to  see  Tyringham.  This  was  granted  her  for  she 
visited  every  nook  and  corner  in  that  short  space  of  time. 
Over  and  over  we  heard  “Ah,  it  is  beautiful,  beautiful.”  Sis- 
ter Mary  Raphaelle  Brennan  had  died  the  previous  August 
in  the  loving  Convent  at  Worcester. 

Talks  on  the  spirituality  of  the  Sacred  Heart  began  in  our 
new  monastery  on  March  3rd.  The  first  Sunday  of  almost 
every  month  from  4 to  5 pm  our  Sisters  speak  about  the 
different  aspects  of  the  Heart  of  Christ;  thus  fulfilling  the 
mandate  Our  Lord  gave  to  our  sister.  Saint  Margaret 
Mary  Alacoque  in  1675. 

Saturday,  April  13  saw  our  doors  open  to  our  precious 
Notre  Dame  Sisters  and  friends  fromWorcester.  We 
wanted  somehow  to  say,  “thank  you.”  It  was  a day  of  great 
joy  and  reunion;  yet  our  “Thank  you”  to  them  is  ongoing 
and  ever  deepening. 

We  joined  in  heart  as  our  Marian  Fathers  of  the 
Imaculate  Conception  celebrated  Mercy  Sunday  on  Eden 
Hill  in  Stockbridge. 

May  the  loving,  merciful  Heart  of  Christ  reign. 

Praise  and  thanksgiving  was  also  the  theme  of  our  spe- 
cial April  27  th  Open  House  just  for  our  Tyringham  friends 
and  neighbors.  It  was  a graced  day  for  us  and,  we  hope,  for 
all  of  you. 

Then  came  May  10th  and  the  1 1th  when  over  2000  per- 
sons from  far  and  near  toured  our  Monastery.  Two  bus 
loads  plus  many  cars  arrived  from  Wilmington.  It  all  flowed 
so  smoothly  and  all  seemed  pleased  with  what  they  saw. 
And  we  rejoiced  to  have  this  time  to  share  with  our  many 
friends  and  benefactors  God’s  dwelling  on  this  hill. 

“And  the  Glory  of  the  Lord  filled  the  Dwelling”  Ex  40:34 

The  day  of  the  Lord,  the  great  and  glorious  day  of  the 
Lord  was  Sunday,  May  12,  1996.  A dream  come  true.  The 
dedication  of  our  Chapel  and  the  establishment  of  Solemn 
Papal  Enclosure.  The  Monastery  of  the  Visitation  of  Holy 
Mary  in  Tyringham,  Massachusetts  was  formally 
established  -ALLELUIA!!!. 

Since  that  day  our  chapel  has  been  formally  open  for 
quiet  prayer  from  6 am  to  6pm  with  Mass  about  7:40am 
and  Vespers  at  5pm. 

The  very  next  day.  May  13,  feast  of  our  Lady  of  Fatima, 
Sister  Mary  Loretto  Reddy  was  called  home  by  the  Bride- 


groom She  had  loved  and  served  so  faithfully.  Though 
weak.  Sister  Mary  Loretto  had  been  present  to  receive  our 
visitors  at  Open  House  and  was  in  the  Chapel  for  the  entire 
Dedication  ceremony.  Sister  was  calmly  and  peacefully 
ready  when  Jesus  called.  Sister  Mary  Loretto  was  buried 
May  15th,  her  84th  birthday.  Thus  our  sharing  in  Christ’s 
Paschal  Mystery  was  once  again  poignantly  experienced. 

June  was  also  a time  for  endings  and  beginnings. 
Mother  Margaret  Mary  Rumpf  had  been  our  Superior  for 
ten  long,  dramatic  years  during  which  time  she  heard  the 
voice  of  God  echo  over  and  over  in  the  depths  of  her  being. 
“Behold  I make  all  things  new.”  Mother  is  a woman  open  in 
faith  to  the  Spirit’s  lead.  Our  presence  here  strongly  testi- 
fies to  this.  But  according  to  our  Constitutions  the  time  had 
come  for  her  to  relinquish  her  charge.  We  are  profoundly 
grateful  for  all  Mother  Margaret  Mary  has  done  and  contin- 
ues to  do  and  to  be  in  our  midst.  Mother  Mary  Frances 
Metz  was  elected  Superior  on  June  10th.  We  walk  in  our 
Journey  of  Faith  under  Mother  Mary  Frances’  gentle  lead- 
ership, confident  that  it  is  the  Lord  who  continues  to  lead 
us. 


Mother  Mary  Francis  Metz,  Mother  Superior  of  the  Tyring- 
ham Community  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Visitation. 

Surely  much,  much  more  could  be  related  about  our 
doings,  about  our  visitors,  about  our  God.  We  believe  it  is 
enough  for  you  to  know  we  are  truly  grateful  to  God  for 
Wilmington  and  for  all  that  has  been;  and  grateful  to  God 
for  Tyringham  and  all  that  is  and  will  be.  In  our  life  of 
prayer  you  certainly  are  remembered.  Please  pray  for  us 
that  we  become  ever  more  “Daughters  of  Prayer”  in  the 
Heart  of  the  Church,  in  the  heart  of  Tyringham. 

Sister  Mary  Charles  Dougherty  VHM 
God  be  Praised! 
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Merry  Christmas  ^ Happy  Hanukkah  ^ 

A Peaceful  New  Year 


In  memory  ofStet 

Barbara  Adams  and  children 
Dutch,  Margo  Allen  & Dustin 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop 
In  memory  of  Harold  S.  Atkins 
Michael  Atkins,  Candy  Talbert 

and  Courtney  Talbert 

Ken  & Sue  Baker 

Babbie  Barhydt,  Peter  Barhydt 

& Marjorie  B.  Allen 

Bill  & Betty  Bean 

with  Amy  & Whitney  (Canine  Kids!) 

Jennifer  Bishop  Daniel  Mark  Epstein, 

& Teddy  Epstein 

Judith  Bishop  & Maia  Bishop  Bookoff 
Susan  Bishop  & Rachel  Uchitel 
Happy  Christmas  to  All! 

Mrs  Richard  E.  Birkett  & Family: 

Richard  Hoyt  Birkett  and  Eva, 

Diane  Birkett  and  Carl  Butler, 

Donald  and  Arlene  Birkett, 

Allan  and  Martha  Birkett  Joyner 
Greetings  to  everyone  in  Tyringham  with  special  thanks  and 
best  wishes  to  Bob,  Matt,  and  Billy  Carty  of  Tyringham  and 
the  Beaver  Builders. 

Jan  Brett  & Joe  Hearne 
Teresa,  Bragdon  & John  Canon 
Bob  & Mary  Ann  Brown,  Nicole  & Alexis 
Erik  Bruun  and  family 
Peter  Bruun  and  family 

Jacob  and  Irmgard  Bucher 
Henning,  Joyce  & Kimberly  Carlson 

Michael,  Becky,  Jillian  & Zachary  Carlson 
Carolyn  G.  Canon 
John  N.  Canon  & John  G.  Canon 
Feliz  Navidad  Y Prospero  Apo  Nuevo 
Edgar  Chamorro 
Peter,  Gail,  Elisabeth,  & Matthew 
and  Grandma  Edith  Charpentier 
Bob,  Sue,  Aubrey,  & Noah  Choquette 
In  Harvey’s  memory  - 
Dot  Choquette 

Chuck,  Terry,  David,  Jon  & Kevin  Clark 
Rod,  Tina,,  Jason,  Shane  and  Britany  Clark 
A Merry  Christmas  & A Happy  New  Year  in  memory  of  Wilbur 
& Mary  Clark  family  and  friends  from  Francis  & Betty 


Maria  Cole,  Timolin  Cole  Augustus, 
Casey  Cole  Ray 
Daniel  Jocz  & Katherine  Bock 


Jim,  Karen,  Ben,  Austin,  Darren, 

& Evan  Consolati 

Bill  Cosel,  Adrienne  Miesmer,  Gabey  & Molly 
Bobbie,  Player,  Jay,  & Kit  Crosby; 

Butch  and  Lisa  Curtin 

Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  C.  Larry  Curtin;  & Christopher  & 
Christine  Curtin  Barry 
Gerry  Curtin 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin;  Denise  & Joey  Curtin; 

Tim,  Katy,  & Shawn  Murphy;  & Jim, 

Helen,  & Kara  Curtin 

Johnny  & Sissy,  Mike  & Pam,  Mark,  & Lori  Curtin 
Mary  Curtin;  Eugene,  Nancy, 

Kevin,  Gene,  & Scott 
Matt,  Kitty,  Dillon,  & Devin  Curtin 
& Dan  McDonald 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin; 

Michelle  Goodfellow  & Peter  Curtin  Jr., 

Ethan,  & Collin,  Jamie, 

Adriene  , Joshua,  Nissa  & Asia 
Terry  & Marilyn  Curtin; 

Steve,  Kelly  & Tony  ; 

Beth,  Greg  & Kyle  Curtin 
Tommy  & Maggie  Curtin 
Holly  & Putt  Darey 
Philip,  Hilary,  Maisie  & Pip  Deely 
Betty  L.  Dennis 
Tom  & Therese  Dillon 
Harry  Ellis  Dickson  and  family 
John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax, 

David  & Adam  Donald 
Alice  Donald  & Alison  Donald 
Merry  Christmas 
to  all  our  family  & friends 
In  loving  memory  of 
Roy  & Candace  Heath 

Gerry  & Donna  Drake  & family 
Bill  & Connie  Dyer; 

Arthur  & Jane  Dyer; 

Beverly  & Heidi  Elsensohn 
Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott 

Gino  and  Mary  Errichetto  Gabey  Cosel 

Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett;  John  & Carol; 

Donald  & Bridget;  Annette  & James 
Eddie  & Dianne  Fennelly 
Everrett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly  & family 
Everett,  Mary  Beth,  & Luke  Fennelly; 

Kathleen  & Andrew  Bardwell; 

Amy  Fennelly  & Byron  Renderer 
Nan  & Paul  Freed 

Allan  & Mary  Garner,  Nancy  & Stephen  Wood 
Greetings  from  Heidelberg 

Stefan  & Helena  Palmer  Gatterburg 
& Damian  deKay 
George,  Nini,  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard,  Nannina  Gilder 
Mellie,  David,  Cindy,  & Allison  Gilder; 

Josh  & Anne-Lee  Gilder 
Virginia  Gorman, 

Carter  and  Susan  Fleming  Moran 
James,  Karen,  & Spenser  Gralla 
Richard,  Lindsay,  & Mark  Greene 
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Larry,  Sally,  Eric,  & Laura  Griffin  & Sneekers 
Arnold  B.  Hale  & Alice  M.  Hale 
In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  Hale 
Donald  & Mary  Hale 
Suzanne  Hale  Brody, 

Mariah,  & Amara  Hale 
Kevin  Dougherty,  Amy  Hunt,  Ashley  Hunt, 

Henry  Hall  IV,  & Elizabeth  Hall 
Jim  and  Susie  Harding 
Peggy  & Mason  Harding 
Kathleen  & Stuart  Harrod 
Sandy,  Arnold,  Cathy,  & Suzie  Hayne 
Happy  Holidays  to  all  our  Tyringham  Neighbors! 

Peter,  Ann,  Willie,  & Nicky  Herbst 
Eleanor  & Rockwell  Hoag 
Maggie  Howard 
Barclay  & Kerstin  Hudson 
Sean  & Elayne,  Colin, 

Sarah  Hudson 

Arlene  Jennings  & Blase  Katterhagen 
Ken,  Kenny,  & Linda  Jones 
Al,  Martha,  Jason,  & Allison  Joyner 
Tom  Kasprzak,  Kathleen  “ Pease”  Pease 
Bill  and  Heather  Treat  Ketchen 
Margaret  Dillon  Katz  , Joe  Katz,  & Rebecca 
Mary  D.  & Wil  Kierstead, 

Plum  & Susanna,  & Nick 
George  & Betty  Kramer; 

Alice  Truax,  Charles  Truax; 

Janie  Thrailkill  & Hawley  Truax,  & Olivia 
Lucyan  Kraszeski  and  family 


Alan  & Lisa;  Nancy  & Ronald  Robitaille 
Rebecca,  Alan  and  David  Jakacky 


Dot  & Richard  Loring;  Rick,  Ann  & Alisha  Loring,  E.  J.  Abbott, 
Ed  & Marion  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

Tunk,  Dede,  & Tony  Loring; 

Billy,  Rhonda,  Dylan,  & Isaac  Winters; 

Ed,  Elaie,  Bryan,  & Jordan  Arnold; 

Chuck,  Katlie,  & MacKenzie  Loring 
Millicent  McIntosh 
Mrs  John  S.  McLennan 
Helena  Gilder  Miller  & Family: 

Rodman  & Gabriel; 

Julia,  Tess,  Nadia,  & Steven  Hartman; 

Amasa,  Anita,  Elisa,  & Ayla; 

Ginny,  Molly,  Chris,  & Lunt  Nuttle 
Anne,  Jonathan,  Sam&  Sarah  Moffett 
Polly  Perkins  Montgomery  & Family 


The  Bob  Moskin  family 
Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Niall, 

& Siobhan  Murphy 
Tonio,  Barbara,  Caroline 
and  William  Palmer 
Gilder,  Anne,  Reese,  Walter 
& Spring  Palmer 

LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelly,  & Butch  Palmer 
John  & Hylie  Pappenheimer  & Family 
Ned  & Petey  Perkins  & Family 
In  memory  of  Viola  Picken 
David  & Jan  Picken 
Jesse  Pierce 

Diana  Hitt  Potter;  Horatio  & Elizabeth  Potter 

Donald,  Lauria,  & Matthew  Puntin 

Mrs  Phillips  W.  Pursell 

Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun 

Judy  Reber 

Margaret  Rector;  William  & Susan  Barkin 
& daughters,  Lily  & Eliza  Grace 
Chuck,  Julie,  Gabriel  & Benjamin  Reich 
Margaret  Olds  Richards;  Barrie;  Alex  & Poppy;  Thomas  & 
Robert;  Charles  & James  Luchars 
Libby  & Mort  Saks; 

Deb  & Don;  Laurie,  Dan,  Jessica,  & Jacob 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota,  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Engene,  Ina,  Eric,  & Nancy  Schnell; 

Vicki  & Jay  Rosen 
Dennis  & Peggy  Reber  Shapson 
Frank  & Fran  Stracuzzi 
Phillippa  Claude  & Tony  Stretton 
Memory  of  Dan  Slater  & Grace  Slater 
Charlie  & Liz  Slater 
Sam,  Debbie  & Daniel  Slater 
Mary  and  Gene  Smith  & Family; 

Liz  Spencer 

The  Sullivans;  Michael,  Kerry,  Kelly 
& Michael 

Ruth  Swart 

In  memory  of  my  father  John  McLennan 
Angelica  McLennan  Syp, 

Marc  & Miranda 
Blanche  K.  Thober 
Asher  E.  Treat 
Don  & Janet  Umlauf 
Brian  & Sidney  Urquhart  ,and  family 
Gordon  & Kate  VanOrman  & Family 
Barbara,  Deric,  Jennifer 
& Stephanie  Washburn 
Cece  and  Herb  Wasserman  and  family 
The  Whalens  - Joe,  Marion,  Denny,  Ken, 

Pauline,  Kirsty  & Ashley 
Bert,  Karen,  Tim  & Chad  Williams 

Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley,  & Linsey  Williams 
Mark  & Liz  Williams 
Evelyn  Winters 
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Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  in  the  interests  of  church  and  community 


ONE  HUNDRED  SEVEN 

AND  GOING  STRONG 

A Brief  History  of  the  Tyringham  Topics 

You  are  now  reading  the  one  hundred  and  seventh  issue 
of  Tyringham  Topics,  more  or  less.  More  or  less, 
because  the  frequency  of  publication  has  not  been 
entirely  regular.  “Published  from  time  to  time”  has 
appeared  on  the  masthead  since  1956,  its  first  year  of 
existence,  and  has  reappeared  on  every  masthead  since 
then.  Topics  has  been  a biannual,  a triannual,  a 
quarterly,  and  is  now  an  annual.  You  can  see  that  an 
accurate  count  of  every  issue  might  be  hard  to  come  by. 

"Published  ...  by  the  Union  Church...  in  the  interests  of 
the  church  and  community"  also  appeared  on  the  earlier 
mastheads.  Although  church  news  was  always  reported, 
emphasis  from  the  beginning  was  on  the  community,  and 
what  a treasure-trove  of  community  news  Topics  has 
been! 

Want  to  know  when  Dawn  Marie  Cernik  was  born? 
(February  13,  1956);  when  Peter  Curtin  married  Deanna 
S.  Williamson?  (October  3,1958);  when  Beulah  Canon 
died?  (February  17,  1966).  All  births,  marriages,  and 
deaths  of  Tyringham  residents,  and  many  former 
residents,  are  printed  in  Topics. 


Who  got  A’s  in  school  in  1955?  (Nancy  Kraszeski  and 
Denny  Whalen  in  Grade  2,  Karen  Winters  in  Grade  4, 
Thomas  Fennelly,  Jon  Kraszeski  and  Rosa  Loring  in 
Grade  5).  Robert  Choquette  and  Dennis  Curtin  got  A’s  in 
Arithmetic. 

Want  to  know  who  won  the  Annual  Poster  Contest  for 
Grades  4 and  5 at  the  school  that  year?  (Tommy  Curtin, 
first.  Tommy  Fennelly,  second,  and  Dennis  Curtin,  third). 
When  did  Mrs.  Welch  retire?  (in  June  1973,  after  nineteen 
years  of  teaching).  School  news  is  well  covered  in 
Topics. 

And  what  about  the  world  of  sport?  The  Tyringham  Youth 
Center  Baseball  Team  had  an  active  1955  season.  Joe 
Whalen  was  coach  and  Bob  Clark  won  the  trophy  for  the 
most  valuable  player.  The  trophy  for  Best  Sportsmanship 
went  to  Everett  Fennelly.  And  speaking  of  Joe  Whalen, 
Topics  reported  he  won  a second  Oak  Cluster  for  service 
in  World  War  II  in  1945.  The  Honor  Roll  of  Tyringham 
appears  in  nearly  every  issue  during  the  1950s  and  early 
'60s.  Serving  in  1955  were  Privates  Sidney  VanOrman, 
Peter  L.  Curtin,  Richard  Loring,  James  Loring  and  Richard 
Birkett. 

Tyringham  Topics  was  the  brainchild  of  Franklin  Couch, 
Tyringham’s  long-time  minister.  Cap  Couch  wrote  all  the 
issues  and  typed  out  most  of  them,  too,  until  his  retire- 
ment in  1973. 
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From  the  beginning  he  had  many  able  assistants,  among 
them  Georgia  Birkett,  Holly  Darey,  Hazel  VanOrman, 
Agnes  Curtin  and  Irma  Clark.  In  1974,  the  Hop  Brook 
Club  took  over  publication  of  Topics.  Judy  Reber  became 
Editor-In-Chief,  a position  she  held  until  her  retirement  in 
1988.  Contributors  included  Blanche  Thober,  Sue 
Choquette,  Milly  McIntosh,  Liz  Spencer,  Penelope  Littell 
and  fslini  Gilder. 


Humor  was  an 
important  ingredient  of  Tyringham  Topics  and  Cap  Couch 
saw  to  it  there  was  plenty.  Myrtle  the  Turtle,  whom  all 
readers  of  Topics  will  remember,  perhaps  with  mixed 
feelings,  made  her  first  appearance  in  the  June,  1958 
issue.  Deliberately  misrepresenting  the  Bible,  Cap  Couch 
used  her  as  an  alternative  voice  to  his  own.  “The  flowers 
appear  on  the  earth;  the  time  of  the  singing  of  birds  is 
come,  and  the  voice  of  the  turtle  is  heard  in  our  own 
land.”  (Song  of  Solomon  2:12).  Myrtle  -the  Turtle,  that  is, 
not  King  Solomon’s  turtle  dove-  was  one  of  Cap  Couch’s 
inventions,  and  her  voice  can  be  heard  in  nearly  every 
issue. 


Cap  Couch 

Topics  editor 
1956  - 1973 
in  front  of  Union 
Church 


Photo-  Tyringham 
Historical  Commission 


1963,  and  how  it  sold  out  immediately;  the  building  of  the 
town  swimming  pool  in  1968  for  $10,200.  It’s  all  here  and 
there’s  a lot  more. 

Donald  Cernik,  Linda  Jones  and  Charles  Slater  graduate 
from  Tyringham  School  in  1964;  the  Seventh  Annual 
Strawberry  Festival  of  1962  is  a great  success:  235 
people  came  and  $184.85  was  raised  for  the  church;  Mrs. 
Percy  Stanton  holds  a “sort  of  record”  as  of  1963:  hwelve 
grandchildren  and  twenty-eight  great-grandchildren,  soon 
to  be  thirty. 

There  are  photographs  of  new  houses  being  built:  Everett 
Fennelly’s  and  Peter  Curtin’s  in  1967;  of  old  houses  being 
renovated:  the  Thobers’  house,  now  Demoses’,  also  in 
1967;  of  school  groups,  the  4-H  Club,  promoters  of  the 
Christmas  Fair,  the  Fire  Department,  workers  on  the 
Church  Bazaar,  wedding  scenes,  graduation  groups, 
school  plays.  There  is  a whole  Tyringham  photograph 
album  within  the  pages  of  Tyringham  Topics  . Neither 
did  Topics  neglect  coverage  of  the  town’s  photo  clubs: 
the  Fotogals  (girls)  and  the  Fotogoats  (boys). 


Another  of  Cap’s  four-legged  creations  was  Pompey,  the 
parsonage  polecat,  who  dwelt  there  with  his  wife.  Petunia, 
and  their  daughters.  Rose  and  Violet.  “Believe  me  we’re 
getting  our  four  scents  worth!” 


From  Cap  Couch's  album:  "Mr.  Barhydt  and  the  WP  Boys." 
L.  to  R:  Tom  Curtin,  Dudley  VanOrman,  Everett  Fennelly, 
Mr.  Barhydt,  Peter  Curtin,  Ed  Fennelly,  Robert  Clark 

Photo  courtesy  of  the  Tyringham  Historical  Commission 


When  Judy  Reber  became  editor,  her  Department  of  Litter 
Trivia  was  eagerly  looked  forward  to.  “The  internal 
combustion  engine  is  irresistibly  attractive  to  a young  man 
-unless,  of  course,  it  is  mounted  on  a lawn  mower... 
Though  man  has  developed  a line  that  is  virtually  invisible 
to  a fish,  he  has  yet  to  develop  one  that  is  not 
immediately  apparent  to  a woman...  If  you  think  you’re 
getting  too  much  government,  just  be  thankful  you’re  not 
getting  as  much  as  you’re  paying  for.” 

Interlarded  with  the  jokes  is  the  town  news,  news  now 
mostly  forgotten,  but  preserved  in  the  pages  of  Topics  the 
Asian  flu  epidemic  of  November,  1957;  the  blizzard  of 
February,  1958;  the  retirement  of  John  Heath  in  1959, 
after  driving  the  school  bus  to  Lee  since  1926;  the  fall 
trips  to  West  Point  of  Tyringham  boys  led  by  General 
Miles  Reber  to  watch  the  Army  football  games;  the 
publication  of  Eloise  Myers’  Hinterland  Settlement  in 


Perhaps  the  greatest  interest  of  Tyringham  Topics  for 
today’s  readers  lies  in  the  people  who  appear  in  its  pages. 
There  are  extensive  profiles  of  Arnold  Hale,  Charlie 
Slater,  Ros  Gilder,  John  McLennan,  Don  and  Ann  Davis, 
Peggy  Harding  and  others.  There  are  family  histories  of 
the  Mclntoshes  and  the  Howards.  The  story  of  how  Bill 
Roerick  bought  a painting  by  Winslow  Homer  for  $35  and 
sold  it  for  a small  fortune  can  be  found  in  the  issue  of 
December,  1967.  In  these  pages  we  learn  that  Charlie 
Slater  was  elected  President  of  the  Berkshire  Local  of  the 
Dairymen's  Cooperative  Association  in  1968,  and  that  in 
the  same  year,  Larry  Cernik  bought  Berkshire  Electric 
Appliance  Inc.  and  became  its  President,  and  Betty 
Cernik  its  treasurer.  Who  were  the  Tyringham  Ridge 
Runners?  And  when  did  they  begin?  The  issue  of 
December,  1969  tells  it  all.  They  were  a club  of 
snowmobile  owners,  Everett  Fennelly,  President;  Donald 
Hale,  Vice-President;  Janice  Whalen,  Secretary;  Linda 


Jones,  Treasurer;  Arnold  Hale  and  Walter  Howard,  Public 
Relations  Committee.  Nor  did  Topics  neglect  the  arts:  the 
art  of  music  and  the  art  of  salesmanship.  Anne  Palmer 
was  appointed  the  school’s  music  teacher  in  1968,  “a 
most  fortunate  break  for  Mrs.  Welch  and  the  young-sters,” 
comments  Topics.  Topics  also  commended  Carolyn 
Canon  for  “the  devoted  and  wonderful  sales 
accomplishment”  she  displayed 
selling  tickets  for  the  Annual  Church 
Bazaar. 

Tyr-Lee  Rough  Riders  held  two 
horse  shows  in  1973.  Riding  his 
horse,  Vasco,  young  Robert  Clark 
Jr.  won  the  Reserve  Championship 
title  and  the  Grand  Championship  of 
the  Western  Division.  The  same 
year,  Walter  Howard  was  attacked 
by  one  of  his  own  bulls,  but 
fortunately  sustained  no  serious 
injury.  “The  bull  is  no  longer  on  the 
farm,”  Topics  observed.  On  October 
13,  1973,  Betty  Truax.  Rudd’s 

widow,  married  George  Kramer  in 
Union  Church. 


Also  a collectors’  item  is  the  special  1989  edition  of 
Topics,  celebrating  Tyringham’s  250'^  Anniversary.  The 
issue  ran  to  twenty-two  pages,  and  covered  in  detail  the 
week-long  festivities:  the  Sunday  picnic,  the  parade  and 
its  floats,  the  Monday  night  concert  in  the  church  and  the 
pet  show  at  the  Urquhart’s  house.  (This  brought  back 
memories  of  Polly  Howard’s  annual  pet  shows.  At  one  of 
these  an  amoeba,  fetched  in  a glass  jar 
from  Shaker  Pond,  won  the  “Most 
Original”  prize).  Topics  also  covered 
the  performance  of  Peter  Pan  by 
Tyringham’s  children,  the  “Picture 
Tyringham”  art  show,  organ-ized  by 
Blaine  and  Penelope  Littell,  and  the 
Grand  Finale:  dinner  for  over  a 
thousand  people  produced  by  Bobbie 
Crosby. 

Topics  covered  the  arrival  of  the 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation  in  1991,  the 
unveiling  of  the  plans  of  their 
monastery  in  1992,  and  the  building  of 
the  monastery  in  1993  and  1994.  A 
long  article  in  the  1995  edition  of 
Topics  celebrated  their  actual  move  to 
Tyringham  on  December  19. 


Judy  Reber,  Top/cs  editor  1974-1988, 
in  front  of  the  Tyringham  Post  Office 

Photo:  Mini  Gilder 


By  1974,  incoming  Presidents  of  the  United  States  had  to 
do  without  their  presentation  wooden  rakes.  Tyringham’s 
famous  rake  factory  had  converted  to  hockey  sticks, 
turning  out  200,000  a year.  Topics  was  at  the  spectacular 
explosion  and  fire  that  destroyed  the  factory  the  night  of 
February  20,  1978. 

Susan  Slater’s  marriage  to  Robert  Choquette  on  June  8, 
1974,  was  a Tyringham  affair.  Dawn  Clark  was  maid  of 
honor,  Margery  Slater,  flower  girl  and  Fred  Kimberly,  best 
man.  Edward  Choquette  and  Daniel  Slater  were  ushers. 


Nuns  were  very  much  on  everybody’s  mind  at  this  time, 
and  the  production  by  the  Tyringham  Children’s  Theater 
in  1993  of  The  Sound  of  Music  was  wonderfully 
appropriate.  Topics  reported  that  the  two  performances  in 
Tyringham  were  sold  out.  Adrienne  and  Bill  Cosel,  Dot 
and  Sue  Choquette,  Mary  Ann  Brown,  Penelope  Littell 
and  the  entire  cast  achieved  a rousing  success.  Many  of 
the  performers  have  become  stars  in  the  eyes  of  today’s 
children  who  have  seen  the  video. 


In  the  summer  issue  of  the  1979,  Topics  noticed  the 
presence  all  over  town  of  an  ex-school  bus  bearing  the 
legend  Cobble  Mountain  Band.  Walter  Palmer,  lead 
singer  and  guitarist,  had  founded  the  band  in  the  mid- 
seventies. The  band  played  its  repertoire  of  country 
music,  Irish  reels,  old  fashioned  fiddle  music  and  Blue 
Grass  on  engagements  in  Manhattan  and  all  over  New 
England.  Musicians  in  the  band  included  Amasa  Miller, 
Chris  Tuttle,  Richard  Thornberg,  Glenn  Ferrell  and  the 
Adams  Boys,  Pete  and  Steve.  Their  superb  long-playing 
record,  cut  in  1979,  is  now  a collectors’  item. 


Historical  curiosities  pop  up  in  Topics.  Did  you  know  that 
the  would-be  assassin  of  Pope  Paul  VI,  a Bolivian  artist 
named  Mendoza  y Amor,  had  exhibited  his  paintings  at 
Tyringham’s  Gingerbread  House  for  five  years,  and  that 
Don  Davis  still  had  three  of  his  works  on  hand  in  1970? 

Sometimes  history  gets  stretched  a bit  in  the  pages  of 
Topics.  In  the  issue  of  June,  1971,  it  was  reported  that 
Tyringham’s  own  sculptor,  Henry  Hudson  Kitson,  creator 
of  the  Gingerbread  House,  had  been  knighted  by  Queen 
Victoria.  Kitson,  of  course,  was  never  knighted  by  any- 
body, although  he  politely  never  contradicted  anyone  who 
referred  to  him  as  Sir  Henry. 


Below:  Drawing  by  Penelope  Littell  from  the  1993  Topics 


There  is  poetry,  too  in  Tyringham  Topics.  Most  of  it  is 
humorous,  but  there  is  also  serious  verse.  The  following  is 
from  Judy  Reber’s  tribute  to  Beulah  Canon,  who  died  at 
the  age  of  eighty-eight  on  February  17,  1966: 

She  had  a love 

Of  honesty,  plain-speaking;  of 

Industry,  and  good  old-fashioned  thrift; 

A quite  incomparable  gift 
Of  laughing  at  herself;  more  than  a bit 
Of  down-to-earth  New  England  wit; 

And  never  once  from  purpose  swerved 
Her  loyalty  to  those  she  served. 

Unstinting,  while  the  long  years  passed. 

Her  own  self-interests  came  last. 

Reading  through  this  forty-year  run  of  Tyringham  Topics 
is  an  experience  not  unlike  watching  Our  Town.  There  is 
the  same  sense  of  sadness  in  the  passage  of  time,  and 
ultimately,  as  a new  generation  is  born,  of  hope.  Here  is 
the  pageant  of  a small  New  England  town  slowly  passing 
by. 

The  Tyringham  Topics  through  1988  has  been  bound  and 
indexed  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club.  A copy  can  be  found  in 
the  new  Historical  Room  in  the  school  house. 

Clint  Elliott 


FROM  THE  SELECTMEN 

The  Board  of  Selectmen  has  been  busy  with  the  following 
projects: 

First,  we  contracted  out  a major  road  project  v\rith  Guertin 
Associates  of  Stoneham,  MA.  This  project  is  to  upgrade 
the  road  from  Slater’s  farm  to  Grading  Hill.  It  is  a major 
project,  costing  around  a million  dollars.  Fortunately, 
Tyringham’s  share  is  only  around  $161,000.  Guertin  does 
the  surveying  and  all  engineering  work  and  oversees  the 
application  process  for  state  and  federal  grants,  as  well  as 
the  approval  process.  Once  approvals  are  secured,  the 
state  oversees  the  actual  work.  Public  hearings  will  be 
held  on  the  project  as  we  go  along. 

We  spent  many  hours  with  equipment  and  materials 
trying  to  keep  our  roads  open  and  safe  because  of  beaver 
problems. 

We  took  over  our  vacant  school  house,  installed  all  new 
replacement  windows  to  save  on  heat,  and  moved  many 
of  our  town  offices  there,  as  well  as  the  Tyringham 
Historical  Commission.  We  started  to  renovate  the  old 
post  office,  expanding  into  the  old  historical  room.  Now 
both  the  post  office  and  the  Historical  Commission  have 
needed  room,  and  so  far  it  is  a great  success  and  truly 
appreciated. 


HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 

The  Hop  Brook  Club  is  delighted  to  publish  this  special 
retrospective  issue  on  the  Tyringham  Topics.  Clinton 
Elliott  has  spent  many  hours  sifting  through  ancient  issues 
of  our  town’s  only  publication  to  extract  his  own  blend  of 
their  highlights.  With  a grant  from  the  Tyringham  Cultural 
Council  we  have  been  able  to  enlist  the  able  editorial 
assistance,  again,  of  Roberta  Myers  of  Sandisfield. 

We  are  grateful  to  Peter  and  Ann  Herbst  of  Riverside  who 
were  our  speakers  for  the  annual  Hop  Brook  lecture.  Peter 
is  editor-in-chief  of  Family  Life  magazine  and  Ann  is  the 
author  of  a new  book.  Raising  and  Loving  a Child  with 
Attention  Deficit  Disorder.  Donations  at  the  Herbst  Lecture 
and  to  the  Tyringham  Topics  help  support  the  Hop  Brook 
Club's  scholarships,  children’s 
programs  and  annual  contribution 
toward  heating  oil  at  the  Union 
Church. 

We  welcome  new  members  and 
cherish  the  wisdom  and  companion- 
ship of  our  old  ones,  particularly 
Millicent  McIntosh  who  is  still  an 
active  member  at  the  age  of  99! 

Merry  Christmas 
and  Season’s  Greetings 
to  our 

Topics  readers. 


We  have  put  new  walkways  and  railings  around  the 
Library  and  Post  Office  and  replaced  all  the  windows  in 
the  Town  Hall.  We  have  cooperated  with  the  State  Public 
Access  Board,  the  Goose  Pond  Association  and  the 
Division  of  Fisheries  and  Wildlife  in  revamping  public 
access  at  Goose  Pond. 

Last,  but  not  least,  Tyringham  has  obtained  its  first  police 
cruiser.  We  are  working  v\/ith  it  and  have  seen  a 
noticeable  improvement  in  traffic  control.  Of  course,  this 
is  a continuing  effort  and  we  have  more  to  do.  We  will  be 
more  involved  with  using  the  cruiser  and  v\/ith  other 
projects  starting  in  the  spring  of  1998  when  the  good 
weather  comes. 

For  the  Board  of  Selectmen 

Peter  L.  Curtin,  Chair 


Town  of  Tyringham  VITAL  STATISTICS 


Compiled  by  Sissy  Curtin 


Two  births  and  two  deaths  were  recorded  in  Tyringham  this  year. 

BIRTHS:  Madison  McGlynn  Curtin,  February  27,  daughter  of  Pamela  Jean  and  Michael  David  Curtin  of  Webster 
Road,  granddaughter  of  Donald  and  Jackie  Nicholas  of  Becket  and  Sissy  and  Johnny  Curtin  of  Tyringham.  Madison 
has  two  Tyringham  great-grandparents,  Helen  and  Neil  Curtin  and  Marion  and  Joe  Whalen. 

Jennifer  Lynn  Ann  Shepard,  November  9,  daughter  of  Jeffrey  and  Tabitha  Shepard  of  Main  Road,  granddaughter 
of  Lois  Pennington  of  Florence,  Mississippi,  Bill  Lunt  of  Tyringham  and  Judi  Gelpi  of  Lee. 

DEATHS:  Sister  Mary  Sulpice  Offutt,  August  31  of  the  Monastery  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Visitation. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Spencer,  June  18,  of  Main  Road 


Tyringham  Valley 
Mothers  of  Twins 
Georgia  Birkett, 
Catha  Rambusch  and 
Millicent  McIntosh 
at  Charlie  Slater's 
80th  birthday. 

Photo; 

Rambusch  Family 


NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR 

Harry  Dickson  sends  greetings  to  all  his  neighbors,  and  on  behalf  of  his  extended  family  writes  "We  are  proud 
to  be  residents  of  Tyringham,  the  most  beautiful  place  on  earth". 

Deanna  and  Maggie  Curtin  have  just  returned  from  Kilmarnock,  Scotland  visiting  two  elderly  aunts.  They 
enjoyed  wonderful  walks  and  catching  up  with  many  relatives. 

Retiring  from  many  years  in  Andover,  Massachusetts,  Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd  and  Bob  Lloyd  have  moved  to 
Tinmouth,  Vermont,  "a  town  about  the  size  of  Tyringham,  with  eight  dairy  farms!"  The  Lloyds  welcome  visitors  at 
Tinmouth  and  enjoy  frequent  stays  with  Sue's  mother,  Milly  McIntosh,  in  Tyringham. 

Our  select  selectperson  Mary  Hale  was  appointed  chairman  of  the  five  member  State  Agriculture  Committee 
in  Massachusetts  by  Keith  Kelly,  administrator  of  the  U.S.  Department  of  Agriculture. 

Recovering  well  from  his  hospitalization  in  September,  Cort  Heath  sends  thanks  for  all  the  well  wishes  from 
Tyringham  friends.  Sadly,  his  son  Gary  died  of  cancer  on  October  10,  1997. 

Betty  Cernik  writes  that  Randy  has  taken  a position  with  Aspin  Technology  in  Houston,  Texas.  Randy,  Chris 
and  their  baby,  Marina,  are  on  the  verge  of  moving  there  from  Indiana.  Jeffrey  Cernik  is  the  announcer  for  dog  races 
at  Hinsdale  Race  Track  in  Hinsdale,  NH. 

Shaun  Murphy  has  now  been  with  Searle  Labs  for  20  years!  Holly  is  working  for  Ensign  Bickford  in  Simsbury. 
Eamonn  is  a freshman  at  Frankin  Pierce  College  in  Rindge,  NH.  A junior  at  Simsbury  High,  Niall  is  now  driving  and 
works  as  a waiter  at  La  Baguette  in  Simsbury.  Siobhan  is  a sixth  grader  and  plays  the  piano  and  flute. 

Joe  and  Marion  Whalen  were  given  a surprise  party  by  their  family  in  honor  of  their  50th  wedding  anniversary 
on  a beautiful  day  in  June.  Nearly  300  friends  and  family  members  came  to  the  Firemen's  Pavilion  to 
celebrate. 

On  July  12,  Ned  and  Petey  Perkins  celebrated  their  50th  wedding  anniversary  with  all  their  children,  family 
and  friends  under  "the  big  top"  at  Glencote.  The  following  day  they  continued  the  celebrations  with  more  friends  to 
toast  75  years  of  the  family  in  residence  at  Glencote. 

The  Herbsts  are  enjoying  more  sunlight  and  a wider  view  from  their  home.  Riverside.  Anne  writes " as  many 
of  you  undoubtedly  noticed,  as  you  drove  by,  many  large  machines  ( and  their  talented  conductors)  helped  us  remove 
trees  and  overgrowth  from  the  front  of  the  house". 

Viggo  and  Catha  Rambusch  write  that  Lucia  is  about  to  receive  her  MBA  from  the  University  of  Denver.  The 
Rambusch  Company,  now  in  its  fourth  generation,  will  celebrate  its  100th  anniversary  of  incorporation  in 
December  1998.  NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR,  CONTINUED  NEXT  PAGE 


NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR,  CONTINUED 

Ann  Davis  writes  from  Lehigh  Acres,  Florida,  "I  am  very  happy  here  with  my  son,  Gary,  and  his  wife,  but  my 
heart  belongs  to  Tyringham.  Merry  Christmas  to  all." 

Molly  Curtin  Schaefer  reports  that  72  family  members  converged  on  the  Firemen's  Pavilion  on  a wet  and 
windy  May  17  for  the  Curtin  Family  Reunion.  Since  the  last  reunion  in  1994,  there  have  been  five  marriages,  three 
new  babies  and  two  deaths. 

Writing  from  Stonington,  CT,  Penelope  Littell  thanks  everyone  for  the  many  contributions  in  memory  of 
Blaine.  "I  was  so  very  touched  and  pleased  by  your  kindness.  Bless  you,  I miss  you." 

Our  condolences  to  the  Loring  family  on  the  death  of  Deby  Loring  Hall's  husband,  Henry  W.  Hall  III,  on  Octo- 
ber 24  in  North  Adams.  He  had  suffered  a serious  car  accident  in  Tyringham  on  Christmas  Day  1996. 

Candy  Talbert,  Michael  Atkins  and  Courtney  want  to  thank  the  Tyringham  community  for  their  support  and 
good  wishes  as  Santarella,  Tyringham's  Gingerbread  House,  completes  its  first  season  as  a museum. 

On  August  16,  a complete  contingent  of  Slater  children  and  grandchildren  and  many  friends  met  on  Bob  and 
Sue  Choquette's  lawn  to  celebrate  Charlie  Slater's  80th  birthday.  Since  then  Charlie  has  undergone  two  major  sur- 
geries and  is  recuperating  well,  proving  to  us  all  what  a tough  New  England  farmer  he  is! 

Sam  and  Debbie  Slater  report  from  upstate  New  York  that  Sam  has  successfully  completed  his  year  as  Presi- 
dent of  the  Sherburne  Rotary,  vyrhile  Debbie  continues  to  juggle  managing  Proctor  and  Gamble's  information  systems 
by  day,  and  young  Daniel  Slater  the  rest  of  the  time.  Daniel  has  mastered  his  ABCs  and  counting;  dogs  Max  and  Benji 
keep  the  household  lively  and  another  Slater  is  expected  in  the  spring! 

Our  Mass.  Environmental  police  lieutenant,  Tom  Kasprzak  writes  that  Pease,  his  wife,  is  an  assistant  man- 
ager at  the  Coach  Store  in  the  Berkshire  Outlet  Village.  Her  son,  Bryn,  is  a senior  at  Lee  High.  Keith  Kasprzak  is  with 
the  Weston  Police  Department. 

Margaret  Richards  writes  that  her  son,  Alex  Luchars,  has  taken  over  The  Industrial  Press,  a technical  pub- 
lishing company  begun  by  his  grandfather  and  carried  on  by  his  father.  Alex  and  his  wife,  Susan,  live  in  Rowayton 
with  their  three  children,  the  youngest  of  whom,  Catherine  Elizabeth,  was  born  on  April  25,  this  year.  Margaret  en- 
joyed a trip  to  Tyringham  this  fall,  staying  with  Jim  and  Eugenie  Fawcett  and  catching  up  with  the  Leaches  in  the 
parking  lot  of  the  Cobble.  Her  four  sons  - Barrie,  Alex,  Charles  and  Jim  - have  just  been  fishing  together  off  Martha's 
Vineyard. 

Our  mailbox  was  filled  with  nuptial  news: 

Two  of  Neil  and  Helen  Curtin's  grandsons,  both  sons  of  Darleen  and  Joe  Wilkinson  of  Sheffield,  were  married 
this  year.  On  March  15  Keith  Wilkinson  married  Michele  Cables,  and  Todd  Wilkinson  married  Jen  Finnegan  on  Octo- 
ber 18.  Keith  and  Todd  are  also  grandsons  of  Ruth  Decker  of  Sheffield. 

Walt  and  Rosa  Loring  Alward  had  two  weddings  in  their  family  this  year.  The  first  occurred  at  the  Tyringham 
Union  Church  and  the  second  on  a cruise  ship  in  Florida!  Heidi  Alward  married  David  Nutt  in  Tyringham  on  May  24. 

They  are  living  in  Hopkinsville,  Kentucky.  Then  on  October  12,  Walt  Jr.  and  Joanna  Perry  of  Lenox  were  married 
aboard  a cruise  ship  in  Miami.  "Mom  and  Dad  got  to  attend  the  wedding,  but  not  the  cruise,"  Rosa  reports. 

Anne  Dort  Moffett  of  Boston  is  also  in  the  midst  of  family  weddings.  Her  daughter  Sarah  was  married  on  No- 
vember 2 to  John  Waterman  at  Martha-Mary  Chapel  in  Sudbury,  MA.  The  ceremony  was  performed  by  Rev.  Carl  R. 
Scovel  of  King's  Chapel,  Boston.  Sam  and  Jonathan  Moffett  gave  their  sister  away.  Next  June,  Sam  will  be  married  to 
Fiona  Jameson  in  Nev\4on,  CT. 

Evelyn  Winters'  grandson,  Tim  Williams,  son  of  Bert  and  Karen  Williams  of  Lee,  was  married  to  Diana  Gop 
on  October  4,  at  the  Lee  Congregational  Church.  The  bride's  parents  are  Ceil  and  Eugene  Gop. 

At  St.  Thomas’  Church  in  Villanova,  PA  on  October  24,  Kerstin  Anderson,  daughter  of  Jim  and  Sheila  Caseley 
of  Church  Road,  was  married  to  Scott  R.  Marcum.  Kerstin  and  Scott  are  living  in  Rosemont,  PA. 

There  are  a host  of  out-of-town  babies  to  report: 

Taken  somewhat  in  order  of  arrival,  first  was  Maximilian  Rodman  Gilder  on  Jan  24  , son  of  Joshua  and  Anne- 
Lee  Gilder  of  Washington,  DC  and  grandson  of  Mary  Ellen  Gilder  of  Webster  Road  and  Scarsdale,  NY. 

During  the  month  of  March,  two  granddaughters  were  born  in  Jim  and  Eugenie  Fawcett's  family.  Elisabeth  Bigelow 
Fawcett  arrived  on  March  4 in  New  York  City.  She  is  the  daughter  of  Donald  and  Bridget  Fawcett.  Then  on  March  24, 

Eliza  Barnes  Fawcett  was  born  to  John  and  Carol  Fawcett  in  Oxford,  England. 

Shannon  Taylor  Mullen  was  born  in  Burlington,  VT  to  James  and  Shari  Birkett  Mullen  on  April  4,.  She  is  the 
great-granddaughter  of  Georgia  Birkett. 

Katelyn  Lee  Loring  arrived  on  May  14.  She  is  the  daughter  of  David  and  Marge  Slater  Loring,  and  grand- 
daughter of  Charles  and  Elizabeth  Slater  of  Tyringham  and  Ronnie  and  Nancy  Loring  of  Otis. 

Haley  Lauria  Puntin  was  born  in  Loudon,  NH  on  June  21,  the  daughter  of  Tony  and  Beverly  Puntin  and 
granddaughter  of  Lauria  and  Donald  Puntin  of  Goose  Pond. 

Beatrice  Loring  reports  two  new  great-grandchildren:  Jarrett  Matthew  Dohn  was  born  on  July  22  in  Great  Bar- 
rington to  Chuck  and  Robin  Loring  Dohn.  His  grandparents  are  Ben  and  Roberta  Loring  of  Otis.  Then  on  Oct.  14,  Kim- 
berly Elizabeth  Loring  was  born  in  North  Adams  to  James  and  Victoria  Denis  Loring.  Her  grandparents  are  Jim  and 
Nellie  Loring  of  Otis. 

Blake  Olivia  Wilkinson,  daughter  of  Michelle  and  Keith  Wilkinson,  was  born  on  August  17.  She  is  the  grand- 
daughter of  Joe  and  Darleen  Curtin  Wilkinson  of  Sheffield  and  Virginia  and  Fred  Cables  of  Canaan  CT.  Blake  is 


Helen  and  Neil  Curtin’s  great-granddaughter.  Finally  on  October  29,  in  Wurtzberg,  Germany,  Keith  and  Sandi  Wil- 
liams had  their  third  daughter  Cayce  Jean.  Her  grandparents  are  Bert  and  Karen  Williams  of  Lee,  and  David  and 
Nancy  O'Brien  of  East  Otis.  Her  great-grandmother  is  Evelyn  Winters  of  Church  Road. 

Three  out  of  town  babies  missed  recognition  by  the  Topics  last  year.  They  are  Nicholas  John  Huff,  son  of  Barbara 
VanOrman  and  John  Huff  in  Quaker  Hill,  Conn.,  born  Dec.  16,  1996  , grandson  of  Kate  and  Gordon  VanOrman; 
Everett  Jackson  Harding  (a.k.a  Jack),  son  of  Jim  and  Susie  Harding  in  Worcester,  MA,  grandson  of  Mason  and  Peggy 
Harding;  and  Zachary  Shepard,  son  of  Jeffrey  and  Tabitha  Pennington  Shepard  then  of  Lee.  Tabitha  and  Jeff  are  now 
back  in  Tyringham  and  are  proud  parents  of  our  town's  newest  baby,  Jennifer  Lynn  Ann  (see  Vital  Records). 

Congratulations  to  all! 

We  have  lots  of  news  of  older  offspring  : 

Seventeen  year  old  Stephanie  Washburn  is  now  a member  of  the  California  Young  Rider  Dressage  team.  Her 
mother  Barbara  writes,  "Her  team  won  both  the  individual  and  the  team  gold  medals.  It  was  a very  exciting  time  for 
us  all.  Family  members  converged  from  all  over  the  country  to  cheer  her  on  at  Temple  Farms  in  Wadsworth,  Illinois. 
Flying  a horse  around  the  country  is  quite  an  undertaking. " Barbara  adds,  "We  miss  you  all!  A lot! " 

Helena  Gilder  Miller's  three  oldest  grandchildren  completed  their  bachelor's  degrees  this  spring.  Gabe,  Rod's 
son,  graduated  cum  laude  from  the  University  of  Vermont;  Tess,  Judy's  daughter,  from  Wesleyan  University;  and 
Elisa,  Amasa's  daughter,  summa  cum  laude  from  Barnard  University.  Next  spring  there  will  be  only  one  graduation  for 
the  Miller  family  when  Molly,  Ginny's  daughter,  finishes  her  B.A.  at  Smith  College. 

Lori  Curtin  is  a junior  at  Westfield  State  studying  Elementary  Education  and  History.  She  spent  her  sopho- 
more year  in  Rock  Hill,  South  Carolina,  at  Winthrop  University.  At  Winthrop  she  was  a member  of  Delta  Zeta  Sorority 
and  made  the  Dean's  List. 

Phil  and  Hilary  Deely  report  Maisie  is  having  a wonderful  fall  term  at  Sarah  Lawrence  College. 

Deep  in  physics  and  cross-country  skiing,  Louisa  Gilder  is  a sophomore  at  Dartmouth.  A sophomore  at  Mount 
Holyoke,  Nicole  Brown,  is  majoring  in  classics  and  is  a member  of  the  Mt  Holyoke  riding  team.  Alexis  Brown  was  the 
most  improved  member  of  Lenox  High  School's  cross-  country  ski  team  last  year  and  will  be  competing  again  this 
year  with  Mellie  Gilder.  Mellie  is  a co-captain  of  this  team,  the1997  State  Champs. 

This  past  year  Aubrey  Choquette  travelled  twice  to  Israel  - first  for  three  weeks  in  March  to  tour  the  Bible 
lands  as  part  of  his  course  of  studies  at  Berkshire  Institue  for  Christian  Studies;  then  again,  for  three  weeks  in  Sep- 
tember to  join  an  archeological  expedition  with  Associates  for  Biblical  Research  at  Kirbet-al-Makater  where  the  team 
continued  excavations  at  a location  presumed  to  be  the  ancient  city  of  Ai. 

April  Slater  is  engaged  to  Bill  Roche  III,  and  they  plan  to  be  married  in  September  1998.  April  is  Alice  and 
Chuck's  oldest  daughter  and  granddaughter  of  Elizabeth  and  Charlie  Slater.  Bill  is  the  son  of  Bill  and  Lucy  Roche  of 
Lee.  April  will  graduate  with  an  M.A.  in  Social  Work  from  Boston  College  in  May.  Bill  currently  works  for  Race  Moun- 
tain Tree  Company  and  is  considering  a career  in  the  police  force. 


Hop  Brook  Club  Swimming  Lessons  at  Tyringham  Pond,  July  1997 
Craig  Slater,  Nathan  DiLego-Heath,  Oliver  di  Constanza,  Julie  Slater,  Cody  Schaefer,  Darrin  Consolati,  Ben 
Havill,  Lily  di  Costanza,  Liza  Slater,  Olivia  Havill,  Austin  Consolati,  Nannina  Gilder,  Ben  Consolati,  Ellie 
Slater,  Andy  Slater,  Kathy  Marony-Wilson.  Missing:  Ben  Schaefer,  Brody,  Mariah  and  Amara  Hale. 


Blaine  Littell 


Born  in  Bar  Harbor, 
Maine,  and  raised  in 
New  York  City,  when 
he  arrived  in  1936  he 
knew  he  had  come 
home.  It  wasn't  any 
one  thing  that  brought 
him  back  to  Tyringham,  time  and  time  again.  It  was  the 
combination  of  so  many  elements  - the  people,  the  meals, 
the  animals,  the  water,  the  milk,  the  walks,  the  parties,  the 
vistas,  the  quiet,  and  most  importantly,  a sense  of  family. 


Blaine  Littell 
in  Tyringham 

From  the  moment 
Blaine  set  foot  on 
Tyringham  soil,  he 
was  drawn  to  the  val- 
ley. 


For  more  than  60  years,  Blaine  kept  leaving  and  returning 
to  Tyringham.  It  was  New  York  City  that  drew  him  away  in 
the  1950's,  Africa  in  the  1960's  and  Israel  in  the  early 
1970's.  If  he  could  manage  it,  he  tried  to  come  back  to 
Tyringham  at  least  once  a year.  Finally,  he  and  Penelope 
returned  in  1972  and  transformed  the  Dance  Hall  into  a 
year-round  home. 

For  the  next  20  years  he  lived  a dual  life.  When  he  was 


in  Tyringham  his  thoughts  were  about  the  world  at  large, 
and  whenever  he  was  physically  away  from  Tyringham  for 
any  length  of  time,  he  planned  for  his  return.  His  day  to 
day  life  in  the  Dance  Hall  centered  around  the  morning 
arrival  of  the  New  York  Times,  people  coming  in  from  the 
"outside"  for  meals  or  weekends,  catching  at  least  one 
broadcast  of  the  nightly  network  news,  and  relying  on 
Penelope  to  keep  everything  around  him  afloat.  Until  his 
emphysema  immobilized  him,  he  participated  in  the  local 
pleasures  of  'coon  hunting,  pig  roasts,  square  dances, 
swims  in  Shaker  Pond,  weddings  in  his  backyard  and 
hikes  up  the  Cobble. 

By  the  mid-80s  Blaine  was  able  to  walk  only  very  short 
distances.  It  was  during  this  period  that  he  savored  the 
community  of  Tyringham.  Friends  and  family  would  de- 
liver the  Times,  or  drop  in  for  "instant"  coffee  and  banter. 
Grandchildren  began  to  appear.  He  wrote  columns  for  the 
Berkshire  Eagle,  joined  a writers'  group  which  met  regu- 
larly in  his  living  room,  and  even  participated  on  some 
committees.  Throughout  he  worked  on  his  final  book 
"Rider's  Brother,"  which  enabled  him  to  stay  connected  to 
his  spiritual  home  ~ Africa. 

Two  years  before  his  death  he  and  Penelope  left  Tyring- 
ham and  sold  the  Dance  Hall.  Yes,  he  was  leaving  Tyr- 
ingham, but  he  had  every  intention  of  returning. 

He  did  so  on  a blustery,  rainy  day  in  late  spring  of  this 
year  when  his  ashes  were  buried  in  the  Tyringham 
cemetery.  And  just  as  in  his  life,  one  part  of  Blaine  is  for- 
ever in  Tyringham  and  the  other  is  forever  away. 

Peter  Littell 


Eugene  Lehner 


The  recent  death  of  Eugene  Lehner  has  been  a loss  not 
only  to  Tyringham,  but  to  the  world  of  music.  .A  gradu- 
ate of  the  Budapest  Conservatory,  he  became,  at  a 
young  age,  a member  (violist)  of  the  famous  Kolisch 
String  Quartet,  a remarkable  chamber  group  throughout 
Europe,  famous  not  only  for  its  definitive  performance  of 
the  Classics,  but  for  its  interpretation  to  the  world  of  the 
great  modern  composers  - Schonberg,  Bartok,  Berg  and 
Kodaly. 

Eugene  was  an  exciting  musician,  a dear,  gentle  man,  a 
wonderful  inspiring  teacher.  He  was  also  humble,  often 
calling  himself  a fraud  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  trained 
and  inspired  hundreds  of  musicians.  Eugene  Lehner  was 
actually  responsible  for  the  training  and  coaching  of 
some  of  the  world’s  greatest  string  quartets. 

Being  in  Lehneris  company  was  always  an  experience; 
he  brought  out  the  best  in  those  around  him. 

His  knowledge  and  his  enthusiasm  were  contagious,  and 
I learned  a great  deal  from  him. 


He  was  my  friend  and  he  introduced  me  to  Tyringham.  I 
shall  miss  him,  as  will  his  friends  and  neighbors  in  Tyring- 
ham. Harry  Ellis  Dickson 


Mr.  Lehner  coaching  a student  at  New  England 
Conservatory  . Photo:  Steve  Dahlgren 


Mary  Elizabeth  Spencer 


Mary  Elizabeth  Spencer  died  June  18*^,  1997  at  age  72, 
courageous  to  the  end  of  a long  contest  with  emphy- 
sema. She  had  lived  in  the  Tyringham  Valley  for  over 
thirty  years  in  the  home  she  and  her  husband,  Girard  L. 
Spencer,  purchased  shortly  after  their  marriage. 


Liz  was  a person  of  integrity  and  strong  convictions 
whose  qualities  were  used  to  focus  family  and  friends  on 
important  aspects  of  their  lives  and  thinking.  She  func- 
tioned as  a family  center,  where  members  found  news 
of  others.  She  met  each  one,  particularly  the  grandchil- 
dren, with  an  individual  interest  that  was  appropriate  for 
their  current  station  in  life. 


Girard  and 
Elizabeth  Spencer 
in  front 
of  their 
Main  Road 
home. 


Photo  courtesy 
of  Barbara  Spencer 


Prior  to  her  marriage,  Liz  worked  for  Time  magazine,  spe- 
cializing in  financial  reporting.  A ground-breaker,  Liz  was 
often  the  first  woman  ever  permitted  to  vyitness  and  report 
on  the  heretofore  exclusively  male  club.  She  retained  her 
interest  in  the  world  of  finance  and  politics;  one  did  not  en- 
ter lightly  into  conversations  on  these  topics.  The  Smith- 
sonian Institution  is  the  recipient  of  her  exemplary  collec- 
tion of  almost  ninety  early  American  miniature  portraits, 
assembled  with  discrimination  and  study.  Liz  developed  a 
serious  interest  in  native  American  arts  and  crafts,  collect- 
ing examples  of  most  disciplines.  She  was  knowledgeable 
about  American  antique  furniture  and  china. 

In  New  York,  Liz’s  interests  included  the  Mannes  College  of 
Music  and  in  Tyringham,  where  she  spent  more  time  after 
her  husband’s  death,  she  was  a member  of  the  Hop  Brook 
Club,  helped  organize  the  famous  Cobble  Race  for  the 
Cobble  Committee,  of  which  she  was  also  a member,  and 
contributed  a series  of  biographical  sketches  on  local  fig- 
ures for  the  Tyringham  Topics.  She  became  an  authority  on 
local  architecture.  She  volunteered  at  the  Christian  Center 
and  Saint  Mary’s  School  and  supported  the  work  of  Berk- 
shire County  Hospice. 

Liz  benefited  from  the  care  of  the  hospice  workers  at  the 
end  of  her  life,  as  well  as  from  the  unstinting  support  of  her 
friend  and  caregiver  of  the  last  several  years.  Raven  Wood. 

Liz  is  particularly  remembered  by  the  five  grandsons  of 
Girard  Spencer,  Pat  and  Anthony  Ryder,  Matthew  Fox,  and 
Jonathan  and  Guy  Spencer,  all  of  whom  retain  lifelong 
memories  of  visits  in  Tyringham.  In  their  own  ways  each 
depended  on  Liz  for  advice  and  support. 

Barbara  Spencer 


As  the  Topics  went  to  press  we  received  news  of  Alice  Naylor  Donald's  death  in  Scarsdale,  NY, 
on  November  30.  For  over  fifty  years,  Alice  has  been  a summer  resident  at  "Birchwood"  on  Fernside. 


FRIENDS  FOR  THE  PRESERVATION  OF  UNION 
CHURCH  IN  TYRINGHAM 


UNION  CHURCH  IN  TYRINGHAM 


This  fledgling  organization  is  dedicated 
to  the  preservation  of  Tyringham’s 
magnificent  Greek  Revival  church.  It  is 
conceived  as  a venture  involving  both 
members  of  the  congregation  and  the 
many  in  the  community  who  love  this 
landmark. 

In  our  first  year  of  incorporation,  the 
Friends  have  become  recognized  by 
the  IRS  as  a tax-exempt  organization. 

With  our  first  contributions,  we  hired  a 
70  foot  aerial  bucket  truck  from  Haupt 
Tree  Company,  and  roofer  Matt  Curtin 
valiantly  ascended  to  inspect  the  con- 
ditions atop  the  steeple.  Bob  Cho- 
quette  and  Everett  Fennel ly,  both  long 
experienced  with  the  steeple,  provided 
moral  support  from  below.  Based  on  their  findings  and 
photographs  we  are  now  seeking  an  evaluation  by  a pro- 
fessional preservation  architect. 

In  the  coming  year  we  plan  informational  meetings  so  that 
the  community  can  be  more  fully  involved  and  a working 
fund-raising  committee  can  be  formed. 

Mini  Gilder,  Molly  Schaefer  and  Tom  Dillon 


DAFFODIL  DAY  IN  TYRINGHAM 

Last  year,  Jane  Kessler,  of  Monterey  spearheaded 
“Daffodil  Day,”  in  Tyringham.  Some  folks  did  not  know  of 
this  nationwide  fund  and  awareness-raising  event  of  the 
American  Cancer  Society,  held  each  March.  Jane  will 
start  contacting  families  in  late  February.  Daffodil  delivery 
will  be  in  mid-March  and,  as  last  year,  you  will  be  able  to' 
pick  up  your  orders  at  the  Tyringham  Town  Hall.  Please 
watch  for  further  information  at  the  Post  Office  and  expect 
Jane's  call. 


MONTEREY  ANNIVERSARY  BOOK 

Our  neighbors  in  Monterey  celebrated  the  150‘^  anniver- 
sary of  their  secession  from  Tyringham  this  year,  and  the 
town  published  a commemorative  book.  Edited  by  Peter 
Murkett  (our  1995  Topics  editor),  the  200  page  book  is 
filled  with  material  which  has  never  been  previously  pub- 
lished. The  book  includes  many  historic  photographs  and 
a substantial  extract  from  the  1865  diary  of  Elihu  Harmon, 
who  first  moved  to  the  area  to  teach  school  in  Tyringham. 
There  are  a series  of  essays  by  distinguished  local  figures 
on  historical  and  social  aspects  of  the  town.  The  book  is 
available  for  $30  postpaid.  Checks  should  be  made  out  to 
the  Monterey  Anniversary  Book  and  mailed  to  P.  O.  Box 
324,  Monterey,  MA  01245. 


Having  been  interim  pastor  at  Union 
Church  since  June,  1997,  it  gives  me 
great  pleasure  to  have  recently  ac- 
cepted their  call  as  permanent  pastor. 

I previously  pastored  in  Ashley  Falls 
for  nineteen  years.  My  wife,  Gloria, 
and  I “semi-retired”  January,  1995.  I 
am  touched  by  the  warmth  and  love  of 
the  folk  at  Union  Church  and  I am  sure 
you  would  be  too. 

At  Union  Church  we  will  celebrate  with 
a Christmas  Eve  Candlelight  Service 
which  will  be  held  on  Wednesday,  De- 
cember 24,  at  7;30  PM.  This  will  be  a 
service  of  Scripture  readings  and 
singing  of  Christmas  carols.  We  would 
be  delighted  to  have  the  entire  community  attend  this 
service. 

This  is  a truly  blessed  time  of  year.  Thanksgiving  causes 
us  to  focus  on  the  great  nation  God  has  given  to  us  and 
all  that  He  provides  for  our  spiritual  and  physical  well  be- 
ing. Christmas  should  be  special,  as  well,  because  it  is  the 
celebration  of  the  birth  of  our  Savior,  Jesus  Christ,  the 
only  begotten  Son  of  God,  whom  He  gave  to  the  world 
that  through  this  Son  we  might  have  eternal  life.  That  is 
the  REAL  message  of  Christmas. 

It  is  our  hope  that  those  in  our  community  who  do  not 
have  a church  “home,”  would  find  one  at  Union  Church. 
We  sincerely  welcome  you. 

We  have  Sunday  School  for  all  ages  at  9:30  AM,  followed 
by  Worship  at  1 1 :00  AM.  We  look  forward  to  greeting  you. 

In  Christian  Love, 

Rev.  Earl  Goss 


THE  TYRINGHAM  VALLEY  CLUB 

The  Tyringham  Valley  Club  has  met  several  times  in  the 
past  year  for  various  social  activities.  The  railings  on  the 
Agnes  Curtin  Memorial  Steps  (in  the  park)  were  installed 
this  summer.  Funding  for  the  railings  was  from  the  re- 
mainder of  the  Memorial  Funds  and  the  balance  was  from 
the  Club  Treasury. 

As  usual,  the  Club  paid  and  cared  for  the  town  flowers. 
We  will  no  longer  be  able  to  do  this  unless  able-bodied 
volunteers  assist  us.  Anyone  who  would  like  to  join  the 
club  or  volunteer  to  help  with  the  flowers  would  be  most 
welcome.  Please  give  Dot  Choquette  a call  at  243-1572. 

Barbara  Adams,  Secretary 
Tyringham  Valley  Club 


SISTERS  OF  THE  VISITATION 

This  has  been  a year  of  settling  into  our  monastic  life.  We 
wish  to  share  with  you  a very  brief  sketch  of  the  unfolding 
of  this  past  year. 

The  splendid  beauty  of  summer,  fall,  winter  or  spring  here 
in  the  Tyringham  Valley  cannot  be  completely  captured 
either  by  the  eye  or  by  the  pen.  Each  season  is  an  epiph- 
any of  the  awesome  wonders  of  our  good  God.  The  re- 
splendent rainbow  viewed  from  the  vantage  point  of  our 
chapel  windows  early  this  November  seemed  to  envelop 
the  entire  valley.  Our  hearts  echoed  the  cry  of  the  inspired 
author  of  the  book  of  Sirach,  “Behold  the  rainbow!  Then 
bless  its  Maker,  for  majestic  indeed  is  its  splendor.” 


Sister  Mary  Sulpice  Offutt  (1892-1997) 

On  May  3^'*  we  celebrated  the  105*^  birthday  of  our  dear 
sister  Mary  Sulpice  Offutt.  Sister  loved  parties  and  enjoyed 
this  one  more  than  all  others.  Her  family  donated  a maple 
tree  in  her  honor,  which  we  named  “EMMA”  (Sister’s  bap- 
tismal name).  It  was  planted  near  our  cemetery.  When 
Sister  saw  it  she  remarked  with  her  characteristic  wit,  “Oh,  I 
like  it  there,  for  I can  see  it  now  that  I am  alive  and  also 
when  I’m  dead!”  A few  months  later  ,on  August  31,  Sister 
Mary  Sulpice  did,  in  fact,  return  to  her  God  whom  she  had 
loved  and  served  for  over  80  years  as  a Sister  of  the  Visi- 
tation. Sister  died  here  at  the  Monastery  surrounded  by  her 
loving  sisters.  She  is  tenderly  missed.  With  the  death  of 
Sister  Mary  Sulpice,  our  dear  Sister  Mary  Stephanie  Hanley 
is  now  our  oldest  member  (She  was  103  on  Thanksgiving 
day)!  We  are  now  15  in  community  (our  youngest  sister  is 
33). 

Our  postulant,  Judy  Knott,  from  Connecticut,  received  our 
holy  habit  on  November  1®*.  Sister  Judy  is  our  first  Tyring- 
ham novice.  There  are  several  other  women  who  are  seri- 
ously interested  in  answering  the  Lord’s  call  to  follow  Him  in 
the  spirit  of  our  Holy  Founders,  Sts.  Francis  de  Sales  and 
Jane  de  Chantal.  Please  pray  for  all  of  us! 

On  October  31®'  we  celebrated  the  lOO"’  birthday  of  our  dear 
Sister  Mary  Francis  de  Sales  Kaiser.  Her  loving  family 


donated  a Japanese  maple  tree  in  her  honor  which  now 
graces  our  central  courtyard. 

This  year  we  hope  to  resume  a tradition  we  had  in  Wil- 
mington of  an  evening  Mass  on  the  nine  Fridays  before  the 
Feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  which  will  be  held  June 
19,  1998.  You  are  all  welcome.  You  are  also  welcome  to 
join  us  at  our  daily  7:45  AM  Eucharistic  Liturgy  or  for  the 
Divine  Office  which  we  celebrate  in  chant  five  times  a day. 
Perhaps  you  may  wish  to  come  to  the  chapel  to  sit  quietly 
before  the  Lord  in  your  leisure  moments.  We  are  truly 
grateful  for  your  appreciation  of  our  presence  in  Tyringham 
and  promise  to  hold  all  of  you  close  to  our  hearts  in  love 
and  prayer.  May  we  all  join  our  voices  in  and  hearts  in  one 
song  of  praise  in  living  Jesus  as  we  journey  together  into 
the  Third  Christian  Millennium  . God  be  praised! 

Your  Tyringham  Valley  Neighbors, 

The  Sisters  of  the  Visitation  of  Holy  Mary 


Sister  Judy  Knot 


GOOSE  POND  MAINTENANCE  DISTRICT 

Acquiring  the  Forest  Street  Dam  at  Goose  Pond  has  been 
a main  goal  of  the  Goose  Pond  Maintenance  District  since 
it  was  formed  in  1994,  according  to  an  October  13  article 
in  the  Bei1<shire  Eagle.  Now  this  is  has  become  a reality; 
Simkins  Industries  of  New  Haven,  CT  has  given  the  dam 
and  1.3  acres  surrounding  it  to  the  district  in  exchange  for 
allowing  Lake  May  Power  or  its  successors  to  use  water 
flowing  from  the  dam  for  electrical  power  generation  at  its 
Route  20  generating  station.  The  District  is  a union  of 
property  owners  around  Goose  pond  interested  in  being 
able  to  control  water  levels  and  ensure  the  structure's 
continuing  good  condition. 

A December,  1996  engineering  study  of  the  dam  found 
the  structure  in  good  condition  with  no  hidden  defects. 
The  engineer's  report  identified  ways  to  bring  the  turn-of- 
the-century  dam  into  compliance  with  modern  design 
standards.  These  improvements  include  making  the 
dam's  downstream  face  less  steep  and  enlarging  the 
emergency  spillway  to  increase  its  ability  to  handle  lake 
overflow  in  the  event  of  an  unexpected  storm. 

While  these  improvement  are  estimated  to  cost  about 
$150,000,  the  work  might  be  eligible  for  state  grants 
which  could  cover  as  much  as  75%  of  the  cost. 


PRESERVING  THE  TYRINGHAM  LANDSCAPE 


JOHN  MCLENNAN'S  LEGACY 

Over  twenty-six  years  ago,  John  McLennan 
gave  400  acres  of  land  to  the  T rustees  of  Reservations. 
"This  was  a way  for  John  to  feel  that  he  could  ensure 
this  family  land  would  be  available  to  all  the  people  of 
Tyringham"  said  his  widow,  Katharine  McLennan  re- 
cently. Several  years  ago,  the  remains  of  the  Ashintully 
property  were  added  to  the  gift,  with  John  McLennan 
having  a "life  estate."  With  his  death,  last  October,  this 
portion  also  became  the  property  of  The  Trustees  of 
Reservations. 

Each  year  John  McLennan  improved  the  renowned 
gardens  of  the  remaining  property  until  two  years  ago, 
when  he  declared  them  complete. 


Last  summer,  the  house,  barn  and  gardens  were  also  given 
to  the  Trustees  of  Reservations  with  John's  v\rife,  Katharine 
McLennan  granted  a life  estate.  This  means  that  she  will 
maintain  them  and  pay  taxes  on  them  during  her  lifetime 
and  on  her  death  the  entire  property  will  be  open  to  the 
public  and  for  public  use 

Mrs.  McLennan  says  that  she  delights  in  having  Tyringham 
residents  and  their  families  visit  her  husband's  beautiful 
gardens,  and  so  she  has  decided  to  establish  visiting  hours 
at  the  gardens. 

"Each  time  someone  goes  round  the  gardens,"  says 
Katharine  McLennan,  "John  is  there." 


John  McLennan 
tending 
his  beloved 
gardens  at 
Ashintully. 


Photo  by 
Jennifer  Bishop 


A McIntosh  legacy 

Another  recent  gift  protecting  Tyringham  land  from 
development  is  that  of  the  family  of  Millicent  and  the 
late  Rustin  McIntosh.  The  Berkshire  Natural  Re- 
sources Council  recently  announced  that  it  has  ob- 
tained a Conservation  Easement  from  the  McIntosh 
family  which  will  preclude  future  development  of 
much  of  the  Crystal  Brook  watershed.  The  property 
abuts  the  McLennan  Reservation. 

"The  Mclntoshes  recognized  the  Tyringham  valley  as 
one  of  the  Berkshires'  distinctive  landscapes  and  saw 
the  opportunity  to  keep  part  of  it  intact  forever," 


said  Theodore  Ames,  director  of  the  Natural  Re- 
sources Council  in  a recent  Berkshire  Record  article. 

Under  a conservation  restriction,  landowners  enter 
into  a perpetually  binding  legal  agreement  that  limits 
or  eliminates  the  potential  for  future  development  on 
the  property.  The  land  itself  remains  in  private 
hands  and  may  be  sold  or  otherwise  conveyed,  but 
the  restrictions  stay  in  place.  The  McIntosh  agree- 
ment maintains  the  family's  right  to  pursue  agricul- 
tural, forestry  or  recreational  activities  and  only  pro- 
hibits development. 


AUTUMN/WINTER  1997 
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Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  in  the  interests  of  church  and  community 


ONE  HUNDRED  SEVEN 

AND  GOING  STRONG 

A Brief  History  of  the  Tyringham  Topics 

You  are  now  reading  the  one  hundred  and  seventh  issue 
of  Tyringham  Topics,  more  or  less.  More  or  less, 
because  the  frequency  of  publication  has  not  been 
entirely  regular.  “Published  from  time  to  time”  has 
appeared  on  the  masthead  since  1956,  its  first  year  of 
existence,  and  has  reappeared  on  every  masthead  since 
then.  Topics  has  been  a biannual,  a triannual,  a 
quarterly,  and  is  now  an  annual.  You  can  see  that  an 
accurate  count  of  every  issue  might  be  hard  to  come  by. 

"Published  ...  by  the  Union  Church...  in  the  interests  of 
the  church  and  community"  also  appeared  on  the  earlier 
mastheads.  Although  church  news  was  always  reported, 
emphasis  from  the  beginning  was  on  the  community,  and 
what  a treasure-trove  of  community  news  Topics  has 
been! 

Want  to  know  when  Dawn  Marie  Cemik  was  bom? 
(February  13,  1956);  when  Peter  Curtin  married  Deanna 
S.  Williamson?  (October  3,1958);  when  Beulah  Canon 
died?  (February  17,  1966).  All  births,  marriages,  and 
deaths  of  Tyringham  residents,  and  many  former 
residents,  are  printed  in  Topics. 


Who  got  A’s  in  school  in  1955?  (Nancy  Kraszeski  and 
Denny  Whalen  in  Grade  2,  Karen  Winters  in  Grade  4, 
Thomas  Fennelly,  Jon  Kraszeski  and  Rosa  Loring  in 
Grade  5).  Robert  Choquette  and  Dennis  Curtin  got  A’s  in 
Arithmetic. 

Want  to  know  who  won  the  Annual  Poster  Contest  for 
Grades  4 and  5 at  the  school  that  year?  (Tommy  Curtin, 
first.  Tommy  Fennelly,  second,  and  Dennis  Curtin,  third). 
When  did  Mrs.  Welch  retire?  (in  June  1973,  after  nineteen 
years  of  teaching).  School  news  is  well  covered  in 
Topics. 

And  what  about  the  world  of  sport?  The  Tyringham  Youth 
Center  Baseball  Team  had  an  active  1955  season.  Joe 
Whalen  was  coach  and  Bob  Clark  won  the  trophy  for  the 
most  valuable  player.  The  trophy  for  Best  Sportsmanship 
went  to  Everett  Fennelly.  And  speaking  of  Joe  Whalen, 
Topics  reported  he  won  a second  Oak  Cluster  for  service 
in  World  War  II  in  1945.  The  Honor  Roll  of  Tyringham 
appears  in  nearly  every  issue  during  the  1950s  and  early 
'60s.  Serving  in  1955  were  Privates  Sidney  VanOrman, 
Peter  L.  Curtin,  Richard  Loring,  James  Loring  and  Richard 
Birkett. 

Tyringham  Topics  was  the  brainchild  of  Franklin  Couch, 
Tyiingham’s  long-time  minister.  Cap  Couch  wrote  all  the 
issues  and  typed  out  most  of  them,  too,  until  his  retire- 
ment in  1973. 
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From  the  beginning  he  had  many  able  assistants,  among 
them  Georgia  Birkett,  Holly  Darey,  Hazel  VanOrman, 
Agnes  Curtin  and  Irma  Clark.  In  1974,  the  Hop  Brook 
Club  took  over  publication  of  Topics.  Judy  Reber  became 
Editor-In-Chief,  a position  she  held  until  her  retirement  in 
1988.  Contributors  included  Blanche  Thober,  Sue 
Choquette,  Milly  McIntosh,  Liz  Spencer,  Penelope  Littell 
and  Mini  Gilder. 


Humor  was  an 
important  ingredient  of  Tyringham  Topics  and  Cap  Couch 
saw  to  it  there  was  plenty.  Myrtle  the  Turtle,  whom  all 
readers  of  Topics  will  remember,  perhaps  with  mixed 
feelings,  made  her  first  appearance  in  the  June,  1958 
issue.  Deliberately  misrepresenting  the  Bible,  Cap  Couch 
used  her  as  an  alternative  voice  to  his  own.  “The  flowers 
appear  on  the  earth;  the  time  of  the  singing  of  birds  is 
come,  and  the  voice  of  the  turtle  is  heard  in  our  own 
land.”  (Song  of  Solomon  2:12).  Myrtle  -the  Turtle,  that  is, 
not  King  Solomon’s  turtle  dove-  was  one  of  Cap  Couch’s 
inventions,  and  her  voice  can  be  heard  in  nearly  every 
issue. 


Cap  Couch 

Topics  editor 
1956  - 1973 
in  front  of  Union 
Church 


Photo-  Tyringham 
Historical  Commission 


Another  of  Cap’s  four-legged  creations  was  Pompey,  the 
parsonage  polecat,  who  dwelt  there  with  his  wife.  Petunia, 
and  their  daughters.  Rose  and  Violet.  “Believe  me  we’re 
getting  our  four  scents  worth!” 


1963,  and  how  it  sold  out  immediately;  the  building  of  the 
town  swimming  pool  in  1968  for  $10,200.  It’s  all  here  and 
there’s  a lot  more. 

Donald  Cemik,  Linda  Jones  and  Charles  Slater  graduate 
from  Tyringham  School  in  1964;  the  Seventh  Annual 
Strawberry  Festival  of  1962  is  a great  success:  235 
people  came  and  $184.85  was  raised  for  the  church;  Mrs. 
Percy  Stanton  holds  a “sort  of  record”  as  of  1963:  twelve 
grandchildren  and  twenty-eight  great-grandchildren,  soon 
to  be  thirty. 

There  are  photographs  of  new  houses  being  built:  Everett 
Fennelly’s  and  Peter  Curtin’s  in  1967;  of  old  houses  being 
renovated:  the  Thobers’  house,  now  Demoses’,  also  in 
1967;  of  school  groups,  the  4-H  Club,  promoters  of  the 
Christmas  Fair,  the  Fire  Department,  workers  on  the 
Church  Bazaar,  wedding  scenes,  graduation  groups, 
school  plays.  There  is  a whole  Tyringham  photograph 
album  within  the  pages  of  Tyringham  Topics  . Neither 
did  Topics  neglect  coverage  of  the  town’s  photo  clubs: 
the  Fotogals  (girls)  and  the  Fotogoats  (boys). 


From  Cap  Couch's  album:  "Mr.  Barhydt  and  the  WP  Boys." 
L.  to  R:  Tom  Curtin,  Dudley  VanOrman,  Everett  Fennelly, 
Mr.  Barhydt,  Peter  Curtin,  Ed  Fennelly,  Robert  Clark 

Photo  courtesy  of  the  Tyringham  Historical  Commission 


When  Judy  Reber  became  editor,  her  Department  of  Utter 
Trivia  was  eagerly  looked  forward  to.  “The  internal 
combustion  engine  is  irresistibly  attractive  to  a young  man 
-unless,  of  course,  it  is  mounted  on  a lawn  mower... 
Though  man  has  developed  a line  that  is  virtually  invisible 
to  a fish,  he  has  yet  to  develop  one  that  is  not 
immediately  apparent  to  a woman...  If  you  think  you’re 
getting  too  much  government,  just  be  thankful  you’re  not 
getting  as  much  as  you’re  paying  for.” 

Interlarded  with  the  Jokes  is  the  town  news,  news  now 
mostly  forgotten,  but  preserved  in  the  pages  of  Topics  the 
Asian  flu  epidemic  of  November,  1957;  the  blizzard  of 
February,  1958;  the  retirement  of  John  Heath  in  1959, 
after  driving  the  school  bus  to  Lee  since  1926;  the  fall 
trips  to  West  Point  of  Tyringham  boys  led  by  General 
Miles  Reber  to  watch  the  Army  football  games;  the 
publication  of  Eloise  Myers’  Hinterland  Settlement  in 


Perhaps  the  greatest  interest  of  Tyringham  Topics  for 
today’s  readers  lies  in  the  people  who  appear  in  its  pages. 
There  are  extensive  profiles  of  Arnold  Hale,  Charlie 
Slater,  Ros  Gilder,  John  McLennan,  Don  and  Ann  Davis, 
Peggy  Harding  and  others.  There  are  family  histories  of 
the  Mclntoshes  and  the  Howards.  The  story  of  how  Bill 
Roerick  bought  a painting  by  Winslow  Homer  for  $35  and 
sold  it  for  a small  fortune  can  be  found  in  the  issue  of 
December,  1967.  In  these  pages  we  learn  that  Charlie 
Slater  was  elected  President  of  the  Berkshire  Local  of  the 
Dairymen's  Cooperative  Association  in  1968,  and  that  in 
the  same  year,  Larry  Cernik  bought  Berkshire  Electric 
Appliance  Inc.  and  became  its  President,  and  Betty 
Cernik  its  treasurer.  Who  were  the  Tyringham  Ridge 
Runners?  And  when  did  they  begin?  The  issue  of 
December,  1969  tells  it  all.  They  were  a club  of 
snowmobile  owners,  Everett  Fennelly,  President;  Donald 
Hale,  Vice-President;  Janice  Whalen,  Secretary;  Linda 
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Jones,  Treasurer;  Arnold  Hale  and  Walter  Howard,  Public 
Relations  Committee.  Nor  did  Topics  neglect  the  arts:  the 
art  of  music  and  the  art  of  salesmanship.  Anne  Palmer 
was  appointed  the  school’s  music  teacher  in  1968,  “a 
most  fortunate  break  for  Mrs.  Welch  and  the  young-sters,” 
comments  Topics.  Topics  also  commended  Carolyn 


Canon  for  “the  devoted  and 
accomplishment”  she  displayed 
selling  tickets  for  the  Annual  Church 
Bazaar. 

Tyr-Lee  Rough  Riders  held  two 
horse  shows  in  1973.  Riding  his 
horse,  Vasco,  young  Robert  Clark 
Jr.  won  the  Reserve  Championship 
title  and  the  Grand  Championship  of 
the  Western  Division.  The  same 
year,  Walter  Howard  was  attacked 
by  one  of  his  own  bulls,  but 
fortunately  sustained  no  serious 
injury.  “The  bull  is  no  longer  on  the 
farm,"  Topics  observed.  On  October 
13,  1973,  Betty  Truax.  Rudd’s 

widow,  married  George  Kramer  in 
Union  Church. 


wonderful  sales 


Judy  Reber,  Top/cs  editor  1974-1988, 
in  front  of  the  Tyringham  Post  Office 

Photo:  Nini  Gilder 


Also  a collectors’  item  is  the  special  1989  edition  of 
Topics,  celebrating  Tyringham’s  250*^  Anniversary.  The 
issue  ran  to  twenty-two  pages,  and  covered  in  detail  the 
week-long  festivities:  the  Sunday  picnic,  the  parade  and 
its  floats,  the  Monday  night  concert  in  the  church  and  the 
pet  show  at  the  Urquhart’s  house.  (This  brought  back 
memories  of  Polly  Howard’s  annual  pet  shows.  At  one  of 
these  an  amoeba,  fetched  in  a glass  jar 
from  Shaker  Pond,  won  the  “Most 
Original”  prize).  Topics  also  covered 
the  performance  of  Peter  Pan  by 
Tyringham’s  children,  the  “Picture 
Tyringham”  art  show,  organ-ized  by 
Blaine  and  Penelope  Littell,  and  the 
Grand  Finale:  dinner  for  over  a 
thousand  people  produced  by  Bobbie 
Crosby. 


Topics  covered  the  arrival  of  the 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation  in  1991,  the 
unveiling  of  the  plans  of  their 
monastery  in  1992,  and  the  building  of 
the  monastery  in  1993  and  1994.  A 
long  article  in  the  1995  edition  of 
Topics  celebrated  their  actual  move  to 
Tyringham  on  December  19. 


By  1974,  incoming  Presidents  of  the  United  States  had  to 
do  without  their  presentation  wooden  rakes.  Tyringham’s 
famous  rake  factory  had  converted  to  hockey  sticks, 
turning  out  200,000  a year.  Topics  was  at  the  spectacular 
explosion  and  fire  that  destroyed  the  factory  the  night  of 
February  20,  1978. 

Susan  Slater’s  marriage  to  Robert  Choquette  on  June  8, 
1974,  was  a Tyringham  affair.  Dawn  Clark  was  maid  of 
honor,  Margery  Slater,  flower  girl  and  Fred  Kimberly,  best 
man.  Edward  Choquette  and  Daniel  Slater  were  ushers. 


Nuns  were  very  much  on  everybody’s  mind  at  this  time, 
and  the  production  by  the  Tyringham  Children’s  Theater 
in  1993  of  The  Sound  of  Music  was  wonderfully 
appropriate.  Topics  reported  that  the  two  performances  in 
Tyringham  were  sold  out.  Adrienne  and  Bill  Cosel,  Dot 
and  Sue  Choquette,  Mary  Ann  Brown,  Penelope  Littell 
and  the  entire  cast  achieved  a rousing  success.  Many  of 
the  performers  have  become  stars  in  the  eyes  of  today’s 
children  who  have  seen  the  video. 


In  the  summer  issue  of  the  1979,  Topics  noticed  the 
presence  all  over  town  of  an  ex-schoolbus  bearing  the 
legend  Cobble  Mountain  Band.  Walter  Palmer,  lead 
singer  and  guitarist,  had  founded  the  band  in  the  mid- 
seventies. The  band  played  its  repertoire  of  country 
music,  Irish  reels,  old  fashioned  fiddle  music  and  Blue 
Grass  on  engagements  in  Manhattan  and  all  over  New 
England.  Musicians  in  the  band  included  Amasa  Miller, 
Chris  Tuttle,  Richard  Thornberg,  Glenn  Ferrell  and  the 
Adams  Boys,  Pete  and  Steve.  Their  superb  long-playing 
record,  cut  in  1979,  is  now  a collectors’  item. 

Below:  Drawing  by  Penelope  Littell  from  the  1993  Topics 


Historical  curiosities  pop  up  in  Topics.  Did  you  know  that 
the  would-be  assassin  of  Pope  Paul  VI,  a Bolivian  artist 
named  Mendoza  y Amor,  had  exhibited  his  paintings  at 
Tyringham’s  Gingerbread  House  for  five  years,  and  that 
Don  Davis  still  had  three  of  his  works  on  hand  in  1970? 

Sometimes  history  gets  stretched  a bit  in  the  pages  of 
Topics.  In  the  issue  of  June,  1971,  it  was  reported  that 
Tyringham’s  own  sculptor,  Henry  Hudson  Kitson,  creator 
of  the  Gingerbread  House,  had  been  knighted  by  Queen 
Victoria.  Kitson,  of  course,  was  never  knighted  by  any- 
body, although  he  politely  never  contradicted  anyone  who 
referred  to  him  as  Sir  Henry. 
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There  is  poetry,  too  in  Tyringham  Topics.  Most  of  it  is 
humorous,  but  there  is  also  serious  verse.  The  following  is 
from  Judy  Reber’s  tribute  to  Beulah  Canon,  who  died  at 
the  age  of  eighty-eight  on  February  17,  1966: 

She  had  a love 

Of  honesty,  plain-speaking;  of 

Industry,  and  good  old-fashioned  thrift; 

A quite  incomparable  gift 
Of  laughing  at  herself;  more  than  a bit 
Of  down-to-earth  New  England  wit; 

And  never  once  from  purpose  swerved 
Her  loyalty  to  those  she  served. 

Unstinting,  while  the  long  years  passed. 

Her  own  self-interests  came  last. 

Reading  through  this  forty-year  run  of  Tyringham  Topics 
is  an  experience  not  unlike  watching  Our  Town.  There  is 
the  same  sense  of  sadness  in  the  passage  of  time,  and 
ultimately,  as  a new  generation  is  born,  of  hope.  Here  is 
the  pageant  of  a small  New  England  town  slowly  passing 
by. 

The  Tyringham  Top/cs  through  1988  has  been  bound  and 
indexed  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club.  A copy  can  be  found  in 
the  new  Historical  Room  in  the  school  house. 

Clint  Elliott 


FROM  THE  SELECTMEN 

The  Board  of  Selectmen  has  been  busy  with  the  following 
projects: 

First,  we  contracted  out  a major  road  project  with  Guertin 
Associates  of  Stoneham,  MA.  This  project  is  to  upgrade 
the  road  from  Slater’s  farm  to  Grading  Hill.  It  is  a major 
project,  costing  around  a million  dollars.  Fortunately, 
Tyringham’s  share  is  only  around  $161,000.  Guertin  does 
the  surveying  and  all  engineering  work  and  oversees  the 
application  process  for  state  and  federal  grants,  as  well  as 
the  approval  process.  Once  approvals  are  secured,  the 
state  oversees  the  actual  work.  Public  hearings  will  be 
held  on  the  project  as  we  go  along. 

We  spent  many  hours  with  equipment  and  materials 
trying  to  keep  our  roads  open  and  safe  because  of  beaver 
problems. 

We  took  over  our  vacant  school  house,  installed  all  new 
replacement  windows  to  save  on  heat,  and  moved  many 
of  our  town  offices  there,  as  well  as  the  Tyringham 
Historical  Commission.  We  started  to  renovate  the  old 
post  office,  expanding  into  the  old  historical  room.  Now 
both  the  post  office  and  the  Historical  Commission  have 
needed  room,  and  so  far  it  is  a great  success  and  truly 
appreciated. 


HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 

The  Hop  Brook  Club  is  delighted  to  publish  this  special 
retrospective  issue  on  the  Tyringham  Topics.  Clinton 
Elliott  has  spent  many  hours  sifting  through  ancient  issues 
of  our  town’s  only  publication  to  extract  his  own  blend  of 
their  highlights.  With  a grant  from  the  Tyringham  Cultural 
Council  we  have  been  able  to  enlist  the  able  editorial 
assistance,  again,  of  Roberta  Myers  of  Sandisfield. 

We  are  grateful  to  Peter  and  Ann  Herbst  of  Riverside  who 
were  our  speakers  for  the  annual  Hop  Brook  lecture.  Peter 
is  editor-in-chief  of  Family  Life  magazine  and  Ann  is  the 
author  of  a new  book.  Raising  and  Loving  a Child  with 
Attention  Deficit  Disorder.  Donations  at  the  Herbst  Lecture 
and  to  the  Tyringham  Topics  help  support  the  Hop  Brook 
Club's  scholarships,  children’s 
programs  and  annual  contribution 
toward  heating  oil  at  the  Union 
Church. 

We  welcome  new  members  and 
cherish  the  wisdom  and  companion- 
ship of  our  old  ones,  particularly 
Millicent  McIntosh  who  is  still  an 
active  member  at  the  age  of  99! 


Merry  Christmas 
and  Season’s  Greetings 
to  our 

Topics  readers. 


We  have  put  new  walkways  and  railings  around  the 
Library  and  Post  Office  and  replaced  all  the  windows  in 
the  Town  Hall.  We  have  cooperated  with  the  State  Public 
Access  Board,  the  Goose  Pond  Association  and  the 
Division  of  Fisheries  and  Wildlife  in  revamping  public 
access  at  Goose  Pond. 

Last,  but  not  least,  Tyringham  has  obtained  its  first  police 
cruiser.  We  are  working  with  it  and  have  seen  a 
noticeable  improvement  in  traffic  control.  Of  course,  this 
is  a continuing  effort  and  we  have  more  to  do.  We  will  be 
more  involved  with  using  the  cruiser  and  with  other 
projects  starting  in  the  spring  of  1998  when  the  good 
weather  comes. 

For  the  Board  of  Selectmen 

Peter  L.  Curtin,  Chair 


F*  POLICE 
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Town  of  Tyringham  VITAL  STATISTICS 


Compiled  by  Sissy  Curtin 


Two  births  and  two  deaths  were  recorded  in  Tyringham  this  year. 

BIRTHS:  Madison  McGlynn  Curtin,  February  27,  daughter  of  Pamela  Jean  and  Michael  David  Curtin  of  Webster 
Road,  granddaughter  of  Donald  and  Jackie  Nicholas  of  Becket  and  Sissy  and  Johnny  Curtin  of  Tyringham.  Madison 
has  two  Tyringham  great-grandparents,  Helen  and  Neil  Curtin  and  Marion  and  Joe  Whalen. 

Jennifer  Lynn  Ann  Shepard,  November  9,  daughter  of  Jeffrey  and  Tabitha  Shepard  of  Main  Road,  granddaughter 
of  Lois  Pennington  of  Florence,  Mississippi,  Bill  Lunt  of  Tyringham  and  Judi  Gelpi  of  Lee. 

DEATHS:  Sister  Mary  Sulpice  Offutt,  August  31  of  the  Monastery  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Visitation. 

Mary  Elizabeth  Spencer,  June  18,  of  Main  Road 


Tyringham  Valley 
Mothers  of  Twins 
Georgia  Birkett, 
Catha  Rambusch  and 
Millicent  McIntosh 
at  Charlie  Slater's 
80th  birthday. 

Photo: 

Rambusch  Family 


NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR 

Harry  Dickson  sends  greetings  to  all  his  neighbors,  and  on  behalf  of  his  extended  family  writes  "We  are  proud 
to  be  residents  of  Tyringham,  the  most  beautiful  place  on  earth". 

Deanna  and  Maggie  Curtin  have  just  returned  from  Kilmarnock,  Scotland  visiting  two  elderly  aunts.  They 
enjoyed  wonderful  walks  and  catching  up  with  many  relatives. 

Retiring  from  many  years  in  Andover,  Massachusetts,  Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd  and  Bob  Lloyd  have  moved  to 
Tinmouth,  Vermont,  "a  town  about  the  size  of  Tyringham,  with  eight  dairy  farms!"  The  Lloyds  welcome  visitors  at 
Tinmouth  and  enjoy  frequent  stays  with  Sue's  mother,  Milly  McIntosh,  in  Tyringham. 

Our  select  selectperson  Mary  Hale  was  appointed  chairman  of  the  five  member  State  Agriculture  Committee 
in  Massachusetts  by  Keith  Kelly,  administrator  of  the  U.S.  Department  of  Agriculture. 

Recovering  well  from  his  hospitalization  in  September,  Cort  Heath  sends  thanks  for  all  the  well  wishes  from 
Tyringham  friends.  Sadly,  his  son  Gary  died  of  cancer  on  October  10,  1997. 

Betty  Cernik  writes  that  Randy  has  taken  a position  with  Aspin  Technology  in  Houston,  Texas.  Randy,  Chris 
and  their  baby,  Marina,  are  on  the  verge  of  moving  there  from  Indiana.  Jeffrey  Cemik  is  the  announcer  for  dog  races 
at  Hinsdale  Race  Track  in  Hinsdale,  NH. 

Shaun  Murphy  has  now  been  with  Searle  Labs  for  20  years!  Holly  is  working  for  Ensign  Bickford  in  Simsbury. 
Eamonn  is  a freshman  at  Frankin  Pierce  College  in  Rindge,  NH.  A junior  at  Simsbury  High,  Niall  is  now  driving  and 
works  as  a waiter  at  La  Baguette  in  Simsbury.  Siobhan  is  a sixth  grader  and  plays  the  piano  and  flute. 

Joe  and  Marion  Whalen  were  given  a surprise  party  by  their  family  in  honor  of  their  50th  wedding  anniversary 
on  a beautiful  day  in  June.  Nearly  300  friends  and  family  members  came  to  the  Firemen's  Pavilion  to 
celebrate. 

On  July  12,  Ned  and  Petey  Perkins  celebrated  their  50th  wedding  anniversary  with  all  their  children,  family 
and  friends  under  "the  big  top"  at  Glencote.  The  following  day  they  continued  the  celebrations  with  more  friends  to 
toast  75  years  of  the  family  in  residence  at  Glencote. 

The  Herbsts  are  enjoying  more  sunlight  and  a wider  view  from  their  home.  Riverside.  Anne  writes  " as  many 
of  you  undoubtedly  noticed,  as  you  drove  by,  many  large  machines  ( and  their  talented  conductors)  helped  us  remove 
trees  and  overgrowth  from  the  front  of  the  house". 

Viggo  and  Catha  Rambusch  write  that  Lucia  is  about  to  receive  her  MBA  from  the  University  of  Denver.  The 
Rambusch  Company,  now  in  its  fourth  generation,  will  celebrate  its  100th  anniversary  of  incorporation  in 
December  1 998.  NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR,  CONTINUED  NEXT  PAGE 
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NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR,  CONTINUED 

Ann  Davis  writes  from  Lehigh  Acres,  Florida,  "I  am  very  happy  here  with  my  son,  Gary,  and  his  wife,  but  my 
heart  belongs  to  Tyringham.  Merry  Christmas  to  all." 

Molly  Curtin  Schaefer  reports  that  72  family  members  converged  on  the  Firemen’s  Pavilion  on  a wet  and 
windy  May  17  for  the  Curtin  Family  Reunion.  Since  the  last  reunion  in  1994,  there  have  been  five  marriages,  three 
new  babies  and  two  deaths. 

Writing  from  Stonington,  CT,  Penelope  Littell  thanks  everyone  for  the  many  contributions  in  memory  of 
Blaine.  "I  was  so  very  touched  and  pleased  by  your  kindness.  Bless  you,  I miss  you." 

Our  condolences  to  the  Loring  family  on  the  death  of  Deby  Loring  Hall's  husband,  Henry  W.  Hall  III,  on  Octo- 
ber 24  in  North  Adams.  He  had  suffered  a serious  car  accident  in  Tyringham  on  Christmas  Day  1996. 

Candy  Talbert,  Michael  Atkins  and  Courtney  want  to  thank  the  Tyringham  community  for  their  support  and 
good  wishes  as  Santarella,  Tyringham's  Gingerbread  House,  completes  its  first  season  as  a museum. 

On  August  16,  a complete  contingent  of  Slater  children  and  grandchildren  and  many  friends  met  on  Bob  and 
Sue  Choquette's  lawn  to  celebrate  Charlie  Slater's  80th  birthday.  Since  then  Charlie  has  undergone  two  major  sur- 
geries and  is  recuperating  well,  proving  to  us  all  what  a tough  New  England  farmer  he  is! 

Sam  and  Debbie  Slater  report  from  upstate  New  York  that  Sam  has  successfully  completed  his  year  as  Presi- 
dent of  the  Sherburne  Rotary,  while  Debbie  continues  to  juggle  managing  Proctor  and  Gamble's  information  systems 
by  day,  and  young  Daniel  Slater  the  rest  of  the  time.  Daniel  has  mastered  his  ABCs  and  counting;  dogs  Max  and  Benji 
keep  the  household  lively  and  another  Slater  is  expected  in  the  spring! 

Our  Mass.  Environmental  police  lieutenant,  Tom  Kasprzak  writes  that  Pease,  his  wife,  is  an  assistant  man- 
ager at  the  Coach  Store  in  the  Berkshire  Outlet  Village.  Her  son,  Bryn,  is  a senior  at  Lee  High.  Keith  Kasprzak  is  with 
the  Weston  Police  Department. 

Margaret  Richards  writes  that  her  son,  Alex  Luchars,  has  taken  over  The  Industrial  Press,  a technical  pub- 
lishing company  begun  by  his  grandfather  and  carried  on  by  his  father.  Alex  and  his  wife,  Susan,  live  in  Rowayton 
with  their  three  children,  the  youngest  of  whom,  Catherine  Elizabeth,  was  born  on  April  25,  this  year.  Margaret  en- 
joyed a trip  to  Tyringham  this  fall,  staying  with  Jim  and  Eugenie  Fawcett  and  catching  up  with  the  Leaches  in  the 
parking  lot  of  the  Cobble.  Her  four  sons  - Barrie,  Alex,  Charles  and  Jim  - have  just  been  fishing  together  off  Martha's 
Vineyard. 

Our  mailbox  was  filled  with  nuptial  news: 

Two  of  Neil  and  Helen  Curtin's  grandsons,  both  sons  of  Darleen  and  Joe  Wilkinson  of  Sheffield,  were  married 
this  year.  On  March  15  Keith  Wilkinson  married  Michele  Cables,  and  Todd  Wilkinson  married  Jen  Finnegan  on  Octo- 
ber 18.  Keith  and  Todd  are  also  grandsons  of  Ruth  Decker  of  Sheffield. 

Walt  and  Rosa  Loring  Alward  had  two  weddings  in  their  family  this  year.  The  first  occurred  at  the  Tyringham 
Union  Church  and  the  second  on  a cruise  ship  in  Florida!  Heidi  Alward  married  David  Nutt  in  Tyringham  on  May  24. 

They  are  living  in  Hopkinsville,  Kentucky.  Then  on  October  12,  Walt  Jr.  and  Joanna  Perry  of  Lenox  were  married 
aboard  a cruise  ship  in  Miami.  "Mom  and  Dad  got  to  attend  the  wedding,  but  not  the  cruise,"  Rosa  reports. 

Anne  Dort  Moffett  of  Boston  is  also  in  the  midst  of  family  weddings.  Her  daughter  Sarah  was  married  on  No- 
vember 2 to  John  Waterman  at  Martha-Mary  Chapel  in  Sudbury,  MA.  The  ceremony  was  performed  by  Rev.  Carl  R. 
Scovel  of  King's  Chapel,  Boston.  Sam  and  Jonathan  Moffett  gave  their  sister  away.  Next  June,  Sam  will  be  married  to 
Fiona  Jameson  in  Newton,  CT. 

Evelyn  Winters'  grandson,  Tim  Williams,  son  of  Bert  and  Karen  Williams  of  Lee,  was  married  to  Diana  Gop 
on  October  4,  at  the  Lee  Congregational  Church.  The  bride's  parents  are  Ceil  and  Eugene  Gop. 

At  St.  Thomas’  Church  in  Villanova,  PA  on  October  24,  Kerstin  Anderson,  daughter  of  Jim  and  Sheila  Caseley 
of  Church  Road,  was  married  to  Scott  R.  Marcum.  Kerstin  and  Scott  are  living  in  Rosemont,  PA. 

There  are  a host  of  out-of-town  babies  to  report: 

Taken  somewhat  in  order  of  arrival,  first  was  Maximilian  Rodman  Gilder  on  Jan  24  , son  of  Joshua  and  Anne- 
Lee  Gilder  of  Washington,  DC  and  grandson  of  Mary  Ellen  Gilder  of  Webster  Road  and  Scarsdale,  NY. 

During  the  month  of  March,  two  granddaughters  were  born  in  Jim  and  Eugenie  Fawcett's  family.  Elisabeth  Bigelow 
Fawcett  arrived  on  March  4 in  New  York  City.  She  is  the  daughter  of  Donald  and  Bridget  Fawcett.  Then  on  March  24, 

Eliza  Barnes  Fawcett  was  born  to  John  and  Carol  Fawcett  in  Oxford,  England. 

Shannon  Taylor  Mullen  was  born  in  Burlington,  VT  to  James  and  Shari  Birkett  Mullen  on  April  4,.  She  is  the 
great-granddaughter  of  Georgia  Birkett. 

Katelyn  Lee  Loring  arrived  on  May  14.  She  is  the  daughter  of  David  and  Marge  Slater  Loring,  and  grand- 
daughter of  Charles  and  Elizabeth  Slater  of  Tyringham  and  Ronnie  and  Nancy  Loring  of  Otis. 

Haley  Lauria  Puntin  was  bom  in  Loudon,  NH  on  June  21 , the  daughter  of  Tony  and  Beverly  Puntin  and 
granddaughter  of  Lauria  and  Donald  Puntin  of  Goose  Pond. 

Beatrice  Loring  reports  two  new  great-grandchildren;  Jarrett  Matthew  Dohn  was  born  on  July  22  in  Great  Bar- 
rington to  Chuck  and  Robin  Loring  Dohn.  His  grandparents  are  Ben  and  Roberta  Loring  of  Otis.  Then  on  Oct. 14,  Kim- 
berly Elizabeth  Loring  was  born  in  North  Adams  to  James  and  Victoria  Denis  Loring.  Her  grandparents  are  Jim  and 
Nellie  Loring  of  Otis. 

Blake  Olivia  Wilkinson,  daughter  of  Michelle  and  Keith  Wilkinson,  was  born  on  August  17.  She  is  the  grand- 
daughter of  Joe  and  Darleen  Curtin  Wilkinson  of  Sheffield  and  Virginia  and  Fred  Cables  of  Canaan  CT  Blake  is 
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Helen  and  Neil  Curtin’s  great-granddaughter.  Finally  on  October  29,  in  Wurtzberg,  Germany,  Keith  and  Sandi  Wil- 
liams had  their  third  daughter  Cayce  Jean.  Her  grandparents  are  Bert  and  Karen  Williams  of  Lee,  and  David  and 
Nancy  O'Brien  of  East  Otis.  Her  great-grandmother  is  Evelyn  Winters  of  Church  Road. 

Three  out  of  town  babies  missed  recognition  by  the  Topics  last  year.  They  are  Nicholas  John  Huff,  son  of  Barbara 
VanOrman  and  John  Huff  in  Quaker  Hill,  Conn.,  born  Dec.  16,  1996  , grandson  of  Kate  and  Gordon  VanOrman; 
Everett  Jackson  Harding  (a.k.a  Jack),  son  of  Jim  and  Susie  Harding  in  Worcester,  MA,  grandson  of  Mason  and  Peggy 
Harding;  and  Zachary  Shepard,  son  of  Jeffrey  and  Tabitha  Pennington  Shepard  then  of  Lee.  Tabitha  and  Jeff  are  now 
back  in  Tyringham  and  are  proud  parents  of  our  town’s  newest  baby,  Jennifer  Lynn  Ann  (see  Vital  Records). 

Congratulations  to  all! 

We  have  lots  of  news  of  older  offspring  ; 

Seventeen  year  old  Stephanie  Washburn  is  now  a member  of  the  California  Young  Rider  Dressage  team.  Her 
mother  Barbara  writes,  "Her  team  won  both  the  individual  and  the  team  gold  medals.  It  was  a very  exciting  time  for 
us  all.  Family  members  converged  from  all  over  the  country  to  cheer  her  on  at  Temple  Farms  in  Wadsworth,  Illinois. 
Flying  a horse  around  the  country  is  quite  an  undertaking. " Barbara  adds,  "We  miss  you  all!  A lot! " 

Helena  Gilder  Miller's  three  oldest  grandchildren  completed  their  bachelor's  degrees  this  spring.  Gabe,  Rod's 
son,  graduated  cum  laude  from  the  University  of  Vermont;  Tess,  Judy's  daughter,  from  Wesleyan  University;  and 
Elisa,  Amasa's  daughter,  summa  cum  laude  from  Barnard  University.  Next  spring  there  will  be  only  one  graduation  for 
the  Miller  family  when  Molly,  Ginny's  daughter,  finishes  her  B.A.  at  Smith  College. 

Lori  Curtin  is  a junior  at  Westfield  State  studying  Elementary  Education  and  History.  She  spent  her  sopho- 
more year  in  Rock  Hill,  South  Carolina,  at  Winthrop  University.  At  Winthrop  she  was  a member  of  Delta  Zeta  Sorority 
and  made  the  Dean's  List. 

Phil  and  Hilary  Deely  report  Maisie  is  having  a wonderful  fall  term  at  Sarah  Lawrence  College. 

Deep  in  physics  and  cross-country  skiing,  Louisa  Gilder  is  a sophomore  at  Dartmouth.  A sophomore  at  Mount 
Holyoke,  Nicole  Brown,  is  majoring  in  classics  and  is  a member  of  the  Mt  Holyoke  riding  team.  Alexis  Brown  was  the 
most  improved  member  of  Lenox  High  School's  cross-  country  ski  team  last  year  and  will  be  competing  again  this 
year  with  Mellie  Gilder.  Mellie  is  a co-captain  of  this  team,  the1997  State  Champs. 

This  past  year  Aubrey  Choquette  travelled  twice  to  Israel  - first  for  three  weeks  in  March  to  tour  the  Bible 
lands  as  part  of  his  course  of  studies  at  Berkshire  Institue  for  Christian  Studies;  then  again,  for  three  weeks  in  Sep- 
tember to  join  an  archeological  expedition  with  Associates  for  Biblical  Research  at  Kirbet-al-Makater  where  the  team 
continued  excavations  at  a location  presumed  to  be  the  ancient  city  of  Ai. 

April  Slater  is  engaged  to  Bill  Roche  III,  and  they  plan  to  be  married  in  September  1998.  April  is  Alice  and 
Chuck's  oldest  daughter  and  granddaughter  of  Elizabeth  and  Charlie  Slater.  Bill  is  the  son  of  Bill  and  Lucy  Roche  of 
Lee.  April  will  graduate  with  an  M.A.  in  Social  Work  from  Boston  College  in  May.  Bill  currently  works  for  Race  Moun- 
tain Tree  Company  and  is  considering  a career  in  the  police  force. 


Hop  Brook  Club  Swimming  Lessons  at  Tyringham  Pond,  July  1997 
Craig  Slater,  Nathan  DiLego-Heath,  Oliver  di  Constanza,  Julie  Slater,  Cody  Schaefer,  Darrin  Consolati,  Ben 
Havill,  Lily  di  Costanza,  Liza  Slater,  Olivia  Havill,  Austin  Consolati,  Nannina  Gilder,  Ben  Consolati,  Ellie 
Slater,  Andy  Slater,  Kathy  Marony-Wilson.  Missing:  Ben  Schaefer,  Brody,  Mariah  and  Amara  Hale. 
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Blaine  Litteli 


Born  in  Bar  Harbor, 
Maine,  and  raised  in 
New  York  City,  when 
he  arrived  in  1936  he 
knew  he  had  come 
home.  It  wasn’t  any 
one  thing  that  brought 
him  back  to  Tyringham,  time  and  time  again.  It  was  the 
combination  of  so  many  elements  - the  people,  the  meals, 
the  animals,  the  water,  the  milk,  the  walks,  the  parties,  the 
vistas,  the  quiet,  and  most  importantly,  a sense  of  family. 


Blaine  Litteli 
in  Tyringham 

From  the  moment 
Blaine  set  foot  on 
Tyringham  soil,  he 
was  drawn  to  the  val- 
ley. 


For  more  than  60  years,  Blaine  kept  leaving  and  returning 
to  Tyringham.  It  was  New  York  City  that  drew  him  away  in 
the  1950's,  Africa  in  the  1960's  and  Israel  in  the  early 
1970's.  If  he  could  manage  it,  he  tried  to  come  back  to 
Tyringham  at  least  once  a year.  Finally,  he  and  Penelope 
returned  in  1972  and  transformed  the  Dance  Hall  into  a 
year-round  home. 

For  the  next  20  years  he  lived  a dual  life.  When  he  was 


in  Tyringham  his  thoughts  were  about  the  world  at  large, 
and  whenever  he  was  physically  away  from  Tyringham  for 
any  length  of  time,  he  planned  for  his  return.  His  day  to 
day  life  in  the  Dance  Hall  centered  around  the  morning 
arrival  of  the  New  York  Times,  people  coming  in  from  the 
"outside"  for  meals  or  weekends,  catching  at  least  one 
broadcast  of  the  nightly  network  news,  and  relying  on 
Penelope  to  keep  everything  around  him  afloat.  Until  his 
emphysema  immobilized  him,  he  participated  in  the  local 
pleasures  of  'coon  hunting,  pig  roasts,  square  dances, 
swims  in  Shaker  Pond,  weddings  in  his  backyard  and 
hikes  up  the  Cobble. 

By  the  mid-80s  Blaine  was  able  to  walk  only  very  short 
distances.  It  was  during  this  period  that  he  savored  the 
community  of  Tyringham.  Friends  and  family  would  de- 
liver the  Times,  or  drop  in  for  "instant"  coffee  and  banter. 
Grandchildren  began  to  appear.  He  wrote  columns  for  the 
Berkshire  Eagle,  joined  a writers'  group  which  met  regu- 
larly in  his  living  room,  and  even  participated  on  some 
committees.  Throughout  he  worked  on  his  final  book 
"Rider's  Brother,"  which  enabled  him  to  stay  connected  to 
his  spiritual  home  - Africa. 

Two  years  before  his  death  he  and  Penelope  left  Tyring- 
ham and  sold  the  Dance  Hall.  Yes,  he  was  leaving  Tyr- 
ingham, but  he  had  every  intention  of  returning. 

He  did  so  on  a blustery,  rainy  day  in  late  spring  of  this 
year  when  his  ashes  were  buried  in  the  Tyringham 
cemetery.  And  just  as  in  his  life,  one  part  of  Blaine  is  for- 
ever in  Tyringham  and  the  other  is  forever  away. 

Peter  Litteli 


Eugene  Lehner 


The  recent  death  of  Eugene  Lehner  has  been  a loss  not 
only  to  Tyringham,  but  to  the  world  of  music.  .A  gradu- 
ate of  the  Budapest  Conservatory,  he  became,  at  a 
young  age,  a member  (violist)  of  the  famous  Kolisch 
String  Quartet,  a remarkable  chamber  group  throughout 
Europe,  famous  not  only  for  its  definitive  performance  of 
the  Classics,  but  for  its  interpretation  to  the  world  of  the 
great  modem  composers  - Schonberg,  Bartok,  Berg  and 
Kodaly. 

Eugene  was  an  exciting  musician,  a dear,  gentle  man,  a 
wonderful  inspiring  teacher.  He  was  also  humble,  often 
calling  himself  a fraud  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  trained 
and  inspired  hundreds  of  musicians.  Eugene  Lehner  was 
actually  responsible  for  the  training  and  coaching  of 
some  of  the  world’s  greatest  string  quartets. 

Being  in  Lehner’s  company  was  always  an  experience; 
he  brought  out  the  best  in  those  around  him. 

His  knowledge  and  his  enthusiasm  were  contagious,  and 
I learned  a great  deal  from  him. 


He  was  my  friend  and  he  introduced  me  to  Tyringham.  I 
shall  miss  him,  as  will  his  friends  and  neighbors  in  Tyring- 
ham. Harry  Ellis  Dickson 


Mr.  Lehner  coaching  a student  at  New  England 
Conservatory  . Photo:  Steve  Dahlgren 
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Mary  Elizabeth  Spencer 


Mary  Elizabeth  Spencer  died  June  18**^,  1997  at  age  72, 
courageous  to  the  end  of  a long  contest  with  emphy- 
sema. She  had  lived  in  the  Tyringham  Valley  for  over 
thirty  years  in  the  home  she  and  her  husband,  Girard  L 
Spencer,  purchased  shortly  after  their  marriage. 


Liz  was  a person  of  integrity  and  strong  convictions 
whose  qualities  were  used  to  focus  family  and  friends  on 
important  aspects  of  their  lives  and  thinking.  She  func- 
tioned as  a family  center,  where  members  found  news 
of  others.  She  met  each  one,  particularly  the  grandchil- 
dren, with  an  individual  interest  that  was  appropriate  for 
their  current  station  in  life. 


Girard  and 
Elizabeth  Spencer 
in  front 
of  their 
Main  Road 
home. 


Photo  courtesy 
of  Barbara  Spencer 


Prior  to  her  marriage,  Liz  worked  for  Time  magazine,  spe- 
cializing in  financial  reporting.  A ground-breaker,  Liz  was 
often  the  first  woman  ever  permitted  to  witness  and  report 
on  the  heretofore  exclusively  male  club.  She  retained  her 
interest  in  the  world  of  finance  and  politics;  one  did  not  en- 
ter lightly  into  conversations  on  these  topics.  The  Smith- 
sonian Institution  is  the  recipient  of  her  exemplary  collec- 
tion of  almost  ninety  early  American  miniature  portraits, 
assembled  with  discrimination  and  study.  Liz  developed  a 
serious  interest  in  native  American  arts  and  crafts,  collect- 
ing examples  of  most  disciplines.  She  was  knowledgeable 
about  American  antique  furniture  and  china. 

In  New  York,  Liz’s  interests  included  the  Mannes  College  of 
Music  and  in  Tyringham,  where  she  spent  more  time  after 
her  husband’s  death,  she  was  a member  of  the  Hop  Brook 
Club,  helped  organize  the  famous  Cobble  Race  for  the 
Cobble  Committee,  of  which  she  was  also  a member,  and 
contributed  a series  of  biographical  sketches  on  local  fig- 
ures for  the  Tyringham  Topics.  She  became  an  authority  on 
local  architecture.  She  volunteered  at  the  Christian  Center 
and  Saint  Mary’s  School  and  supported  the  work  of  Berk- 
shire County  Hospice. 

Liz  benefited  from  the  care  of  the  hospice  workers  at  the 
end  of  her  life,  as  well  as  from  the  unstinting  support  of  her 
friend  and  caregiver  of  the  last  several  years.  Raven  Wood. 

Liz  is  particularly  remembered  by  the  five  grandsons  of 
Girard  Spencer,  Pat  and  Anthony  Ryder,  Matthew  Fox,  and 
Jonathan  and  Guy  Spencer,  all  of  whom  retain  lifelong 
memories  of  visits  in  Tyringham.  In  their  own  ways  each 
depended  on  Liz  for  advice  and  support. 

Barbara  Spencer 


As  the  Topics  went  to  press  we  received  news  of  Alice  Naylor  Donald's  death  in  Scarsdale,  NY, 

on  November  30.  For  over  fifty  years,  Alice  has  been  a summer  resident  at  "Birchwood"  on  Fernside. 


i-OcKll  /n  VWi 
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FRIENDS  FOR  THE  PRESERVATION  OF  UNION 
CHURCH  IN  TYRINGHAM 


UNION  CHURCH  IN  TYRINGHAM 


This  fledgling  organization  is  dedicated 
to  the  preservation  of  Tyringham’s 
magnificent  Greek  Revival  church.  It  is 
conceived  as  a venture  involving  both 
members  of  the  congregation  and  the 
many  in  the  community  who  love  this 
landmark. 

In  our  first  year  of  incorporation,  the 
Friends  have  become  recognized  by 
the  IRS  as  a tax-exempt  organization. 

With  our  first  contributions,  we  hired  a 
70  foot  aerial  bucket  truck  from  Haupt 
Tree  Company,  and  roofer  Matt  Curtin 
valiantly  ascended  to  inspect  the  con- 
ditions atop  the  steeple.  Bob  Cho- 
quette  and  Everett  Fennelly,  both  long 
experienced  with  the  steeple,  provided 
moral  support  from  below.  Based  on  their  findings  and 
photographs  we  are  now  seeking  an  evaluation  by  a pro- 
fessional preservation  architect. 

In  the  coming  year  we  plan  informational  meetings  so  that 
the  community  can  be  more  fully  involved  and  a working 
fund-raising  committee  can  be  formed. 

Mini  Gilder,  Molly  Schaefer  and  Tom  Dillon 


DAFFODIL  DAY  IN  TYRINGHAM 

Last  year,  Jane  Kessler,  of  Monterey  spearheaded 
“Daffodil  Day,”  in  Tyringham.  Some  folks  did  not  know  of 
this  nationwide  fund  and  awareness-raising  event  of  the 
American  Cancer  Society,  held  each  March.  Jane  will 
start  contacting  families  in  late  February.  Daffodil  delivery 
will  be  in  mid-March  and,  as  last  year,  you  will  be  able  to 
pick  up  your  orders  at  the  Tyringham  Town  Hall.  Please 
watch  for  further  information  at  the  Post  Office  and  expect 
Jane's  call. 


Having  been  interim  pastor  at  Union 
Church  since  June,  1997,  it  gives  me 
great  pleasure  to  have  recently  ac- 
cepted their  call  as  permanent  pastor. 

I previously  pastured  in  Ashley  Falls 
for  nineteen  years.  My  wife,  Gloria, 
and  I “semi-retired”  January,  1995.  I 
am  touched  by  the  warmth  and  love  of 
the  folk  at  Union  Church  and  I am  sure 
you  would  be  too. 

At  Union  Church  we  will  celebrate  with 
a Christmas  Eve  Candlelight  Service 
which  will  be  held  on  Wednesday,  De- 
cember 24,  at  7:30  PM.  This  will  be  a 
service  of  Scripture  readings  and 
singing  of  Christmas  carols.  We  would 
be  delighted  to  have  the  entire  community  attend  this 
service. 

This  is  a truly  blessed  time  of  year.  Thanksgiving  causes 
us  to  focus  on  the  great  nation  God  has  given  to  us  and 
all  that  He  provides  for  our  spiritual  and  physical  well  be- 
ing. Christmas  should  be  special,  as  well,  because  it  is  the 
celebration  of  the  birth  of  our  Savior,  Jesus  Christ,  the 
only  begotten  Son  of  God,  whom  He  gave  to  the  world 
that  through  this  Son  we  might  have  eternal  life.  That  is 
the  REAL  message  of  Christmas. 

It  is  our  hope  that  those  in  our  community  who  do  not 
have  a church  “home,”  would  find  one  at  Union  Church. 
We  sincerely  welcome  you. 

We  have  Sunday  School  for  all  ages  at  9:30  AM,  followed 
by  Worship  at  1 1 :00  AM.  We  look  forward  to  greeting  you. 

In  Christian  Love, 

Rev.  Earl  Goss 


MONTEREY  ANNIVERSARY  BOOK 

Our  neighbors  in  Monterey  celebrated  the  150^^  anniver- 
sary of  their  secession  from  Tyringham  this  year,  and  the 
town  published  a commemorative  book.  Edited  by  Peter 
Murkett  (our  1995  Topics  editor),  the  200  page  book  is 
filled  with  material  which  has  never  been  previously  pub- 
lished. The  book  includes  many  historic  photographs  and 
a substantial  extract  from  the  1865  diary  of  Elihu  Harmon, 
who  first  moved  to  the  area  to  teach  school  in  Tyringham. 
There  are  a series  of  essays  by  distinguished  local  figures 
on  historical  and  social  aspects  of  the  town.  The  book  is 
available  for  $30  postpaid.  Checks  should  be  made  out  to 
the  Monterey  Anniversary  Book  and  mailed  to  P.  O.  Box 
324,  Monterey,  MA  01245. 


THE  TYRINGHAM  VALLEY  CLUB 

The  Tyringham  Valley  Club  has  met  several  times  in  the 
past  year  for  various  social  activities.  The  railings  on  the 
Agnes  Curtin  Memorial  Steps  (in  the  park)  were  installed 
this  summer.  Funding  for  the  railings  was  from  the  re- 
mainder of  the  Memorial  Funds  and  the  balance  was  from 
the  Club  Treasury. 

As  usual,  the  Club  paid  and  cared  for  the  town  flowers. 
We  will  no  longer  be  able  to  do  this  unless  able-bodied 
volunteers  assist  us.  Anyone  who  would  like  to  join  the 
club  or  volunteer  to  help  with  the  flowers  would  be  most 
welcome.  Please  give  Dot  Choquette  a call  at  243-1572. 

Barbara  Adams,  Secretary 
Tyringham  Valley  Club 
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SISTERS  OF  THE  VISITATION 

This  has  been  a year  of  settling  into  our  nnonastic  life.  We 
wish  to  share  with  you  a very  brief  sketch  of  the  unfolding 
of  this  past  year. 

The  splendid  beauty  of  summer,  fall,  winter  or  spring  here 
in  the  Tyringham  Valley  cannot  be  completely  captured 
either  by  the  eye  or  by  the  pen.  Each  season  is  an  epiph- 
any of  the  awesome  wonders  of  our  good  God.  The  re- 
splendent rainbow  viewed  from  the  vantage  point  of  our 
chapel  windows  early  this  November  seemed  to  envelop 
the  entire  valley.  Our  hearts  echoed  the  cry  of  the  inspired 
author  of  the  book  of  Sirach,  “Behold  the  rainbow!  Then 
bless  its  Maker,  for  majestic  indeed  is  its  splendor.” 


Sister  Mary  Sulpice  Offutt  (1892-1997)- 

On  May  3^'^  we  celebrated  the  105^*^  birthday  of  our  dear 
sister  Mary  Sulpice  Offutt.  Sister  loved  parties  and  enjoyed 
this  one  more  than  all  others.  Her  family  donated  a maple 
tree  in  her  honor,  which  we  named  “EMMA"  (Sister’s  bap- 
tismal name).  It  was  planted  near  our  cemetery.  When 
Sister  saw  it  she  remarked  with  her  characteristic  wit,  “Oh,  I 
like  it  there,  for  I can  see  it  now  that  I am  alive  and  also 
when  I’m  dead!”  A few  months  later  ,on  August  31,  Sister 
Mary  Sulpice  did,  in  fact,  return  to  her  God  whom  she  had 
loved  and  served  for  over  80  years  as  a Sister  of  the  Visi- 
tation. Sister  died  here  at  the  Monastery  surrounded  by  her 
loving  sisters.  She  is  tenderly  missed.  With  the  death  of 
Sister  Mary  Sulpice,  our  dear  Sister  Mary  Stephanie  Hanley 
is  now  our  oldest  member  (She  was  103  on  Thanksgiving 
day)!  We  are  now  15  in  community  (our  youngest  sister  is 
33). 

Our  postulant,  Judy  Knott,  from  Connecticut,  received  our 
holy  habit  on  November  1®’.  Sister  Judy  is  our  first  Tyring- 
ham novice.  There  are  several  other  women  who  are  seri- 
ously interested  in  answering  the  Lord’s  call  to  follow  Him  in 
the  spirit  of  our  Holy  Founders,  Sts.  Francis  de  Sales  and 
Jane  de  Chantal.  Please  pray  for  all  of  us! 

On  October  31®’  we  celebrated  the  lOO”^  birthday  of  our  dear 
Sister  Mary  Francis  de  Sales  Kaiser.  Her  loving  family 


donated  a Japanese  maple  tree  in  her  honor  which  now 
graces  our  central  courtyard. 

This  year  we  hope  to  resume  a tradition  we  had  in  Wil- 
mington of  an  evening  Mass  on  the  nine  Fridays  before  the 
Feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  which  will  be  held  June 
19,  1998.  You  are  all  welcome.  You  are  also  welcome  to 
join  us  at  our  daily  7:45  AM  Eucharistic  Liturgy  or  for  the 
Divine  Office  which  we  celebrate  in  chant  five  times  a day. 
Perhaps  you  may  wish  to  come  to  the  chapel  to  sit  quietly 
before  the  Lord  in  your  leisure  moments.  We  are  truly 
grateful  for  your  appreciation  of  our  presence  in  Tyringham 
and  promise  to  hold  all  of  you  close  to  our  hearts  in  love 
and  prayer.  May  we  all  join  our  voices  in  and  hearts  in  one 
song  of  praise  in  living  Jesus  as  we  journey  together  into 
the  Third  Christian  Millennium  . God  be  praised! 

Your  Tyringham  Valley  Neighbors, 

The  Sisters  of  the  Visitation  of  Holy  Mary 


Sister  Judy  Knott 

GOOSE  POND  MAINTENANCE  DISTRICT 


Acquiring  the  Forest  Street  Dam  at  Goose  Pond  has  been 
a main  goal  of  the  Goose  Pond  Maintenance  District  since 
it  was  formed  in  1994,  according  to  an  October  13  article 
in  the  Berkshire  Eagle.  Now  this  is  has  become  a reality; 
Simkins  Industries  of  New  Haven,  CT  has  given  the  dam 
and  1 .3  acres  surrounding  it  to  the  district  in  exchange  for 
allowing  Lake  May  Power  or  its  successors  to  use  water 
flowing  from  the  dam  for  electrical  power  generation  at  its 
Route  20  generating  station.  The  District  is  a union  of 
property  owners  around  Goose  pond  interested  in  being 
able  to  control  water  levels  and  ensure  the  structure's 
continuing  good  condition. 

A December,  1996  engineering  study  of  the  dam  found 
the  structure  in  good  condition  with  no  hidden  defects. 
The  engineer's  report  identified  ways  to  bring  the  tum-of- 
the-century  dam  into  compliance  with  modern  design 
standards.  These  improvements  include  making  the 
dam's  downstream  face  less  steep  and  enlarging  the 
emergency  spillway  to  increase  its  ability  to  handle  lake 
overflow  in  the  event  of  an  unexpected  storm. 

While  these  improvement  are  estimated  to  cost  about 
$150,000,  the  work  might  be  eligible  for  state  grants 
which  could  cover  as  much  as  75%  of  the  cost. 
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PRESERVING  THE  TYRINGHAM  LANDSCAPE 


JOHN  MCLENNAN'S  LEGACY 

Over  tv^enty-six  years  ago,  John  McLennan 
gave  400  acres  of  land  to  the  Trustees  of  Reservations. 
"This  was  a way  for  John  to  feel  that  he  could  ensure 
this  family  land  would  be  available  to  all  the  people  of 
Tyringham"  said  his  widow,  Katharine  McLennan  re- 
cently. Several  years  ago,  the  remains  of  the  Ashintully 
property  were  added  to  the  gift,  with  John  McLennan 
having  a "life  estate."  With  his  death,  last  October,  this 
portion  also  became  the  property  of  The  Trustees  of 
Reservations. 

Each  year  John  McLennan  improved  the  renowned 
gardens  of  the  remaining  property  until  two  years  ago, 
when  he  declared  them  complete. 


Last  summer,  the  house,  bam  and  gardens  were  also  given 
to  the  Trustees  of  Reservations  with  John's  wife,  Katharine 
McLennan  granted  a life  estate.  This  means  that  she  will 
maintain  them  and  pay  taxes  on  them  during  her  lifetime 
and  on  her  death  the  entire  property  will  be  open  to  the 
public  and  for  public  use 

Mrs.  McLennan  says  that  she  delights  in  having  Tyringham 
residents  and  their  families  visit  her  husband's  beautiful 
gardens,  and  so  she  has  decided  to  establish  visiting  hours 
at  the  gardens. 

"Each  time  someone  goes  round  the  gardens,"  says 
Katharine  McLennan,  "John  is  there." 


John  McLennan 
tending 
his  beloved 
gardens  at 
Ashintully. 


Photo  by 
Jennifer  Bishop 


A McIntosh  legacy 

Another  recent  gift  protecting  Tyringham  land  from 
development  is  that  of  the  family  of  Millicent  and  the 
late  Rustin  McIntosh.  The  Berkshire  Natural  Re- 
sources Council  recently  announced  that  it  has  ob- 
tained a Conservation  Easement  from  the  McIntosh 
family  which  will  preclude  future  development  of 
much  of  the  Crystal  Brook  watershed.  The  property 
abuts  the  McLennan  Reservation. 

"The  Mclntoshes  recognized  the  Tyringham  valley  as 
one  of  the  Berkshires'  distinctive  landscapes  and  saw 
the  opportunity  to  keep  part  of  it  intact  forever," 


said  Theodore  Ames,  director  of  the  Natural  Re- 
sources Council  in  a recent  Berkshire  Record  article. 

Under  a conservation  restriction,  landowners  enter 
into  a perpetually  binding  legal  agreement  that  limits 
or  eliminates  the  potential  for  future  development  on 
the  property.  The  land  itself  remains  in  private 
hands  and  may  be  sold  or  otherwise  conveyed,  but 
the  restrictions  stay  in  place.  The  McIntosh  agree- 
ment maintains  the  family's  right  to  pursue  agricul- 
tural, forestry  or  recreational  activities  and  only  pro- 
hibits development. 
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- "A  Bird's  eye  View  from  the  Tyringham  Pond"  by  Amy  Fennelly 
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COMINGS  AND  GOINGS 

by  Mini  Gilder  and  Mary  Ann  Brown 

In  the  course  of  1997  we  have  had  to  say  good-by  to 
several  long  term  Tyringham  residents  and  have 
welcomed  some  new  ones. 

SCHNELLS  TO  CAMPBELLS 

Down  at  the  end  of  Sodom  Road,  the  house  Eugene 
and  Ina  Schnell  bought  as  newlyweds  in  1963  is  now 
the  home  of  Lewis  and  Mary  Campbell.  The  Camp- 
bells are  dividing  their  time  between  their  Tyringham 
home  which  they  call  Stonybrook  Farm  and  Provi- 
dence, Rl.  Their  two  oldest  children  are  recent 
graduates  of  Duke  University.  Christy  (25)  lives  in 
Baltimore  and  Bradley  (22)  in  New  York  City.  Sev- 
enteen year  old  Stephanie  Campbell  is  a junior  at 
Miss  Hall's  School. 

It  was  a real  estate  ad  in  the  New  York  Times  that 
first  caught  the  attention  of  Gene  and  Ina  Schnell, 
and  they  decided  to  buy  the  property  at  the  end  of 
Sodom  Road  within  twenty  minutes  of  seeing  it.  For 
nearly  thirty-five  years  this  was  their  weekend  and 
summer  retreat  from  New  York  where  Gene  carried 
on  a family  fresh  fruit  importing  business.  After  some 
years  at  Bonwitt  Teller,  Ina  was  active  in  a child  ad- 
vocacy group  in  New  York,  Citizens  Committee  for 
Children  and  other  arts  and  music  related  causes  in 
New  York  and  the  Berkshires. 

In  their  earlier  years  in  Tyringham  when  their  son, 
Eric  was  growing  up,  the  Schnells  kept  goats  and 
sheep  intermittently  and  some  summers  rented  a 
Shetland  pony  from  the  Garners.  They  dreamed  of 
establishing  a trout  hatchery  in  the  old  Stedman  mill 
pond.  They  created  a fine  croquet  lawn  by  the  main 
house  and  planted  katsoura  trees.  In  recent  years 
they  rebuilt  the  little  brookside  house  on  the  property, 
and  planted  a grove  of  black  walnut  trees  there.  Ina 
was  a member  of  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club 
and  a board  member  at  Hancock  Shaker  Village  and 
the  Berkshire  Botanical  Garden.  Gene  continues  to 
serve  on  the  board  of  the  1st  National  Bank  of  the 
Berkshires 

Fleeing  the  winter,  the  Schnells  have  built  a house  at 
Longboat  Key,  Florida,  where  they  are  able  to  pursue 
many  of  the  musical  and  artistic  interests  that  first 
brought  them  to  the  Berkshires. 


SMITHS  TO  GOLDBERGS 

In  May,  1947,  Air  Force  engineer  Raymond,  "Gene" 
Smith  returned  to  Tyringham  where  he  had  spent 
much  of  his  childhood  in  the  care  of  his  grandmother, 
Helen  "Nellie"  Fuller  Moore  of  Hickory  Farm.  He 
moved  into  the  house  at  48  Main  Road  next  door  to 
Hickory  with  his  wife,  Mary  Knickerbocker  of  Pitts- 
field and  their  three  small  children  - Mary-Gene, 


Noreen,  and  six-month  old  Shaun.  Later,  in  the 
1950s,  the  Smiths  enlarged  the  house  to  accommo- 
date Mary’s  parents,  Kenneth  and  Grace  Knicker- 
bocker. 

Gene  was  a quality  control  engineer  at  General 
Electric.  In  Tyringham,  he  served  on  the  Board  of 
Assessors  for  thirty-five  years,  and  as  a member  of 
the  Park  Commission,  he  worked  with  George  de 
Sousa  to  set  up  the  first  playground  at  the  town's  ball 
park.  He  was  interested  in  town  affairs  and  an  active 
participant  in  town  meetings.  Mary  worked  for  35 
years  at  the  Toole  Agency.  A trained  singer,  she 
helped  build  up  the  choir  at  the  Union  Church  in  Rev. 
"Cap  " Couch's  day.  She  was  a regular  soloist  at  the 
church  accompanied  by  Lois  Kraszeski  or  Henning 
Carlson  on  the  organ.  Mary  has  moved  to  an  apart- 
ment at  Hyde  Place  in  Lee,  and  Gene  is  cared  for  at 
Senior  Lodge  on  Onota  Street  in  Pittsfield. 

Ron  and  Shobhana  Goldberg  have  moved  into  the 
Smiths'  house.  Married  two  years  ago,  after  a long 
acquaintance,  they  consider  this  their  "starter  and 
retirement  home."  They  lived  in  Lenox  for  eighteen 
years  at  Kripalu  where  Ron  is  the  housing  manager, 
and  Shobhana  works  at  the  front  desk  as  the  regis- 
trar. Commuting  for  the  first  time  in  years,  they  feel  a 
relaxing  presence  as  they  turn  off  Rte  102  into  the 
valley,  heading  home.  As  refugees  from  the  city 
(Ron  grew  up  in  Philadelphia)  and  the  suburbs 
(Shobhana's  childhood  home  was  in  Buck's  County, 
PA),  they  treasure  their  pastoral  views  and  the  coun- 
try life  they  are  now  a part  of  in  Tyringham. 


UMLAUFS  TO  JOHNSONS 

Donald  and  Janet  Umlauf  of  11  Stonebridge  Way, 
Goose  Pond  came  to  Tyringham  ten  years  ago. 
Leaving  corporate  life  in  the  manufacture  of  dispos- 
able medical  products  in  Glens  Falls,  NY,  Don  had 
an  entrepreneurial  dream  of  starting  his  own  printing 
business.  The  Umlauts  bought  Appalachian  Press  in 
Lee  and  built  their  house  in  Stonebridge  Way,  a re- 
production Colonial  post  and  beam  structure.  Look- 
ing back  on  it,  Don  says  the  press  was  the  hardest 
physical  work  he  has  ever  done  and  the  most  re- 
warding. 

Now  the  Umlauts  have  decided  to  retire  to  Rindge, 
NH.  In  February  they  sold  the  business  to  Mark  Dion 
and  Dan  Seymour,  and  in  November,  their  house  to 
Chris  Johnson,  the  landscape  manager  at  Berkshire 
Mountain  Garden  Center  (formerly  Dr.  Lahey's).  The 
Tyringham  Quilters  will  miss  Janet's  capable  help 
with  the  final  phase  of  the  town  quilt,  and  the  Hop 
Brook  Community  Club  will  miss  our  meticulous 
printers  of  the  Topics,  The  Umlaufs  son,  David  re- 
mains in  the  Berkshires  and  follows  the  family's  trade 
at  Quality  Press  in  Pittsfield. 
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other  sales  in  the  Goose  Pond  area  include  the  fol- 
lowing; Alfred  and  Barbara  Hollworth  have  purchased 
#16  Stonebridge  Way  from  Jonathan  Raddock.  On 
Lakeview  Drive,  Enid  Harris  sold  her  house  to  Todd 
D.  Jicks  of  Brookline,  MA  Richard  Hillel  has  pur- 
chased Jutta  Larson's  property  at  49  Cooper’s  Creek 
Road. 

ROSENS  IN  GELSLEICHTER-HARDING  HOUSE 

Aside  from  property  sales,  we'd  like  to  welcome  Su- 
san and  Stan  Rosen  who  are  renting  the  Gelsleich- 
ter-Harding  house  at  255  Main  Road. 

Susan  and  Stan  Rosen  recently  moved  from  Lenox 
where  Stan  is  the  director  of  development  for  the 
National  Music  Foundation. 

The  Rosens  moved  from  Macon,  Georgia  to  Lenox 
last  year.  Stan  is  a native  of  Macon  and  was  devel- 
oping the  Georgia  Music  Hall  of  Fame  there.  Susan 
is  originally  from  Mississippi  but  lived  most  of  her  life 
in  Georgia.  They  have  four  children.  Daughters,  Lau- 
ren(16)  and  Courtney  (15),  attend  Lenox  High  School 
while  twin  sons,  Tristan  and  Colin  (aged  5 in  Decem- 
ber) attend  the  Lenox  Children's  Center  part  time. 
Susan  does  hand-painted  furniture  and  spends  much 
of  her  time  with  her  paint  brush  at  Berkshire  Furni- 
ture Arts,  in  Stockbridge 

Susan  says  that  moving  from  the  South  to  the  Berk- 
shires  has  been  an  adjustment  for  the  whole  family, 
but  the  out-pouring  of  welcome  and  hospitality  from 
everyone  here  has  made  it  easy.  The  Rosens  are  at 
home  here  and  never  want  to  leave.  They  say  Tyr- 
ingham  is  truly  paradise. 


Amara  and  Brody  Hale  at  the  Halloween  Party 

Photo  Mini  Gilder 


HALLOWEEN 

The  children  enjoyed  the  annual  parade  led  by  Tyr- 
ingham  Fire  Chief  Jim  Curtin  driving  a fire  truck  with 
lights  flashing  and  sirens  blaring.  The  costumes 


ranged  from  mummies  to  Batmen  and  all  kinds  of 
animals. 

The  hay  wagons  driven  by  Tom  Fennelly  and  Rob 
Kimberley  took  the  kids  to  the  houses.  The  Tyring- 
ham  Police  Department,  guarded  the  wagons  in  front 
and  in  back  with  lights  flashing.  A Halloween  party 
followed  the  hay  wagon  ride. 


Fire  Chief,  Jim  Curtin,  in  disguise  leading  the 
Halloween  Parade 


The  main  attraction  was  Dracula’s  Castle.  The 
haunted  house  started  with  the  grave  yard  outside 
the  castle.  Pam  Curtin  played  a mummy  amongst  the 
many  graves  and  skulls.  Then  Prunella  (Janice 
Curtin)  greeted  the  kids  with  food,  tongues  and  ears 
(made  out  of  Jell-o  Gigglers)  and,  when  the  top  was 
taken  off  another  platter,  Mike  Curtin's  head  was 
served  as  he  was  yelling  from  under  the  table!  As 
they  headed  for  Dracula's  coffin,  (Dracula  played  by 
Everett  Fennelly)  he  arose.  On  his  right  side  was 
two-headed  man  (played  by  Mark  Curtin).  As  children 
tried  to  escape  through  the  Castle,  the  witch  (played 
by  MaryAnn  Fennelly)  was  after  them!  The  children 
enjoyed  bobbing  for  apples,  eating  donuts  off  a 
string,  cider  and  goodies  . 


GREAT  JOB,  EVERYONE! 

Thank  you  one  and  all  - Tyringham  Fire  Department, 
Tyringham  Police  Department,  Tom  Fennelly,  Rob 
Kimberley,  the  cast  and  crew  of  Dracula's  Castle  and 
all  the  townspeople  who  donated  candy,  food  and 
clothes  and  sheets  for  the  haunted  house. 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 

Park  Commissioner 
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A REMINISCENCE  ON  MRS.  WELCH  AND  TYRINGHAM  SCHOOL 

Written  by  Chip  Davis,  son  of  Ann  and  Donald  Davis  of  the  Gingerbread  House,  as  a high  school  student  in  the  1960s 


Ed.  Note:  It  is  hard  to  believe  that  many  people,  children 
or  adults,  referred  to  Emily  B Welch  to  her  face  as 
"Granny  Welch."  Rather,  I believe,  the  form  of  address 
was  "Mrs.  Welch."  Perhaps  Chip  felt  courageous  to  be 
able  to  do  so  again  and  again  in  print  several  years  after 
leaving  the  Tyringham  one  room  schoolhouse.  Chip's  admi- 
ration for  his  remarkable  elementary  school  teacher  is  evi- 
dent. 

Learning  to  read  and  write  in  a one-room  school- 
house  is  almost  a thing  of  the  past  theses  days.  But 
in  the  1950s,  when  the  baby  boom  was  in  its  heyday 
and  Tyringham  School  was  hosting  grades  one 
through  five,  learning  was  strictly  enforced  and  lazi- 
ness heartily  reprimanded  in  our  classroom.  Intimi- 
dation was  the  name  of  the  game  at  Tyringham 
school  and  the  rules  of  the  game  were  plain  and 
simple.  Our  teacher,  who  ruled  with  an  iron  hand, 
was  Emily  B.  Welch,  better  known  by  kids  and  par- 
ents alike  as  Granny  Welch. 

Granny  was,  and  still  is,  Swamp  Yankee  to  the  core, 
and  she  boasted  continually  of  her  ancestors'  trials 
and  tribulations  "in  coming  over  on  the  Mayflower." 
Also  among  Granny's  relatives  was  John  Chapman 
or,  as  we  know  him,  Johnny  Appleseed,  whom 
Granny  constantly  made  reference  to,  as  he  was, 
according  to  her,  a great  American  who  did  much 
more  for  his  country  than  roam  aimlessly  around 
country-side  planting  apple  trees.  Stories  of  Johhny 
Appleseed's  dealings  in  everyday  life  situations  were 
used  by  Granny  so  strengthen  our  moral  characters 
and  also  to  add  color  to  our  history  lessons,  which, 
by  the  way,  seemed  to  wander  back  to  the  Mayflower 
and  Granny's  relatives. 

Every  morning  before  classes  started,  we  would  be 
put  through  one  of  Granny's  rituals.  She  would  stand 
at  the  head  of  the  classroom  adjusting  her  dress  and 
slip,  which  never  needed  adjusting  but  was  her  signal 
to  us  that  inspection  would  begin  shortly.  Granny 
would  march  up  and  down  the  aisles,  her  shoes 


making  sharp  clicks  on  the  hardwood  floors  like  a 
German  storm  trooper  clicking  and  spinning.  She 
would  move  from  desk  to  desk  checking  hands  and 
finger  nails  for  any  traces  of  dirt  we  might  have  en- 
countered on  our  way  to  school  that  morning.  "A 
clean  body  is  the  first  step  to  a healthy  mind," 
Granny  would  say,  attributing  those  words  of  wisdom 
to  one  of  her  relatives  of  a generation  long  gone  by. 
She  was  immaculate  herself  and  she  had  aged  with 
dignity  and  grace.  She  always  wore  dark  colored 
dresses,  the  kind  with  the  buttons  all  the  way  up  the 
front.  On  her  lapel  she  wore  her  Daughters  of  the 
American  Revolution  and  Eastern  Star  pins  like  merit 
badges  for  us  to  see. 

Aside  from  the  everyday  chores  of  teaching  us 
reading,  writing  and  arithmetic,  Granny  was  also  very 
concerned  with  our  cultural  development,  and  having 
a musical  background  and  some  experience  in  stage 
craft,  she  undertook,  at  every  major  holiday,  a great 
Production  of  which  she  was  the  "director"  and  we 
were  the  "stars."  By  about  the  third  grade  she  noticed 
I had  the  most  resonant  voice  in  school.  It  must  have 
been  at  recess  when  she  made  the  discovery  be- 
cause none  of  us  dared  speak  above  a whisper  in  her 
presence.  It  was  at  this  time  I was  chosen,  or  "given 
the  honor,"  according  to  Granny,  of  delivering  Lin- 
coln's Gettysburg  Address  at  the  town's  annual  Me- 
morial Day  services  held  in  the  cemetery.  I never 
forgot  that  feeling  when  Granny  told  me  I was  to 
memorize  that  speech  and  deliver  it  in  front  of  the 
whole  town.  Nor  will  I ever  forget  the  lecture  and 
word  lashing  I received  when,  after  two  weeks  time  I 
had  learned  barely  more  than  "Four  score  and  seven 
years  ago..." ! 

Lastly,  I'll  never  forget  the  way  Granny  instilled  in  me 
the  courage  to  stand  in  front  of  the  whole  town  and 
give  that  speech.  Courage  born  from  sheer  fear  of 
the  unknown.  I learned  three  lessons  that  spring 
evening  in  May  - Fear,  Courage  and  Relief. 


STUDENTS  LINE  UP  AT  THE  TYRINGHAM  SCHOOL  - 1 958  Photo  courtesy  of  Betty  Cernik 
Linda  Jones,  Cindy  Bickford,  Donald  Cernik,  Charles  Slater  Jr.,  Gary  Davis,  Darleen  Curtin,  Martha  Birkett,  Janice 
Whalen,  Peter  Day,  Richard  Cernik,  Sharon  Rowley,  Steve  Hale,  Kenny  Whalen,  Richard  de  Sousa,  Reese 

Palmer,  Bob  Choquette,  Amanda  Bickford,  16  Johnny  Curtin,  Christine  Hale  and  Walter  Palmer. 


TYRINGHAM  ARTS  COUNCIL 


The  Tyringham  Arts  Council  continues  to  look  to  the 
community  for  ideas  to  benefit  the  citizens  of  Tyring- 
ham. Peter  Charpentier,  Bill  Cosel,  Bobbie  Crosby, 

Sissy  Curtin,  Molly  Curtin-Schaefer,  Elizabeth  Elliott, 
Kitty  Kelly-Curtin,  Adrienne  Miesmer,  Candy  Talbert  and 
Cece  Wasserman  are  board  members  of  the  Tyringham 
Council.  We  are  interested  in  working  with  you  to  create 
projects  to  promote  excellence,  access  education  and 
diversity  in  the  arts,  humanities  and  sciences  for  our 
town.  The  town  is  allotted  $3,000  annually.  Please  help 
guide  our  choices  with  your  proposals.This  past  year  we 
funded  two  Hop  Brook  projects;  Tyringham  Topics  and 
Peggy  Harding's  Children's  Summer  Program,  a recrea- 
tion of  a Civil  War  soldier's  experience  and  a storyteller 
. We  also  made  contributions  to  the  Bidwell  House,  the 
Berkshire  Museum  and  for  a recording  of  John  Mclen- 
nan's last  orchestral  composition  conducted  by  Gunther 
Schuller.  We  also  sponsored  a concert  of  wonderful 
songs  from  the  Great  American  Song  Bookfor  our  senior 
citizens. 


Projects  for  1998  will  be  announced  just  before  Christ- 
mas. 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 


Craig  "Bert"  Slater  Drawing  at  the  Town  Hall 


TYRINGHAM  SCHOOL  COMMITTEE 


School  Enrollment  65 

Lee  Central:  28 

Lee  High  School  16 

BCD:  4 

St.  Mary’s;  4 

Lenox  Middle  and  High  Schools  6 

St.  Joseph’s  3 

Miss  Hall's  School  2 

The  Master’s  School  1 

Home  school  1 


Marion  Clark 


Franck  Feliz  Jr.  and  Deanna  Curtin  on  the  School  bus 


The  school  bus  at  the  Town  Hall 

left  to  right:  Olivia  Havill  (in  shadow),  Julie  Slater,  Ellen 
Slater,  Caitlin  Schom acker,  Nathan  Di  Lego-Heath 
Cody  Schaefer 
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SEASON'S  GREETINGS 


In  memory  of  Stet 

Barbara  Adams  & Steve 
Dutch  & Margo  Allen 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop 
Walt  & Rosa  Alward;  Walter  Jr.  & Joanna; 

David  & Heidi  Nutt 

Michael  Atkins,  Candy  Talbert  and  Courtney  Tal- 
bert 

Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Babbie  Barhydt 

Bill  & Betty  Bean  with  Amy  & Whitney  (Canine 
Kids!) 

Jennifer  Bishop,  Daniel  Mark  Epstein,  & 

Teddy  Epstein 

Judith  Bishop  & Maia  Bookoff 
Susan  Bishop  & Rachel  Uchitel 
Georgia  Birkett  & Family 
Teresa,  Bragdon  & John  Canon 
Bob  & Mary  Ann,  Nicole  & Alexis  Brown 
Erik  Bruun  & Family 
Peter  Bruun  & Family 
Jack  & Irmgard  Bucher 

Lewis,  Mary,  Christy,  Brad  & Stephie  Campbell 
Henning,  Joyce  & Kimberly  Carlson; 

Michael,  Becky,  Jillian  & Zachary  Carlson 
Carolyn  G.  Canon 
John  G.  Canon 
John  N.  Canon 
All  the  Cerniks 

Peter,  Gail,  Elisabeth  & Matthew  & 

Grandma  Edith  Charpentier 
Bob,  Sue,  Aubrey  & Noah  Choquette 
Dot  Choquette 

Chuck,  Terry,  David,  Jon  & Kevin  Clark 
Irma  Clark 
Gordon  Clem 

Bill,  Adrienne,  Gabey  & Molly  Cosel 
Bobbie,  Player,  Jay  & Kit  Crosby 
Gerry  Curtin 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin;  Denise  & Joey  Curtin;  Tim, 
Katy,  & Shawn  Murphy;  & Jim,  Helen  & 

Kara  Curtin 

John  & Sissy;  Mike,  Pam  & Madison;  Mark  & 

Lori  Curtin 

Mary  Curtin;  Eugene,  Nancy,  Kevin,  Gene  & Scott 
Matt,  Kitty,  Dillon  & Devin  Curtin  & Dan  McDonald 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 

Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Peter  Curtin  Jr.  & sons 
Ethan  & Collin;  Jamie,  Adriene,  Joshua, 

Nissa  & Asia 


Terry  & Marilyn  Curtin;  Steve,  Kelly  & Tony;  Beth, 
Greg  & Kyle  Curtin 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 
Holly  & Putt  Darey 
Ann  Davis 

Philip,  Hilary,  Maisie  & Pip  Deely 
Betty  L.  Dennis 

Bill,  Peggy,  Nick  & Billy  DeSantis 
The  di  Costanzo  Family  - Diane,  Steve,  Lily  & 
Oliver 

Tom  & Therese  Dillon 

Harry  Dickson;  Michael  & Kitty  Dukakis,  Alfred  & 
Ginny  Peters  & children 
John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax,  David  & 

Adam  Donald 
Alice  & Alison  Donald 
In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath 
Gerry  & Donna  Drake  & Family 
Bill  & Connie  Dyer;  Arthur  & Jane  Dyer;  Beverly  & 
Heidi  Elsensohn 
Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott 
Susannah  Elliott,  Kim  Novick,  Eliza  & Cray 
Gino  & Mary  Errichetto 
Donald  & Bridget  Fawcett  & Elisabeth 
John  & Carol  Fawcett  & Eliza 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett;  Annette  & James 
Eddie  & Dianne  Fennelly 
Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly  & Family; 

Everett,  Mary  Beth  & Luke  Fennelly; 

Kathleen  & Andrew  Bardwell 
Amy  Fennelly  & Byron  Renderer 
Nan  & Paul  Freed 

Allan  & Mary  Garner,  Nancy  & Stephen  Wood 
George,  Nini,  Louisa,  Mellie,  Richard  & 

Nannina  Gilder 
Mellie  Gilder 

David,  Cindy  & Allison  Gilder; 

Josh  & Anne-Lee  Gilder  & Max 
Ruth  Goldmuntz 

Virginia  Gorman,  Susan  Fleming  Moran  & Conor 

Richard,  Lindsay  & Mark  Greene 

Larry,  Sally,  Eric  & Laura  Griffin 

Arnold  B.  Hale  & Alice  M.  Hale 

David  Hale 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  Hale 
Donald  & Mary  Hale 
Dorothea  Hanson 

Jim  & Susie  Harding,  Maggie  & Jack 
Kate  Harding 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS 
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Peggy  & Mason  Harding 

Kathleen  & Stuart  Harrod;  Lyn  Harrod, 

Sebastian  DuBois 

Sandy,  Arnold,  Cathy  & Suzie  Hayne 
Cortland  F.  Heath 

Donald,  Katie,  James,  Christina  & Paul  Heath 
Ruth,  Herb,  Connie,  Eric,  Brian,  Shawn  & 

John  Heath 

Peter,  Ann,  Willie  & Nicky  Herbst 
Eleanor  & Rockwell  Hoag 
Maggie  Howard 

Arlene  Jennings  & Blase  Katterhagen 
Al,  Martha,  Jason  & Allison  Joyner 
Tom  Kasprzak,  Kathleen  "Pease"  Pease 
Bill  & Heather  Treat  Ketchen  & Dakota 
Margaret  Dillon  Katz,  Joe  Katz  & Rebecca 
Mary  D.  & Wil  Kierstead,  Plum,  Susanna  & Nick 
George  & Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Traux,  Charles 
Truax;  Janie  Thrailkill  & Hawley  Truax  & Olivia 
Bob  & Kathy  Lambert 
Doug  & Marion  Leach 

Ruth  & Steve  LeCompte,  Shannon,  Erin  & Tim 
In  memory  of  Blaine  Littell 
Penelope  Littell 
Bob  & Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd 
Beatrice  Loring 

Benny,  Roberta  & Kelly  Loring 
Russ  & Margaret  Loring 
David,  Marge  & Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Richard  Loring;  Rick,  Ann  & Alisha  Loring, 
E.J.  Abbott;  Ed  & Marion  Loring;  Deby,  Henry 
& Elizabeth  Hall,  Amy  & Ashley  Hunt,  Kevin 
Dougherty  & Marcus 
In  memory  of  Joe  Jr. 

Joe,  Evie  & Rodney  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

Tunk,  Dede  & Tony  Loring;  Billy,  Rhonda,  Dylan  & 
Isaac  Winters;  Ed,  Elaie,  Bryan  & 

Jordan  Arnold 
Millicent  McIntosh  & Family 
In  memory  of  John  S.  McLennan 
Katharine  McLennan 

Helena  Gilder  Miller  & Family;  Rodman  & Gabriel; 
Julia,  Tess,  Nadia  & Steven  Hartman;  Amasa, 
Anita,  Elisa  & Ayla;  Ginny,  Molly,  Chris  & 

Lunt  Nuttle 

Anne,  Jonathan,  Sam  Moffett  & Sarah  & 

John  Waterman 


Polly  Perkins  Montgomery  & Family 
Ray  & Judy  Morehouse 
In  memory  of  Paula  Mattlin 

Bob  Moskin  & Lynn  Goldberg;  Mark,  David, 
Nancy,  Camela  & Issac,  Lillian  & 

Mae  Rose  Moskin 

Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Niall,  & Siobhan  Murphy 
Tonio,  Barbara,  Caroline  & William  Palmer 
Gilder,  Anne,  Reese,  Walter  & Spring  Palmer 
LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelly  & Butch  Palmer 
Ned  & Petey  Perkins  & Family 
In  memory  of  Viola  Picken 

David  & Jan  Picken  & Alexander 
Jesse  Pierce 

Diana  Hitt  Potter;  Horatio  & Liz  Potter  & Jeffrey 
Donald,  Lauria  & Matthew  Puntin 
Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch;  Kristin  & Sandy  Van 
Thelan;  Edwin,  Sharon  & McKenzie;  Martin, 
Margery,  Nicholas  & Jackson;  & 

Lucia  Rambusch 
Judy  Reber 

Margaret  Olds  Richards;  Barrie;  Alex  & Poppy; 
Thomas  & Robbie,  Catherine;  Charles  & 
James  Luchars 
Lilja  & Joseph  Rizzo 

Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Engene,  Ina,  Eric  & Nancy  Schnell;  Vicki  & 

Jay  Rosen 

Dennis  & Peggy  Reber  Shapson 
Jennifer  Canon  Storti,  Gary  & Ryan 
Philippa  Claude  & Tony  Stretton 
In  memory  of  Dan  Slater  & Grace  Slater 
Charlie  & Liz  Slater 
Sam,  Debbie  & Daniel  Slater 
Mary  & Gene  Smith  & Family 
The  Sullivans:  Michael,  Kerry,  Kelly  & Michael 
Dick,  Joanne,  Jennifer  & Dickie  Sweeney 
Blanche  Thober 
Asher  E.  Treat 

Brian  & Sidney  Urquhart  & Family 

Gordon  & Kate  VanOrman  & Family 

Randy  & Nancy  Wade  & Adam  & Robert 

Barbara,  Deric,  Jennifer  & Stephanie  Washburn 

Cece  & Herb  Wasserman  & Family 

Joe,  Marion  & Denny  Whalen 

Bert,  Karen  & Chad  Williams;  Tim  & 

Diane  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley,  Linsey, 

Cacye  Williams  project  is  supported  in  part  by 

Mark  & Liz  Williams 
Evelyn  Winters 
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Massachusetts  Cultural  Council 


A state  agency  that  funds  your  community's 
local  cultural  council 
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The  Hop  Brook  Club  is  grateful  for  a grant  from  the  Tyringham  Cultural  Council,  a local  agency  supported  by  the 
Massachusetts  Cultural  Council. 


Hop  Brook  Community  Club 
Tyringham,  MA  01264 


ryriQQhorn  Topics 

Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  in  the  interest  of  the  church  and  community 


Suzette  Alsop  - Tyringham  Hay  Bales  - watercolor 


Painting  Tyringham 

Deep  blue  hills,  light  and  dark  clouds  swirling  in  a 
pale  blue  sky,  round  hay  bales  squatting  on  a pale 
green  field,  and  in  the  distance  a white  church 
tower  and  the  marble  obelisks  that  stand  sentinel  in 
a cemetery;  this  is  Tyringham. 

For  most  of  us  it  is  enough  just  to  live  in  this  magic 
valley  where  man  and  nature  have  combined  to 
form  an  idyllic  New  England  scene.  But  others 
want  more.  These  others  are  Tyringham’s  artists 
living  or  dead — artists  who  have  striven  to  capture, 
on  canvas  or  paper,  the  beauty  of  their  own 
landscape. 

Union  Church  and  the  town  cemetery  are  the  heart 
of  the  town.  From  these  radiates  Main  Road,  north 
and  south — or  is  it  east  and  west?  (Things  in 
Tyringham  seem  to  run  diagonally.)  And  from  this, 
the  town’s  only  artery,  the  veins  of  Jerusalem  and 
George  Canon  roads  lead  to  the  Shaker  settlement 
of  Jerusalem  itself  and  Goose  Pond. 

Toodie  Alsop  and  Amy  Fennelly  are  two  artists  who 
have  captured  on  canvas  this  heart  of  Tyringham. 
Toodie  painted  the  landscape  on  our  masthead, 
and  Amy  the  pastel  of  church,  parsonage  and 


cemetery  as  seen  from  the  rear  of  the  church,  past 
flowers,  boulders  and  across  Mrs.  Brown’s  field  in 
early  summer. 


Asher  Treat  - linoleum  block  print 


Amy  Fennelly  -Tyringham  Church  - pastel 


Amy  has  lived  in  Tyringham  nearly  her 
whole  life.  She  studied  at  the 
University  of  Massachusetts  where 
she  received  the  degree  of  Bachelor 
of  Fine  Arts,  with  a major  in  painting 
and  a minor  in  art  history.  As  a 
teenager,  she  worked  mostly  in  pastel, 
but  since  then  she  has  also  worked  in 
oil  and  collage. 


How  does  an  amateur  artist  find  time 
to  combine  a regular  job  with 
painting?  Very  difficult — nearly 
impossible!  For  Amy  this  is  the 
“blessed  curse”  of  art.  But  the 
blessings  far  outweigh  the  curses. 
“Tyringham  is  heaven  on  earth"  and 
painting  a deeply  felt  joy. 


Suzette  Alsop,  known  to  all  of  us  as 
Toodie,  has  voiced  similar  feelings. 
Before  she  became  a professional 
painter — in  her  mid-fifties — she  was 
mostly  a wife  and  mother.  She  had 
studied  Art  History  at  Radcliffe  (BA’45) 
and  for  seven  years,  oil  painting,  life  class 
and  sculpture  at  the  National  Academy  of 
New  York  City.  But  as  her  children  grew 
up,  the  Artist  gained  ascendancy  over  the 
Homemaker.  Now  painting  is  a full-time 
job.  “Painting  is  totally  absorbing  and 
creative. ..at  times  a stolen  pleasure. ..at 
others  a much  needed  therapy.”  Far  from 
being  relaxing  as  some  would  believe,  “it 
is  a challenge. ..to  capture  nature  and 
beauty,  and  in  so  doing,  become  one  with 
them.” 

Toodie’s  painting  of  Town  Pond  illustrates 
her  philosophy;  “Tyringham  is  mercifully 
still  rural;  with  old  houses  and  bams,  with 
a stream,  a pond,  and  a charming  lay  of 
the  land. ..quiet. ..One  holds  one’s  breath.” 


Suzette  Alsop  -Town  Pond  - watercolor 
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Another  professional  painter  connected 
to  Tyringham  is  Delly  Alsop,  Toodie’s 
daughter— for  theirs  is  a painting  family 
stretching  back  three  generations  and 
more.  Delly’s  picture  is  of  Hop  Brook 
as  it  flows  past  Cobble  and  Willow  Glen 
toward  its  rendezvous  with  the 
Housatonic.  Delly  studied  art  at  the 
University  of  Pennsylvania  and  went  on 
to  teach  there  in  the  late  80’s.  She  no 
longer  lives  in  Tyringham,  but  she 
returns  often  enough  to  keep  us  and 
the  art  world  supplied  with  images  of 
our  village.  Although  her  picture  of 
Hop  Brook  is  an  early  work,  it  already 
displays  her  bravura  brushwork  and 
dashing  oil  technique. 


Adele  Alsop  - Hop  Brook  - oil 


Gordon  VanOrman  - Center  School  - counted  cross-stitch 


Tyringham’s  only  surviving  schoolhouse  has  been 
photographed,  drawn  and  painted  over  and  over  again, 
but  never  so  sharply,  never  so  clearly  has  It  been 
shown  as  in  Gordon  VanOnman’s  counted-cross  stitch 
version.  What  is  “counted  cross-stitch?”  Gordon 
explains  it  this  way:  “A  picture  is  drawn  on  a piece  of 
graph  paper.  The  stitches  thus  marked  are  counted, 
and  the  pattern  is  transferred  and  followed  exactly.” 


Gordon  has  lived  in  Tyringham  all  his  life.  When  he 
was  working  full-time  as  a truck  driver,  he  always 
found  time  in  the  evening  or  on  the  weekends  to 
cross-stitch.  His  production  has  increased 
dramatically  since  1985,  when  he  was  laid  up  at 
home  recuperating  from  surgery.  He  has  created 
well  over  a hundred  pieces  of  work,  many  of  them 
wedding  samplers.  Most  of  them  have  been  given 
away  to  family  and  friends. 


Continuing  on  our  artistic  tour  of  Tyringham,  heading 
southeast  on  Main  Road,  we  pass  on  our  right  a 
large  open  field.  This  was  the  favorite  haunt  of  the 
celebrated  Tyringham  bear  who  could  be  seen 
nearly  every  day  one  summer  during  the  late  1980s. 
Of  course,  nowadays,  bears  are  sighted  all  over 
Tyringham — even  crossing  Main  Road.  In  those 
days,  however,  to  see  a bear  was  a rare  sight 
indeed,  and  cars  would  line  up  along  the  side  of  the 
road,  their  occupants  hoping  to  catch  a glimpse  of 
this  fabulous  beast. 

Tyringham  now  has  a new  bear  called  Berlioz, 
pronounced  Bear-lee-oze  (the  last  part  rhymes  with 
toes.)  Berlioz  is  the  brainchild  of  the  prolific  Jan 
Brett,  our  Tyringham  neighbor  who  has  written 
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and/or  illustrated  32  children’s  books.  This  gives 
Tyringham  one  of  our  country’s  best  known  author- 
illustrators  of  children’s  books. 

Berlioz  the  bear  plays  the  double  bass.  So  does  Jan’s 
husband,  Joe.  In  fact,  Joe  was  the  model  for  Berlioz. 


Jan  Brett  - Berlioz  the  Bear 


Jan  says,  “Creating  the  character  of  Berlioz  was  easy.  I 
just  took  my  husband,  Joe,  and  lengthened  his  nose. 
When  it  was  long  enough  I added  a black  bear  nose  tip. 
Then  I moved  his  ears  up  and  rounded  them.  Last  of  all, 
I covered  him  in  thick  fur.” 


Continuing  southeast  on  Main  Road  we  come  to  a 
curious  stone  bam  on  the  old  Garfield-Spencer  place. 
This  was  built  for  Robb  de  P.  Tytus  at  the  beginning  of 
this  century  in  order  to  store  treasures  destined  to  be 
installed  at  Ashintully  on  its  completion.  Ruth  La  Prise 
has  accurately  caught  the  look  of  this  building. 

Ruth  does  not  live  in  Tyringham,  but  for  the  amount  of 
time  she  has  spent  here  working  on  the  Tyringham  Quilt, 
she  will  be  considered,  for  the  purpose  of  this  article,  a 
Tyringham  resident.  Ruth  has  painted  since  she  was  a 
child,  studied  art  in  college,  and  did  oils  until  about  ten 
years  ago  when  she  branched  out  into  watercolors.  The 
Blandford  historical  quilt  was  her  first  experience  in 
large-scale  quilting. 


Ruth  La  Prise  - Stone  Bam  - watercolor 


Across  the  road  from  Tytus’s  stone  barn.  Beach  Road 
crosses  the  valley  flats  and  leads  up  to  the  new  Monastery 
of  the  Visitation,  modestly  hidden  behind  a veil  of  white  pine. 
The  rose  window  in  the  chapel  was  designed  by  Viggo 
Rambusch.  The  deep  blues  and  glowing  reds  were 
designed  to  transport  the  worshipper  back  to  the  medieval 
world  of  Chartres  and  Beauvais.  Viggo  runs  a business  in 
New  York  City — ^The  Rambusch  Studios — ^which  has  been  in 
the  family  for  three  generations.  He  and  his  wife,  Catha, 
bought  the  old  Everett  Hale  farmhouse  in  1966,  and  have 
found  Tyringham  to  be  a haven  of  peace  and  quiet. 


Viggo  Rambusch  - Rose  Window,  Visitation  Monastery  - 
stained  glass 


4 


The  Sisters  of  the  Visitation 


For  this  issue  of  Tyringham  Topics,  whose 
theme  is  art  and  culture,  we  have  presented 
our  beautiful  Rose  window.  It  was 
exquisitely  executed  for  our  Monastery 
Church  by  the  Rambusch  Studio  in  New 
York,  donated  by  an  anonymous  benefactor. 
Our  monastery  here  in  Tyringham  is  called 
'Mont  Deux  Coeurs,’  the  mountain  of  the  two 
hearts.  The  two  hearts  being,  of  course,  that 
of  Jesus  and  our  Blessed  Mother  Mary.  This 
is  magnificently  represented  at  the  center  of 
the  rose  window,  and  fittingly  so  for  Jesus 
and  Mary  need  always  remain  in  a central 
place  in  any  Catholic  monastic  community 
but  especially  that  of  a Visitation  Monastery. 

Roman  Catholic  monastic  symbolism 
abounds  in  this  work  of  art.  The  lily  has 
traditionally  been  the  symbol  of  our  Lady,  the 
rose  represents  Christ  whereas  the  palm 
fronds  around  the  perimeter  speak  to  us  of 
Saint  Joseph,  under  whose  protection  we 
have  also  entrusted  this  monastery. 

But  this  picture,  and  these  brief  words  could 
never  capture  its  grandeur.  As  in  all  true 
masterpieces,  their  beauty  is  not  seen  but 
experienced.  Thus  we  say  to  each  of  you, 
“Come  and  Savor.” 

You  are  always  welcome. 

The  Sisters  of  the  Visitation  of  Holy  Mary 


Just  beyond  Beach  Road  stands  a wonderful 
farmhouse  and  bam — ^the  old  Clark-Johnson  place, 
until  recently  owned  by  the  Gelsleichters.  A 
charming  picture  of  the  farm  as  it  looked  in  the  first 
half  of  the  19*^  century  is  entitled  Home.  Who 
painted  it?  And  when?  No  one  knows,  although  it  is 
thought  to  be  early  19^^  century. 


Unknown  Artist  - Home. 


Mrs.  Gelsleichter  raised  a fine  herd  of  sheep  in  the  1 930s 
and  40s  on  the  farm,  while  the  bam  was  used  as  a 
painting  studio  by  her  brother-in-law,  George  Picken. 
Picken  was  Tyringham’s  best-known  painter.  Examples  of 
his  work  can  be  seen  at  the  Metropolitan  and  Whitney 
museums  in  New  York  City  and  the  Smithsonian  and 
Corcoran  Gallery  in  Washington.  He  taught  painting  in 
New  York  City  at  Cooper  Union  and  Columbia  University 
before  his  retirement  in  1 964  when  he  moved  permanently 
to  Tyringham.  His  painting.  Haying  in  Tyringham  is  taken 
from  the  farni  looking  back  toward  Cobble.  It  is  a fine 
example  of  the  landscapes  he  loved  to  paint  and  which 
made  him  famous. 


George  Picken  (1898-1971)  - Haying  in  Tyringham  -o\\ 
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Can  a professional  photographer  and  a full-time  writer 
and  poet  take  up  pencil  and  paper  and  produce 
delightful  drawings?  Jennifer  Bishop  is  that 
photographer  and  her  husband,  Daniel  Epstein,  that 
writer.  Jennifer,  who  is  Katharine  McLennan’s  daughter, 
says  that,  as  a photographer,  "I  have  spent  most  of  the 
la^  twenty  years  looking  at  light.”  Light  is  the  title  of  her 
rendering  of  Ashintully’s  four  columns,  recently  re- 
erected. 


Jennifer  Bishop  - Light,-  pencil 


A writer  must  find  a fresh  point  of  view  and  Daniel  is 
finding  it  in  the  biography  he  is  writing  of  Nat  “King”  Cole. 
He  has  certainly  found  it  in  his  drawing  of  the  Ashintully 
gardens — a mere  peek  at  them  as  seen  between  John 
McLennan’s  house  and  music  bam  from  the  cottage 
window. 


Our  artistic  tour  of  Tyringham  brings  us  back  to  the 
center  of  town  and  up  Jerusalem  Road  to  Asher  Treat’s 
house,  formerly  Solomon  Heath  fanm.  Asher  is  a 
scientist,  not  an  artist.  In  fact,  he  is  a renowned 
entomologist,  with  a special  interest  in  moths,  many 
examples  of  which  he  has  observed  from  this  very 
house.  But  in  this  scientist  dwells  an  artist’s  soul.  Asher 
is  an  accomplished  perfomner  on  the  French  horn.  He  is 
also  expert  in  the  production  of  linoleum  block  prints, 
which  he  naturally  approaches  in  a scientific  manner. 
Winter  Night,  a scene  which  suggests  a view  from  the 
front  of  his  house  looking  up  the  valley  toward  Round 
Mountain,  is  a delightful  union  of  artistic  and  scientific 
approaches. 


Asher  T reat  - Winter  Night  - linoleum  print 


Continuing  up  Jerusalem  Road,  we  reach  Femside, 
which  had  been  bought  by  the  Rudd  family  in  1892. 
View  of  Tyringham  Valley  from  Femside  by  John  S. 
Rudd  makes  one  wish  that  this  very  accomplished 
amateur  painter  had  made  a profession  of  his  art.  This 
handsome  landscape  is  in  the  grand  American  tradition 
of  Thomas  Hart  Benton  and  Grant  Wood  and  fully  equal 
to  the  work  of  these  masters. 


Daniel  Epstein  - View  from  Ashintully  Cottage  - pencil 
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John  S.  Rudd  (1888-1970)  - View  of  Tyringham  Valley  from  Femside  - oil 


Back  to  the  center  of  town  and  down  Main  Road,  we  pass  a large  open  shed, 
the  scene  of  the  Annual  Steak  Roast  put  on  by  the  Tyringham  Volunteer 
Firemen. 


Penelope  Littell  - Steak  Roasf-  quilt  square 


Penelope  Littell  - Femside  - quilt  square 


Other  meny-making  affairs  are 
held  here,  including  the  one 
pictured  in  a scene  designed  for 
the  Tyringham  Quilt  by  Penelope 
Littell,  who  also  designed  the 
scene  of  the  Shaker  settlement  at 
Femside. 

Penelope  Littell  was,  above  all,  a 
community  artist.  Her  set  and 
costume  designs  for  the 
Tyringham  Children’s  Theatre 
production  of  “The  Sound  of 
Music”  are  a case  in  point. 
Penelope  would  create  the 
designs,  then  gather  about  her 
grownups  and  children  alike  who 
would  execute  them  under  her 
direction. 

The  Tyringham  Quilt  is  another 
case  in  point.  This  large  project 
has  taken  ten  years,  which  must 
make  it  the  longest  art  work  in 
progress  since  Michelangelo’s 
Sistine  ceiling.  But  the  end  is  in 
sight.  The  quilt  will  have 
seventeen  squares  in  all — one  in 
the  center  depicting  the  church, 
surrounded  by  four  double 
squares  and  twelve  regular 
squares.  All  of  them  were 
designed  by  Penelope. 

Once  again,  Penelope,  the 
community  artist,  worked  with 
Georgia  Burl^ett  and  Dot 
Choquette,  to  get  the  Town 
quilting  project  underway.  To 
date,  approximately  twenty 
Tyringham  women  have  worked 
on  the  quilt.  All  deserve  to  be 
mentioned  by  name,  but  for 
reasons  of  space,  we  will  mention 
only  one.  Ruth  La  Prise  has  been 
the  overall  supervisor.  She 
taught,  stitched  and  encouraged 
her  team.  Penelope,  who 
designed  each  and  every  square, 
would  have  been  proud  of  the 
result,  as  we  are  proud  to  have 
had  her  in  our  midst.  The  death 
of  this  important  Tyringham  artist 
was  a tragic  loss  to  all  of  us.  (Her 
obituary  appears  elsewhere  in 
this  issue.) 
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Leaving  the  shed  and  its  scene  of  merrymaking  on  our 
left  we  climb  the  hill  and  reach  Glencote,  home  to  three 
generations  of  Perkins's  and  now  immortalized  by  Petey 
Perkins’  needlepoint.  Why  did  she  do  it?  “As  a present 
for  my  father,  Arthur  Dubois,  and  to  keep  awake  while 
my  small  children  read  aloud  to  me.”  Any  artists  in  the 
family?  “Mother  did  needlepoint;  I followed  suit  and  I’ve 
been  following  suit  for  sixty  years."  Any  secret 
techniques  in  the  transfer  of  design  to  canvas?  Any 
special  stitches  used?  “No,  “I  never  studied  art  in  any 
form.  I just  winged  it." 


Petey  Perkins  - Glencote  - needlepoint 


Next  to  Glencote  sits  Four  Brooks  Farm,  bought  by  the 
Gilders  in  1898  and  now  lived  in  by  their  descendants, 
the  Palmers.  Beyond  Four  Brooks  lies  the  White  House, 
bought  by  the  Chapins  about  the  same  time,  and  now 
occupied  by  their  descendants,  the  Alsops. 

Helena  deKay  Gilder  was  a prolific  watercolorist  and 
always  brought  her  sketchbook  on  her  travels.  She 
studied  painting  in  the  late  1860s  with  John  LaFarge  and 
Winslow  Homer.  She  was  one  of  the  founding  members 
of  the  Art  Students  League  and  the  Society  of  American 
Artists.  She  was  also  co-founder  of  the  Gilder  and 
Palmer  families.  The  setting  of  her  vigorous  boating- 
scene  sketch  is  unidentified,  but  it  may  be  Goose  Pond, 
to  which  the  Gilders  often  made  excursions. 


Helena  deKay  Gilder  (1848-1915)  - Boating  Scene  - 
watercolor 


The  delightful  watercolor  of  the  walled  garden  gate  at 
Four  Brooks  was  painted  by  Julia  de  Selincourt,  a co- 
founder of  the  Alsop  family. 


Julia  de  Selincourt  (1888-1974)  - 

Walled  Garden  at  Four  Brooks  Farm  - watercolor 


Though  she  painted  from  schooldays  on  throughout  her 
long  life,  she  never  considered  herself  an  artist.  It  is 
curious  that  when  she  developed  Parkinson’s  disease 
late  in  life,  as  soon  as  she  picked  up  her  paintbrush,  the 
shaking  stopped.  She  thus  joins  a group  of  Tyringham 
artists  -Toodie  Alsop,  Amy  Fennelly,  and  Gordon  Van- 
Orman,  among  others,  who  have  discovered  a 
therapeutic  value  in  art. 


Christine  Hale  Bienvenue  - Cows  - oil 


Across  the  road  from  Four  Brooks  sits  Sunset  Farm  - 
the  old  Hale  Place.  When  in  high  school  in  1966, 
Christine  Hale  Bienvenue  painted  this  charming  scene  of 
cows  meandering  at  the  edge  of  a wood  for  her 
grandfather,  the  venerable  patriarch  of  Tyringham, 
Arnold  Hale.  Is  it  a picture  of  the  Hale  Farm?  And  is  Al 
Hollworth’s  dashing  delineation  of  birches  on  a hillside  in 
fall  taken  above  the  Hale  farm  on  Cobble?  Both  pictures 
certainly  depict  two  aspects  of  the  Tyringham 
countryside. 
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These  birches  are  a long  way  from  IBM  Corporation, 
where  Hollworth  was  a graphic  designer  for  many  years. 
Once  also  an  illustrator  of  cowboy  paperback  book 
covers  , AJ  retired  to  Goose  Pond  two  years  ago. 


Al  Hollworth  - Birches  - \A«tercolor 


Tyringham  Valley  widens  at  its  western  end,  \where  Hop 
Brook  meanders  through  rich,  low-lying  fields  before 
emptying  into  the  Housatonic.  K is  winter  in  Gabey 
Cosel’s  watercolor  of  these  flatlands,  which  stretch  far 
into  the  distance  toward  the  village.  Only  a few  houses 
can  be  seen.  Gabey  is  a student  at  Yale,  but  her  heart 
is  in  Tyringham. 

“How  can  you  live  in  a place  like  Tyringham  and  not  be 
an  artist?"  she  asks,  and  all  the  artists  questioned  in  this 
survey  have  agreed.  “Tyringham  is  just  so  beautiful,’ 
she  continues.  “I  don’t  think  I could  ever  be  bored  with 
it — it  takes  my  breath  away,  every  season.  It  is  such  a 
treat  to  live  here." 

Clinton  Elliott 


Gabey  Cosel  — The  View  from  Meadow  Street-  watercolor 


HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 

The  Hop  Book  Club  is  proud  to  present  this  color  issue 
of  the  Tyringham  Topics  focusing  on  scenes  of 
Tyringham  by  Tyringham  artists.  Your  generous 
donations  and  the  support  of  the  Tyringham  Cultural 
Council  make  this  and  our  other  activities  possible. 

Our  annual  May  lecture  was  given  by  Boston  University 
art  historian  Hellmut  Wohl,  who  spoke  to  a full  house  at 
the  Town  Hall  on  “The  Art  of  Dreaming”.  Later  in  the 
summer  Sue  and  Aubrey  Choquette  gave  us  a delightful 
fundraising  concert  at  the  Church.  The  Club  sponsors  a 
swim  program  for  children  during  the  summer,  as  well  as 
Peggy  Harding’s  Arts  and  Craft  sessions,  and  provides  a 
contribution  towards  the  heating  bill  for  the  Tyringham 
Church.  Our  biggest  activity  is  the  awarding  of 
scholarships  to  Tyringham  high  school  graduates  who 
go  on  for  further  education  or  training.  This  year  Hop 


Brook  Club  scholarship  recipients  were  Bryn  Gormly  of 
Goose  Pond,  a freshman  at  Maine  College  of  Art,  and 
valley  resident  Aubrey  Choquette,  a freshman  at 
Berkshire  Community  College.  We  are  especially 
grateful  to  the  families  of  Femside  for  their  generous 
contribution  to  the  scholarship  fund  in  memory  of  Robert 
Schell  Rudd. 

We  owe  a ongoing  thanks  to  Marilyn  Curtin,  who 
handles  the  sale  of  mugs.  Views  of  the  Valley.  John 
McLennan  tapes  postcards  and,  soon,  commemorative 
plates. 

Any  Tyringham  woman  v^o  would  like  to  become  a 
member  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club  is  welcome  to  join  us! 

Best  wishes  from  us  all  at  the  Hop  Brook  Community 
Club.  Gail  Charpentier 
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TYRINGHAM  UNION  CHURCH 


Tyringham's  Art  Gallery  - Santarella 

One  building  in  Tyringham  is  itself  a work  of  art  and  a 
well-photographed  local  landmark. 

Tyringham’s  unusual  art  gallery  on  Main  Road  across 
from  Sunset  Farm  is  owned  by  Candy  Talbert  and 
Michael  Atkins  who  provide  gallery  space  for 
contemporary  artists  and  showcase  H.H.  Kitson’s  large 
body  of  work. 

H.  H.  Kitson’s  heroic  figurative  statues  are  found  all  over 
the  country  from  the  town  green  in  Lexington,  MA  to  the 
battlefield  in  Vicksburg,  Ml,  but  Tyringham  was  left  his 
last  and  longest  project,  a sculpted  building.  Kitson 
spent  over  twenty  years  creating  his  “Gingerbread 
House”  studio,  Santarella,  where  he  died  in  1947. 


Over  the  past  year  it  has  been  a pleasure  to  meet  more 
and  more  of  the  Tyringham  community,  at  our  candlelit 
Christmas  Eve  Service,  our  festive  early  morning  Easter 
breakfast,  and  our  newly  reinstated  Memorial  Day 
Observances  in  the  cemetery,  once  such  a part  of 
Tyringham  life.  Each  summer  the  Union  Church 
welcomes  regular  returning  faces  from  Pennsylvania  to 
Oregon  and  abroad.  We  are  blessed  by  our  loyal  weekly 
congregation  with  splendid  music,  flowers  and 
fellowship. 

With  all  our  blessings  and  security  in  Tyringham,  it  is 
hard  to  comprehend  the  hostility  and  sheer  meanness 
being  put  upon  many  people  in  Bosnia.  It  wasn’t  too 
many  years  ago  that  the  world  watched  as  those 
wearing  the  Swastika  performed  the  same  kind  of  “ethnic 
cleansing”  upon  another  segment  of  the  population  of 
Europe.  The  world  must  never  let  this  happen  again. 
Please  pray  for  those  destitute  people,  many  now 
homeless,  with  nowhere  to  turn  for  food  or  shelter  as 
winter  sets  in.  God’s  gift  of  His  Son,  the  Savior  Jesus 
Christ,  was  given  for  these  people  also. 

You  are  all  cordially  invited  to  our  Candlelight  Service  on 
Thursday,  December  24,  at  7:30  PM,  as  well  as  our 
regular  Worship  Service  each  Sunday  at  1 1 AM.  We 
also  have  Sunday  School  for  all  ages,  children  and  adult, 
at  9:30.  May  we  look  forward  to  seeing  you.  May  you 
and  yours  have  a blessed  Christmas. 

In  Christian  Love,  Pastor  Earl  Goss 


yriiiham 

VITAL  STATISTICS 


Office  of  the  Town  Clerk 


Marriages: 

Michael  Lawrence  Eilperin,  son  of  Sophie  and  Stephen 
Eilperin,  to  Alison  Virginia  Demos  , daughter  of  Elaine 
and  John  Demos.  October  3, 1998 

Deaths: 

Sister  Francis  DeSalles  Kaiser  January  14,  1998 
Evelyn  S.  Winters  April  8,  1998 

Births: 

A daughter,  Sydnie  Elizabeth  Strawn  March  25, 1998 
to  Jackie  and  David  Strawn  of  1 3 Stonebridge  Way 

Compiled  by  Sissy  Curtin 


TYRINGHAM  VALLEY  CLUB 


The  Tyringham  Valley  Club  did  not  have  a very  active 
year  but,  thanks  to  our  pleas  for  able-bodied  help,  we  did 
plant  flowers  pretty  much  as  usual,  the  exception  being 
the  War  Memorial. 

Steve  Adams  did  a marvelous  job  of  refurbishing  the 
War  Memorial  area.  He  moved  some  things,  trimmed 
others  and  planted  some  new  shrubs  and  several  more 
perennials.  It  looks  great! 

With  the  help  of  Hop  Brook  members  the  semi-annual 
flea  market  was  held  on  schedule  in  July.  It  was  very 
successful. 

We  still  welcome  new  members  to  the  Tyringham  Valley 
Club.  We  are  mainly  a woman’s  social  club  who  take  on 
various  special  projects.  We  enjoy  one  another  and  over 
the  years  we  have  accomplished  a lot. 

We  usually  meet  on  the  last  Thursday  of  the  month. 

For  more  information  call  Dot  Choquette  at  243-1572. 
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HAPPY  100^”  BIRTHDAY  TO 
MILLICENT  MCINTOSH! 

"Have  your  babies  in  the  sumnier,  by  August,  if  possi- 
ble.” This  was  Mrs.  McIntosh’s  pragmatic  response  to 
anyone  asking  her  how  she  could  run  the  finest  girls 
school  in  the  country  and  take  care  of  a large  family  at 
the  same  time, 


The  young  Milicent  McIntosh 


Phcrto  - Clemens  Kalischer 


She  had  quite  a few  babies — five  to  be  exact,  including 
twins.  Maybe  they  weren’t  all  born  in  the  summer,  ei- 
ther. Maybe  even  Mrs.  McIntosh  couldn’t  always  meet 
such  tight  deadlines.  I know  her  son  Ken  has  a summer 
birthday,  because  my  brother  Walter  and  I were  invited 
to  his  party  and  then  were  told  we  couldn’t  go  because 
our  father  had  Just  been  killed  in  a tractor  accident.  That 
was  on  August  23,  1939 


I've  known  Mrs.  Mac  all  my  life.  She  and  her  husband 
Rusty  were  friends  of  my  parents,  Tyringham  neighbors 
who  came  to  the  house  often,  swam  at  Shaker  Pond, 
and  invited  us  to  home  grown  chamber  music  concerts 
and  Shakespeare  performances  in  their  barn.  In  the 
summer,  I called  her  Milly,  because  she  asked  me  to. 
But  in  the  winter,  when  I was  back  at  the  Brearley 
School,  sitting  with  my  class  In  the  assembly  hall.  I 
would  rather  have  died  than  address  her  in  such  a fa- 
miliar way.  She  was  beautiful,  but  I don’t  think  she  both- 
ered much  about  her  appearance.  I see  her  still  in  baggy 
jeans  and  denim  work  shirt,  yanking  up  the  weeds  in  the 
Victory  Garden  she  and  Rusty  planted  every  summer 
during  World  War  II.  Their  tomatoes  never  had  a blem- 
ish. And  I see  her,  too.  in  her  academic  robes,  a tiny  fig- 
ure barely  visible  behind  the  lectern,  exhorting  us  to  do 
better,  be  better.  "If  you  have  normal  health,"  she  told 
us,  "you  have  no  right  to  be  tired.  Fatigue  is  an  attitude 
of  mind,  and  is  simply  not  necessary.” 

In  England,  if  you  break  100,  you  get  a telegram  from 
the  Queen.  1 know,  because  my  mother  in-law  got  one.  a 
bleak  message  in  Buckingham  Palace  boilerplate  that 
she  read  once  and  tossed  aside  with  a sniff.  I fantasize 
now  about  what  Mrs.  Mac’s  response  would  be  if  she 
were  to  hear  from  the  White  House  on  November  30. 
From  this  White  House! 

Here  is  what  I remember;  She  had  a natural  authority, 
never  raised  her  voice  She  didn’t  talk  down  to  us. 
wasn’t  ever  sanctimonious  or  preachy.  She  made  a 
mean  gin  martini,  straight  up,  with  an  olive  in  the  bottom 
of  the  glass  and  a dish  of  salted  peanuts  on  the  side. 

Sidney  Urquhart 


Millicent  McIntosh  is  still  smiling  at  100! 
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TYRINGHAM  CULTURAL  COUNCIL 

The  Tyringham  Cultural  Council  continues  to  look  to  the 
community  for  ideas  to  benefit  the  citizens  of  Tyringham. 
Peter  Charpentier,  Bill  Cosel,  Bobbie  Crosby,  Sissy 
Curtin,  Molly  Curtin-Schaefer,  Lori  Curtin,  Ricki  Cowell, 
Elizabeth  Elliott,  Adrienne  Miesmer,  and  Candy  Talbert 
are  board  members.  We  are  interested  in  working  with 
you  to  create  projects  to  promote  excellence,  access, 
education  and  diversity  in  the  arts,  humanities  and 
sciences  for  our  town.  The  town  is  allotted  $3,300  by 
the  Massachusetts  Cultural  Council.  For  next  year  we 
have  recommended  the  following  applications  for 
funding: 

Guy  Morin  - British  soldier  lecture/demonstration 

Shoebox  Photos  - 

Preservation  of  archival  veteran’s  photographs 
Gene  Zust  - Robbins-Zust  Marionettes 
Hop  Brook  Club  - 

Peggy  Harding  Summer  Craft  Program 
Hop  Brook  Club  - Tyringham  Topics 
Amy  Fennelly  - Camp  Snow, 

Weekly  children’s  art  program  in  Town  Hall 
Jim  Douglas  - World  Wide  Web  Page  of  1 50  Artists 
Karen  Consolati  - Lee  Central  School  Mime  Theatre 
Erika  Fay  - Clown  -for  Steak  Roast 
Yankee  Notions  - New  England  Folk  Music 
Summer  Concert 

The  Bidwell  House  - Annual  Folk  Concert 

Music  for  Seniors  - Ken  Hatfield 

Country  Music  Band  “Straight  Up”  June  Square  Dance 

Dancing  Trolls  - Stories  and  Dance  for  children 

Also  through  the  Cultural  Council  - 
Berkshire  Museum  Family  Passes  are  available  free 
from  Molly  in  the  Town  Office  all  year  long. 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 

Sandisfield-  A History  of  a Town 


THIS  PRa.'ECT  IS  SUPPORTED  IN  PART  BY 


MmcHisiTTsCLm  RAi  Coi\'rii, 


AioMs/  ''*VgMs^afn'iKirtfystocain*ialr.'ur 

Tyringham  Topics  FallAA/inter 
1998  Editor  Roberta  Myers 
Editorial  and  production  staff: 

Mary  Ann  Brown,  Maggie  Howard, 

Adrienne  Miesmer,  Betty  Bean,  Mini  Gilder 

Tyringham  Topics  is  sent  to  each  post  office  box  in 
Tyringham  and  first  class  to  contributors.  Copies  of 
this  issue  are  available  at  the  Post  Office  for  $2. 


MUSICAL  BIRTHDAY  BASH 


By  Anne  Hoffman  $20.00  postpaid  Sandisfield  Arts  and 
Restoration  Committee  PO  Box  31  Sandisfield  MA  01255 

The  Topics  has  generously  allowed  your  editor,  Roberta 
Myers,  to  put  in  a plug  for  a fine  book  written  by 
Sandisfield  native  Anne  Hoffman.  It  is  more  than  a 
history  of  Sandisfield,  it  is  a chronicle  of  the  interaction  of 
world  events  with  immigration  to  a Berkshire  hill  town, 
full  of  the  struggles,  hopes,  laughter  and  tears  of 
independent  folks  whose  shared  immigrant  experience 
was  stronger  than  their  cultural  differences.  It  is  richly 
illustrated  with  reproductions  of  photographs  from  the 
Sandisfield  Historical  Society.  Proceeds  from  sales  of 
the  book  benefit  the  Sandisfield  Arts  and  Restoration 
Committee  and  the  Sandisfield  Historical  Society. 

Call  Anne  at  (413)  258-4848  to  order  your  copy. 


As  reported  in  the  Berkshire  Eagle,  a birthday  cake  topped 
with  fireworks  was  presented  to  our  Tyringham  neighbor, 
Harry  Ellis  Dickson,  founder  and  conductor  laureate  of 
the  Boston  Symphony  Orchestra  Youth  Concerts,  at  a 
90*^  birthday  celebration  at  Symphony  Hall  in  Boston. 
The  party,  given  in  November  by  Boston  Pops 
conductor,  Keith  Lockhart,  featured  a special  music 
presentation. 


GEORGE  PICKEN  CENTENNIAL 

David  and  Jan  Picken,  along  with  David’s  son,  Alex,  and 
daughter,  Jill,  will  mount  a one  man  retrospective  show 
in  honor  of  the  hundredth  birthday  of  David’s  father, 
artist  George  Picken.  George  Picken’s  oil.  Haying  in 
Tyringham  is  featured  on  page  5 of  this  issue.  No  date 
or  gallery  has  yet  been  set,  but  they  hope  to  have  the 
show  travel  to  the  Berkshires. 
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PETORAMA 

The  American  poet  Walt  Whitman  wrote: 


Eliza  Novick,  and  with  Jethro,  Craig  Slater’s  sausage- 
like dog  (a  potentially  good  soccer  goalie,  who  is  really  a 
Choquette  - are  you  still  with  me?). 


"I  think  I could  turn  and  live  with  animals, 
they  are  so  placid  and  self-contained..." 


Placid  and  self-contained  they  indeed  were  at  the  Pet 
Show  held  at  the  Urquharts’  house  on  August  29*^  . All 
33  entries,  including  a good  number  of  cats  and  dogs, 
larger  mammals,  reptiles,  insects,  and  fowl  seemed  to 
enjoy  their  moment  of  glory.  Even  Dillon  Curtin's  hairy 
Harry  the  Tarantula  seemed  in  good  spirits,  and  made 
no  attempt  to  destroy  either  his  natural  enemy(ies)  (who 
might  have  been  Ben  Havill's  handsome  chicken  or 
possibly  Maggie  Harding's  giant  Matilda  Cockroach.) 
Nor  did  he  zap  the  pet  show  organizers  as  punishment 
for  running  out  of  lemonade  and  prizes. 

Gepetto,  the  Russian  Dwarf  Hamster,  under  owner- 
trainer  Theo  Kalogerakis'  guidance,  refrained  from  hiding 
in  his  cardboard  toilet  paper  roll.  He  preferred  to  keep 
one  wary  eye  on  Tristan  and  Colin  Rosen's  dog.  Pigeon 
and  the  other  on  Julie  Slater's  energetic  kitten.  Paws, 
and  on  Richard  Gilder's  cybercat,  Meg.  Gepetto  needn't 
have  worried.  Paws  was  busy  gazing  at  Juliana 
Canfield's  Pippin  Cat  (love  at  first  sight?). 


Pigeon,  we  think,  was  engrossed  in  discussing  a 
possible  evening  soccer  game  with  Tippy  and  Essu 
Perkins,  well-handled  by  Liza,  Sarah  and  Emily  Perkins, 
and  with  Jasper,  the  trainee  dog  of  Caleb  Glassman  and 
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Meg  the  Cat  only  wanted  to  get  back  on  line  with  her 
boss.  Devin  Curtin's  large  entry,  Schultz  the  Doberman, 
rose  above  it  all,  so  to  speak.  Tsunami  Poodle,  led  by 
Olivia  Truax  and  Bella  English  Pointer,  guided  by 
Elizabeth  Fawcett  were  in  a long  conversation 
throughout  the  afternoon  and  could  not  be  disturbed. 

Moving  along  to  the  reptiles  and  insects,  they  were  a 
sticky,  icky,  slimy,  scaly  bunch,  if  ever  we  saw  one. 
Cody  and  Ben  Schaefer  delicately  and  expertly 
transported  their  newt  and  salamander.  We  can 
certainly  tell  the  boys  apart,  but  their  pets?  Thanks  to 
trainer  Matthew  Perkins,  and  the  cool  nerve  of  Varney 
Glassman  and  Craig  Novick,  Jumpy  Perkins’  Frog 
refrained  from  attacking  Sally  Monarch  Caterpillar 
Glassman-Novick.  Olivia  Di  Costanza's  frog  was  busy 
eyeing  Willie  Herbst's  amazing  ant  collection.  Nicky 
Herbst’s  ladybug  might  become  famous  for  summoning 
trillions  of  her  siblings  to  Tyringham  later  in  October, 
And  where  would  we  have  been  without  the  Goose  Pond 
contingent,  both  human  and  otherwise?  No  less  than 
four  Consolati  brothers  dropped  in,  Ben  with  cool 
Speedy  Hamster,  Austin  with  the  cool  Gecko  Twins, 
Orbit  and  Frisky,  Darren  with  beautiful  and  mysterious 
Slither  the  Ribbon  Snake  and  Evan  with  his  (nameless) 
frog,  getting  a taste  of  Tyringham  mosquitoes. 

Last  but  not  least,  the  bigger  guys.  Hats  off  to  Ellie  and 
Liza  Slater  for  their  expert  handling  of  the  mischievous 
Dee-Dee,  the  beautiful  Holstein  calf,  who  had  a mind  of 
her  own.  Nannina  Gilder  also  deserves  a very  big  hand 
for  riding  an  (allegedly)  grumpy  Twink,  the  Pony,  all  the 
way  from  Four  Brooks. 


And  finally,  no  pet  show  would  be  a pet  show  without 
Lori  Curtin  leading  the  parade  on  a beautiful  horse,  and 
carrying  the  flag.  This  time  she  was  astride  Cadenza,  a 
lovely  mare,  who  walked  with  grace  and  distinction  - 
briefly  into  the  Urquharts'  lilies. 

Our  warmest  thanks  go  to  judges  Imria  Clark,  Sissy 
Curtin  and  Larry  Cernik,  who  had  a most  difficult  job 
awarding  prizes  to  all  contestants. 


Maggie  Howard 


IN  MEMORIAM 


Lucca  Lehner 


Lucca  Lehner  died  of  complications  from  pneumonia  on 
November  28,  1997,  following  into  eternity  Eugene,  her 
husband  of  64  years.  She  had  just  returned  from  a 
happy  trip  to  Italy  with  her  grandson  Adam,  which  she 
had  taken  in  part  to  share  with  him  the  Florentine 
treasures  and  monuments  that  she  loved.  Her  eyesight 
had  deteriorated  in  the  last  years  of  her  life  so  that  it  was 
only  from  memory  that  she  was  able  to  discuss  the 
paintings  in  the  Uffizi,  but  she  was  able  to  see  well 
enough  to  get  around  in  familiar  surroundings,  and  to 
maintain  her  independence  until  the  end  of  her  89  years. 
Her  failing  eyesight  had  also  deprived  her  of  the  ability  to 
read  the  books  and  newspapers  that  formed  such  an 
important  part  of  her  life.  A private  person  with  little 
formal  education,  she  nevertheless  read  widely  and 
intensively  throughout  her  life,  and  was  well  informed  on 
most  subjects,  including  the  fate  of  the  Red  Sox,  which 
was  an  avocation  she  acquired  late  in  her  life  following 
the  1975  World  Series,  and  which  she  understood  as  an 
unfolding  Greek  tragedy. 

My  parents  were  introduced  to  Tyringham  in  the  early 
1950’s  through  their  friendship  with  Hylie  and  John 
Pappenheimer,  and  the  modest  cottage  they  built  at  the 
foot  of  the  Cobble  was  a source  of  delight  and  pride. 
They  struggled  with  the  stones  in  the  terrace  and  the 
unruly  raspberry  bushes,  and  savored  the  fresh  beans 
they  picked  for  the  meals  they  ate  happily  outside 
among  the  flowers  Lucca  so  carefully  tended.  They 
loved  to  walk  together  over  the  Cobble  at  twilight,  to 
enjoy  its  pastoral  tranquility  so  distant  from  the  crowds  at 
Tanglewood  and  the  turmoil  of  Boston.  And  just  as  much 
as  Tyringham’s  natural  beauty,  they  valued  the  human 
qualities  and  kindness  of  their  neighbors. 

Andreas  Lehner 

I Penelope  Littell 


Penelope  made  the  best  cup  of  Instant  coffee  in  the 
Tyringham  Valley.  Her  culinary  talents,  which  tended 
toward  the  international  cuisine  - Indian,  Italian,  Middle 
Eastern  and,  yes,  British  - clearly  indicated  she  had  the 
ability  to  make  an  exotic  blend  of  coffee  to  die  for.  But 
no,  she  and  Blaine  preferred  freeze-dried  instant  coffee, 
and  when  you  came  to  the  Dance  Hall  for  morning  or 
afternoon  chats,  you  too  believed  that  the  coffee  you 
were  drinking  was  right  on  the  money.  That's  because  of 
everything  else  that  surrounded  the  coffee  - usually 
initiated,  created  and  completed  by  Penelope.  First  there 
was  the  mug,  more  often  than  not  the  Tyringham  mug 
which  she  designed  for  the  town's  150th  Anniversary. 
The  mugs  hung  in  the  kitchen,  which  she  had  designed 
complete  with  industrial  stove,  hanging  pots,  and 
cupboards,  each  with  their  own  African  design,  all 
painted  by  Penelope.  The  counter  table,  around  which 


everyone  gathered,  was  positioned  so  that  while  sipping 
the  coffee  you  could  look  out  through  the  windows  to 
view  sloping  pastures,  cows  grazing  and  the  Berkshire 
mountains.  On  warm  summer  days,  Penelope  would 
lead  you  out  the  deck  where  you  could  see,  at  certain 
times  of  the  day,  the  remains  of  Ashintully,  all  the  way  at 
the  end  of  the  valley.  Coffee  with  Penelope  was  magic 
time.  She  created  the  world  so  you  could  experience  an 
idyllic  moment.  No  wonder  we  all  kept  drinking  that 
freeze-dried  instant. 

Bom  on  May  23,  1940  in  Nottingham,  England, 
Penelope  was  an  accomplished  painter,  photographer, 
designer  and  multi-media  artist.  She  was  a part  of  the 
fashion  world  of  Carnaby  Street  in  the  mid  1960's 
England.  She  met  Blaine  in  Rome  and  a few  years  later 
they  married.  Legend  has  it  that  the  first  time  Penelope 
came  to  the  valley  in  the  mid  1960s,  she  wore  a tight 
mini  skirt,  under  which  was  a scant  bikini.  She  came 
prepared. 

She,  Blaine  and  Kim  moved  into  and  renovated  the 
Dance  Hall  in  the  early  1970's,  transforming  it  into  one  of 
the  great  gathering  places  of  the  valley.  For  the  next  20 
plus  years  Penelope  split  her  time  between  their  home  in 
Tyringham  and  their  home  in  Cambridge, 
Massachusetts.  She  was  a member  of  Tyringham's 
Conservation  Commission  and  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  and 
was  responsible  for  the  designs  of  much  of  the  town's 
artwork.  One  of  her  masterworks  was  the  Tyringham 
town  quilt,  which  measures  9 foot  square  and  includes 
18  squares,  each  one  depicting  local  Tyringham  scenes. 
Her  genius  shone  forth  in  theatricals,  as  costume  and 
set  designer.  No  one  will  forget  the  Tyringham 
Children's  Theatre  productions  of  “Peter  Pan”  and  “The 
Sound  of  Music”  with  Penelope's  stunning  set  and 
costume  designs. 

Penelope  was  a planner,  always  looking  ahead,  but 
never  in  a rush.  Whether  that  was  in  home  renovation  or 
plotting  trips,  the  key  to  her  success  was  in  her  timing. 
For  example,  Penelope  became  an  American  citizen  in 
1992,  in  time  for  the  elections.  We  all  know  that  her 
candidate  won  that  year.  Enough  said. 

Every  day  she  brought  to  her  relationships  four 
unbelievable  qualities:  love,  patience,  humor,  and 
forgiveness.  Those  who  knew  Penelope  will  remember 
her  for  her  love  and  dedication  to  Blaine,  who  from  the 
mid  1980s  on  suffered  from  emphysema.  She  was 
tireless  and  upbeat,  and  if  she  complained,  as  far  as  I'm 
concerned  she  had  every  right  to.  In  retrospect,  the 
tragedy  of  Penelope's  unexpected  death  lay  in  the  fact 
that  she  pushed  aside  concerns  for  her  own  health  so  as 
not  to  burden  Blaine  or  others. 

Her  ashes  now  lay  besides  those  of  Blaine.  They  are 
together  again,  and  she,  I am  sure,  is  quietly  creating 
their  new  home,  complete  with  gardens  and  a view.  And 
in  time  she  will  introduce  her  new  neighbors  to  the 
wonders  of  Penelope's  freeze-dried  instant  coffee. 

14  Peter  Littell 


John  Northrup  Canon  | 


John  Northrup  Canon,  83,  of  109  Main  Road  in 
Tyringham  died  Sunday,  March  8,  1998  at  BMC.  He 
was  bom  in  Tyringham  on  December  6,  1914,  son  of 
Clifford  and  Abigail  Dorcas  Garfield  Canon.  He  is 
survived  by  his  son,  John,  of  Clackanas,  Oregon,  his 
daughter  Jennifer  of  Great  Barrington,  his  brother 
Garfield  of  Lee,  and  his  sister  Carolyn  of  Tyringham. 

Our  earliest  memories  of  Dad,  for  both  John  and  I are 
the  many  hours  spent  with  him  on  the  farm,  working 
between  the  grey  bam  and  the  red  bam  - milking  the 
cows,  birthing  calves,  “making  hay  while  the  sun  shines” 
and  helping  him  plant  the  crops.  He  always  had  sayings 
such  as  “Red  sky  at  night.  Sailor’s  delight;  Red  Sky  in 
morning.  Sailors  take  warning.”  Or  “One  to  rot,  one  to 
grow;  one  for  the  pigeon  and  one  for  the  crow!”  Dad,  the 
Farmer’s  Almanac  he  was,  taught  us  both  to  watch 
nature  and  respect  it. 

He  was  a good  friend  to  many,  would  greet  them  as  they 
passed  or  willingly  help  them  with  their  load.  His  door 
was  always  open  as  he  welcomed  many  to  come  and 
take  a meal  at  his  table. 

He  so  enjoyed  the  valley,  watching  the  cows  on  the 
Cobble,  the  changing  seasons,  and  caring  for  his  little 
house  and  yard.  The  brook  that  mns  through  his  yard 
was  where  he  taught  his  kids  and  his  grandsons,  Brian, 
Scott  and  Ryan,  the  fine  sport  of  fishing;  also  how  to  fall 
in  the  brook  and  get  out  of  it  gracefully,  with  a chuckle  of 
humor  in  his  awareness  of  one’s  own  shortcomings.  He 
was,  in  his  own  words,  “a  tough  old  Yankee.” 

Jennifer  Storti 


t Evelyn  Stedman  Winters 


When  I think  of  Evelyn,  I can  see  her  now,  at  Shaker 
Pond,  on  a summer  day  probably  fifty  years  ago  when 
she  marooned  me  on  the  raft.  The  four  of  us,  Duffy  and 
I,  Michael  and  Evelyn,  had  all  gone  out  in  a rowboat. 
The  three  of  them  were  strong  swimmers  but  I a feeble 
one.  “Come  on,  you  can  do  it!”  Evelyn  challenged  me, 
while  the  others  laughed,  as  I eventually  dog-paddled 
back  to  safety.  In  those  days  we  four  spent  many  happy 
hours  together  riding  horseback  through  the  valley  and 
fishing  at  Hayes  Pond. 

Evelyn  sometimes  found  human  relationships  difficult, 
but  she  always  loved  and  understood  animals,  whether  it 
was  her  pet  raccoon,  her  grandfather’s  beguiling  bulldog 
named  Rowdy,  her  own  big  dog  “Blackie”  or  a nest  of 
baby  mice  we  happened  upon  one  day  spring  cleaning 
together  at  South  House. 


Evelyn  Winters  was  a lifetime  Tyringham  resident.  As  a 
child  she  would  walk  the  one  and  a half  miles  from  her 
grandparents’  place  on  McCarty  Road  (now  Cosel’s 
property)  down  to  the  Tyringham  school.  There,  her 
childhood  companions  were  Violet  Gillmore,  Ag  Curtin, 
Ruth  De  Sousa,  Ashwell  Heath  and  Duffy.  After 
graduating  from  Lee  High  school,  she  married  Michael 
Winters  of  Pittsfield  in  1940,  and  they  had  two  children  - 
Kenneth,  known  as  “Red”,  and  Karen.  During  the  war, 
Evelyn  dispensed  sugar  and  gas  coupons  at  the  town 
Ration  Board  situated  in  the  present  Post  Office  and  we 
both  enjoyed  helping  with  the  square  dances  in  the  town 
hall  for  servicemen  on  leave. 

Evelyn  was  always  a hard  worker  - waitressing  at 
Rossi’s,  or  the  Howard  Johnson’s  or  mowing  the  church 
lawns,  a job  she  continued  to  do  up  to  a year  before  she 
died.  She  was  a meticulous  housekeeper  and  cleaner 
who  loved  her  house  and  garden.  Her  son  “Red”  died  in 
1974,  and  she  is  survived  by  her  daughter  Karen 
Williams  of  Lee,  eight  grandchildren  and  eight  great- 
grandchildren in  whom  she  took  tremendous  pride. 

Irma  Clark 


Alice  Naylor  Donald 


Alice  Naylor  Donald  was  bom  in  Malone,  New  York,  on 
the  Canadian  border.  Her  maternal  grandfather  was  a 
doctor  there  who  had  immigrated  from  Quebec.  Her 
grandmother’s  family  ran  a small  hotel.  Alice  grew  up  in 
the  Hudson  River  community  of  Peekskill  where  the 
Naylor  family  owned  an  iron  foundry.  This  craft  was 
traditional,  the  father  having  pursued  similar  “nailing” 
occupations  in  England. 

Alice  graduated  first  in  her  very  small  Peekskill  High 
School  class,  later  graduating  from  Vassar  College.  She 
was  married  to  John  (“Dick”)  K.  Donald  for  39  years  until 
his  death  in  1972. 

The  family  first  came  to  Birchwood  in  Tyringham  in  the 
late  30s  or  early  40s.  Alice’s  mother,  Florence  Naylor 
(“Granny”)  inherited  the  property  from  her  next  door 
neighbor,  Grace  Powers  (“Auntie  Grace”)  in  1943  by 
dumb  luck.  The  place  has  offered  us  all  a sense  of 
home  and  country  beauty  ever  since. 

Alice’s  life  was  characterized  by  long  devotions,  long 
friendships,  steadfast  involvement.  She  committed 
herself  to  her  family,  but  children’s  welfare  remained  a 
passionate  and  steadfast  focus. 

She  was  honest.  She  did  not  bend.  She  believed  in  the 
social  fabric,  a truth  she  stmggled  over  many  decades  to 
impart  to  her  children.  She  had  a voice  you  wanted  to 
hear  and  engage  with  every  new  morning,  a delight  in 
the  seasons  and  colors  of  nature  - a mother  and  a 
grandmother  for  a lifetime. 
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John  Donald 


NEWS  OF  NEAR  AND  FAR 

The  Tyringham  Topics  mailbag  has  been  filled  with  news  from  residents  and  friends  ranging  from  Housatonic  to 
Heidelberg! 

From  Housatonic,  Gino  and  Mary  Curtin  Errichetto  write  of  their  new  baby  boy,  Nicholas  Frank.  He  is  Neil  and  Helen 
Curtin's  grandson. 

In  Heidelberg,  Germany,  Helena  Palmer  and  her  husband  Stefan  von  Gatterburg  are  joyfully  anticipating  the  arrival  of 
twin  girls  in  December  - sisters  for  two  year  old  Damian. 

Also  from  abroad-Walter  Littell's  son  and  daughter-in-law,  Andrew  and  Brooke  Littell  became  parents  of  Grace  Damrosh 
Russell  in  Paris  on  July  3.  Other  Littell  family  news  is  the  wedding  of  Blaine  and  Penelope's  son  Kim  to  Catherine 
Deathe  on  August  15,  at  their  house  in  Greenwich,  NY. 

Meanwhile  Tonio  and  Barbara  Palmer  have  returned  to  the  U.S  after  seven  years  in  Germany.  This  has  been  a busy 
year  for  them  with  the  arrival  of  their  third  child,  Henrik  Walter  on  February  6 and  their  move  to  Mountain  Lakes,  NJ  in  the 
late  summer. 

Sam  and  Debbie  Slater  have  also  juggled  a new  baby  and  a move  in  one  year.  Megan  Ann  was  bom  on  April  25  in 
Hamilton,  NY  and  on  September  1,  the  Slaters  moved  to  Mason,  Ohio,  a suburb  of  Cincinnati  where  Debbie  has  accepted 
a new  position  with  Proctor  and  Gamble.  Megan's  paternal  grandparents  are  Charles  and  Elizabeth  Slater  and  maternal 
grandparents  Joseph  Miller  of  Lee  and  the  late  Genevieve  Miller. 

Charles  and  Elizabeth's  oldest  grandchild,  April  Slater,  was  married  to  William  Roche  of  Lee  on  September  19,  at  St. 
Mary's  Church.  The  couple  are  living  in  Lee. 

Writing  from  her  new  home  in  Interlaken,  Margaret  Dillon  Katz  says,  "Interlaken  is  lovely,  but  we  (Margaret,  Joe  and 
young  Rebecca)  miss  the  peace  and  quiet  of  Tyringham" 

Maureen  and  Peter  Risatti  send  Christmas  greetings  to  all  and  news  that  Jeff  Lenti  was  married  in  April  to  Jodie  Gildea 
and  the  newlyweds  are  living  in  Shrewsbury,  MA. 

The  whole  Mclntosh-Lloyd  family  greatly  appreciates  the  birthday  greetings  that  so  many  Tyringham  neighbors 
contributed  to  Millicent  McIntosh's  100th  birthday.  Each  one  gave  her  special  happiness. 

Anne  and  Gilly  Palmer  celebrated  their  fiftieth  wedding  anniversary  at  Four  Brooks  Farm  in  June.  Anne's  and  Laura 
Frank's  concert  of  Schubert  lieder,  first  performed  at  Four  Brooks  for  the  benefit  of  the  Tyringham  Church  in  October  '97, 
was  given  twice  more  since  then  - at  Kimball  Farms  in  Lenox  and  at  George  and  Betty  Kramer’s  apartment  in  New  York. 

Clint  and  Elizabeth  Elliott  have  had  a productive  year.  Elizabeth's  second  book  of  poetry,  "Bum  All  Night",  was 
published  in  February  by  the  Golden  Hill  Press,  and  two  CDs  of  Clint's  music  ,"Six  Orchestral  Suites,"  came  out  in 
September.  Books  and  records  are  for  sale  at  The  Bookstore  in  Lenox. 

This  summer  "Putt"  and  Holly  Darey  celebrated  their  45th  wedding  anniversary.  Holly  attended  her  50th  reunion  at 
Boston  University.  The  festivities  included  a tour  of  the  new  buildings,  displays  of  graduate  and  undergraduate  art,  a 
reception  at  President  and  Mrs.  Westling's  home  in  Brookline,  B.U.  night  at  the  Pops  and  a dinner  cruise  on  the  "Spirit  of 
Boston". 

Margaret  Rector  has  just  returned  from  an  exciting  trip  to  Barcelona  and  the  new  museum  in  Bilbao.  Granddaughters 
Lily  and  Eliza  Barkin  are  happy  students  at  the  Rudolf  Steiner  School. 

Allison,  daughter  of  Al  and  Martha  Birkett  Joyner,  is  in  her  freshman  year  at  U.  Mass  and  Jason  is  busy  at  his 
construction  work. 

A Dean’s  List  student  at  Westfield  State,  Lori  Curtin  was  inducted  into  Kappa  Delta  Pi  on  April  30. 

Ruth  Heath  writes  that  after  years  of  running  a day  care  center,  her  daughter  Ruth  Lecompte  returned  to  school  and  is 
now  a senior  at  Elms  College  pursuing  a double  major  in  elementary  education.  The  LeCompte  girls  are  both  in  college. 
Shannon  is  a freshman  at  Wheaton  College  in  Norton,  MA.  and  Erin,  her  older  sister  is  doing  an  elementary  education 
degree  at  Westfield  State.  Erin  is  engaged  to  Timothy  Hart  of  Lenox.  Ruth  Heath's  son.  Herb,  has  opened  a business 
"Visions  of  Wood"  in  which  he  sells  his  wood  carvings. 
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Gladys  Shirley  writes  that  Franklin  Pierce  College  in  Rindge,  NH,  honored  her  daughter,  Melinda  Cambiar,  with  a 
degree  of  Doctor  of  Humane  Letters  in  May.  "Mindy"  is  executive  director  of  the  Keene,  NH,  Community  Kitchen  which 
she  founded  in  1982.  This  organization  has  grown  from  a small  operation  serving  25  hot  meals  a week  to  over 
750,000  meals  served  and  distributed  in  1997.  "Mindy"  has  raised  over  a million  dollars  to  establish  a permanent 
facility  for  the  project. 

Hilary  Deely  writes  that  Maisie  loves  Sarah  Lawrence  College  where  she  is  a sophomore  majoring  in  theatre  and  film. 
Pip  is  finishing  his  9th  Grade  at  BCD  and  wondering  about  high  school  choices. 

Rainsford  and  Judy  Morehouse  send  blessings  of  Peace,  Hope  and  Love  at  Christmas  and  always,  and  Edith 
Charpentier  sends  regards  to  her  friends  in  Tyringham. 

Catha  Rambusch  reports  that  the  Rambusch  Company  will  celebrate  1 00  years  of  designing  and  fabricating  interior 
decorative  arts.  Twin  sons  Martin  and  Edwin  are  the  fourth  generation  involved  in  the  business. 

Also  from  New  York  Ann  and  Peter  Herbst  write  "We  are  all  missing  our  extended  vacations  in  Tyringham,  with 
school  and  work  in  full  swing.  If  anyone  is  in  the  Big  Apple  and  wants  a guided  tour,  do  call!  Thanks  to  Joe  Whalen 
and  his  family  for  all  their  help  during  the  year.  Happy  Healthy  ’99." 

David  and  Jan  Picken  send  greetings  from  New  York  and  announce  that  Viola  Picken’s  granddaughter,  just  married 
Austrian  Lars  Muller.  They  met  in  Spain  and  have  just  moved  back  to  New  York. 

Celia  Kittredge's  daughter  Catherine  Clucas  has  come  back  from  Florida  and  is  living  in  the  "Merrybrook  Bam".  She 
is  a licensed  massage  therapist  and  is  practicing  locally.  "Most  of  my  business  is  private  as  I go  to  my  clients'  homes.  I 
am  also  an  on-call  massage  therapist  at  Blantyre.  With  the  holidays  fast  approaching,  I will  be  making  gift  certificates 
for  massage  treatments". 

More  babies Karen  Williams  writes  of  her  new  great-niece,  Justine,  who  was  bom  to  Troy  and  Dina  Winters  on 

September  5.  Her  grandparents  are  John  and  Mary  Ellen  MacDonald  of  Lee  and  Lillian  and  the  late  "Red"  Winters  of 
Lee. 

On  January  12,  Darby  was  bom  to  Lisa  Petersoli  and  Terry  Curtin  Jr.  She  is  granddaughter  of  Paul  and  Judy 
Petersoli  of  Lee  and  our  own  Tyringham  postmistress  Marilyn  Curtin  and  her  husband  Terry. 

Jim  and  Kathy  Curtin,  also,  have  a new  granddaughter,  Anita  Catherine  bom  on  September  9,  to  Jim  and  Helen 
Curtin  of  Lee.  The  baby's  other  grandparents  are  Jack  and  Mary  Coty  of  Lee. 

Rosa  Loring  Alward  and  Walt  welcomed  their  first  grandchild,  Emily  Elizabeth  Nutt,  bom  to  David  and  Heidi  Alward 
Nutt  on  July  16,  at  Blanchfield  Army  Hospital,  Fort  Campbell,  KY. 

Petey  Perkins  reports  the  birth  of  a new  grandson  Samuel  Riggs,  son  of  David  and  Kate  Perkins  Clewell  in  Reading, 
PA,  on  May  26.  He  was  christened  in  Tyringham  at  Glencote  by  his  great  aunt  Louise  on  October  18  amidst  a happy 
family  gathering. 

Another  Samuel  - Samuel  Horgan  - joined  Jim  and  Susie  Harding  and  siblings  Maggie  and  Jack  on  July  10.  He 
weighed  7lbs  13  oz.  Peggy  and  Mason  Harding  are  his  proud  grandparents. 

At  Femside  there  are  now  four  little  girl  cousins  under  the  age  of  four.  New  grandmother  Mary  D.  Kierstead  reports 
that  Plum  and  Susanna's  baby  Sofia  Harte  was  bom  on  June  21 . 

Rosy  Elliott's  new  baby,  Oscar,  was  born  at  home  on  a beautiful  sunny  day  on  July  6,  weighing  9 1/2  lbs.  Proud 
father  Hank,  and  siblings  7 year  old  Caleb  and  4 year  old  Varney  are  all  delighted. 

Jim  Luchars  is  engaged  to  be  married  to  Betsy  O'Brien  of  Stonington,  CT,  next  June  12  at  Weekapaug  Inn, 
Weekapaug,  Rl.  Margaret  writes,  "Jim  spent  six  summers  working  at  Weekapaug  starting  under  the  sou  chef  and 
working  his  way  up  from  bell  hop  to  front  desk,  and  the  last  job  he  had  there  was  to  transfer  their  records  to  computer. 

It  was  this  experience  that  led  him  to  Hotel  Management  School  at  Cornell,  and  his  current  occupation  of  assessing 
hotel  real  estate  for  the  accounting  and  investment  firm  of  Aldridge,  Eastman  and  Waltsh  in  Boston.  Betsy  works  for  a 
French  graphic  arts  publishing  company  north  of  Boston. 

Anne  Moffett  writes  that  Sarah  and  John  Waterman  have  bought  a house  in  Southbridge,  MA.  Sam  and  Fiona  Moffett 
were  married  on  June  6,  and  since  their  honeymoon  in  Europe  are  settled  in  Bedford,  MA.  Jonathan  is  living  in 
Oakland,  CA. 

The  Gilders  are  spreading  their  wings.  Louisa  has  been  spotted  in  the  Orkney  Islands  off  the  north  coast  of  Scotland, 
Mellie  is  dreaming  and  scheming  about  medical  missionary  work  in  Africa  - perhaps  the  Rift  Valley,  Kenya  in  the  New 
Year.  Richard  has  headed  off  to  boarding  school  at  Eaglebrook  in  Deerfield,  MA,  while  Nannina  keeps  her  parents 
entertained  at  home. 

Barbara  Washburn  writes  from  California  that  she,  Deric  and  Stephanie  have  moved  to  Ojai,  CA,  "a  beautiful 
mountain  valley  between  Los  Angeles  and  Santa  Barbara.  Back  to  the  Country!  We  miss  you  all ! 17 


SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

In  memory  of  Stet 

Barbara  & Steve  Adams 
Walt  & Rosa  Alward;  Walter  Jr.  & Joanna; 

David  & Heidi  and  Emily  Nutt 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop  and  family 
Geoffrey  Ashworth 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Bill  & Betty  Bean  (Whitney  too!) 

Georgia  Birkett  & Family 

Jennifer  Bishop,  Daniel  Epstein,  & Teddy  Epstein 
Judith  Bishop  & Maia  Bishop  Bookoff 
Susan  Bishop  & Rachel  Uchitel 
Mary  Ann,  Bob,  Nicole  & Alexis  Brown 
Mr.  & Mrs  Jakob  Bucher 
In  memory  of  John  Northrop  Canon 
Carolyn  G.  Canon 
Mr.  & Mrs.  J.  Gary  Storti  & family 
Mr.  & Mrs.  John  G.  Canon  & Family 
Mr.  & Mrs.  Garfield  Canon 
Henning,  Joyce  & Kimberly  Carlson; 

Michael,  Becky,  Jillian  & Zachary  Carlson 
Larry  & Betty  Cernik 

Peter,  Gail,  Ussy,  Matthew  & Grandma  Edith 
Charpentier  who  sends  regards 
Dot  Choquette 

Bob,  Sue,  Aubrey  & Noah  Choquette 
Francis  & Betty  Clark  & Family 
Irma  Clark 
Catherine  Clucas 

Jim,  Karen,  Ben,  Austin,  Darren  & Evan  Consolati 
Bill,  Adrienne,  Gabey  & Molly  Cosel 
Bobbie,  Player,  Jay  & Kit  Crosby 

Erik,  Lelia,  Elizabeth  &Andrew  Bruun 
Peter,  Serafina,  Lis,  Kayla  & Sophia  Bruun 
Carl  & Chris  Curtin 
C,  Larry  Curtin 

Christopher  & Christine  Curtin-Barry 
Gerry  Curtin 
J.  Neil  & Helen  Curtin 
Terry  & Marilyn  Curtin 

Terry,  Lisa  and  Darby  Curtin;  Kelly  & Tony 
Haywood;  Greg,  Beth  & Kyle  Poulin;  Stephen 
Curtin  & Miriam  & Troy 

Mary  Curtin;  Eugene,  Nancy,  and  boys,  Kevin, 
Gene  & Scott 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin; 

Michelle  Goodfellow,  Peter  Curtin  Jr.  & sons 
Ethan  & Collin;  Jamie,  Adriene,  & Family, 
Joshua,  Nissa  & Asia;  Matt,  Kitty,  Dillon,  Devin 
Curtin  and  Dan  McDonald 
Johnny  & Sissy  Curtin 

Mark  . Lori  Curtin  Mike.  Pam  & Madison  Curtin 


Jim  & Kathy  Curtin;  Denise  & Joey  Curtin 

Tim,  Katy,  & Shawn  Murphy;  & Jim,  Helen  & 
Kara  Curtin  and  Anita  Curtin 
Putt”  & Holly  Darey 
Hilary,  Philip,  Maisie  & Pip  Deely 
Betty  Dennis 
Tom  & Therese  Dillon 

The  Donald  Family;  John,  Penny  Borax,  David  & 
Adam;  Peggy  Snider,  Alison  Donald,  & Betsy 
Naylor 

Bill  & Connie  Dyer;  Beverly  & Heidi  Elsensohn 
Jane  & Arthur  Dyer,  Eric  & Abigail  Elsensohn 
Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott 

All  the  Elliott  and  Aldrich  families 
Rosy  Elliott,  Hank  Glassman,  Caleb,  Varney, 

& Oscar. 

Susannah  Elliott,  Kim  Novick,  Eliza  & Cray 
Gino,  Mary  & Nicholas  Errichetto 
Donald  & Bridget  Fawcett  & Elisabeth 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett;  Annette  & James 
John  & Carol  Fawcett  & Eliza 
Ed,  Dianne,  Adam  & Darrell  Fennelly  Michael,Jr. 
Pat,  Michael  Boyle  III  & Dianna  and  Lynett 
Love 

MaryAnn  & Everett  Fennelly 

Amy  & Byron,  Kathleen  & Andrew, 

Everett  & Mary  Beth  & Luke 
Mary  & Allan  Gamer,  Nancy  & Stephen  Wood 
David,  Levi  & Deanna  CBamer 
In  memory  of  Rod  Gilder 

Mellie  Gilder;  David,  Cindy  & Allison  Gilder; 
Josh  & Anne-Lee  & Max  Gilder 
Nini  & George  Gilder,  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard  & Nannina 
Larry,  Sally,  Eric  & Laura  Griffin 
Virginia  D.  Gorman,  Conor  & Susan  Moran 
Richard,  Lindsay  & Mark  Greene 
Alice  & Arnold  Hale 
David  G.  Hale 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  Loring  Hale 
Don  & Mary  Hale 

Dorothea  R.  Hanson,  Dolly  and  Vehid  Omerovic 
Peggy  & Mason  Harding 
Kate  Harding 

Jim  & Susie  Harding,  Maggie,  Jack  and  Sam 
Kathleen  & Stuart  Harrod; 

Lyn  Harrod  & Sebastian  DuBois 
Sandy  & Richard  Frigon,  Jason  & Aaron 
Dennis  & Joan  Harrod,  Julia  & Anna 
Arnold,  Sandy,  Cathy  & Suzie  Hayne 
Bruce,  Nanciane,  Nathan,  Cort,  Cort,  Jr., 

& Glady  Heath.  Brenda  & Mike  Ward, 

Cheryl  & Bill  Kickery 


SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 


Ruth  A.  Heath;  Ruth,  Steve,  Erin,  & Shannon 
LeCompte;  Nancy,  Randy,  Adam  & Robert 
Wade;  John  A.  Heath;  Christina  & James 
W. Heath;  Karie  & Donald  Heath;  Herbert, 
Connie,  Eric,  Brian,  Shawn  Heath 
Peter,  Ann  , Willie  & Nicholas  Herbst 
Maggie  Howard 

Arlene  Jennings  & Blase  Katterhagen 
Daniel  & Katherine  Jocz 
Kenneth  Jones;  Kenny  & Linda  Jones 
Al,  Martha,  Jason  & Allison  Joyner 
Margaret  Dillon  Katz,  Joe  & Rebecca  Katz 
Heather,  Bill  & Dakota  Ketchen 
Roger  & Holly  (McLennan)  Ketron, 

Emma  Wheelwright,  Henry  Wheelwright, 

Maisie  & Susanna  Ketron 
Wil  & Mary  D.  Kierstead,  Plum,  Susanna,Sophie 
& Nick. 

George  & Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Traux,  Charles 
Truax;  Janie  Thrailkill  & Hawley  Truax  & Olivia 
Lucyan  Kraszeski  and  Family  - Alan  and  Lisa, 
Nancy,  Ronald  & Rebecca  Robitaille 
Jim  & Celia  Kittredge;  Tom,  Cinnie  Ogden; 

Martha  & Dan  Rowley;  Catherine  Clucas;  Jay 
& Santhea  Ogden;  Charlie  & Susan  Kittredge; 
Cinda  & Craig  Sullivan;  Ellen  & Warren  Scott, 
and  all  16  grandchildren. 

Bob  & Kathy  Lambert 
Doug  & Marion  Leach 
Walter  D.  Littell 
Bob  & Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd 
Beatrice  Loring 

Margaret  & Russ  Loring 
David,  Marge  & Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

Tunk,  Dede  & Tony  Loring; 

Billy,  Rhonda,  Dylan  & Isaac  Winters;  Ed, 
Elaine,  Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold 
Barrie;  Alex  & Susan  ’’Poppy,  ” Thomas,  Robbie  & 
Catherine;  Charles;  & James  Luchars 
and,  Margaret  & Ben  Richards 
Millicent  McIntosh 
Katharine  McLennan  and  famly 
Helena  Gilder  Miller  & Family:  Rodman  & Gabriel; 
Julia,  Tess,  Nadia  & Steven  Hartman;  Amasa, 
Anita,  Elisa  & Ayla;  Ginny,  Molly,  Christopher 
Polly  Perkins  Montgomery  & Family 
The  Moffetts:  Anne,  Jonathan,  Sam  & Fiona; 

Sarah  & John  Waterman 
Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 
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In  memory  of  Paula  Mattlin 
The  Moskin  family 

Gilder  & Anne  Palmer,  Walter,  Reese,  Laura  Frank, 
Jake  & Hallie  Frank 

Tonio  & Barbara,  Caroline  William  & Henrik  Palmer 
John  & Hylie  Pappenheimer,  Andy, 

Ros,  Leo  and  Martha 
Ned  & Petey  Perkins  & Family 
In  memory  of  Viola  Picken 
David  & Jan  Picken 
Jesse  Pierce 

Diana  Hitt  Potter;  Horatio  & Liz  Potter  & Jeffrey 
Donald,  Lauria  & Matthew  Puntin 
Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch; 

Kristin  & Sandy  Van  Thelan;  Edwin  & Sharon  & 
Mackinzie;  Martin  & Marjorie,  Nicholas  & 
Jackson;  & Lucia  Rambusch 
Judy  Reber;  Peggy  Reber;  Dennis  Shapson  & 
Homer;  Tom  & Helen  Stephens 
Margaret  Rector,  Bill  & Susan  Barkin,  Lily  & Eliza 
Chuck,  Julie,  Gabriel  & Benjamin  Reich 
Maureen  & Peter  Risatti 
Lilja  & Joseph  Rizzo 
Engene,  Ina,  & Eric  Schnell 
In  memory  of  Carl  Shirley 
Gladys  Shirley 

In  memory  of  Dan  Slater  & Grace  Slater 
Charlie  & Liz  Slater 
Sam,  Debbie,  Daniel  & Megan 
In  memory  of  Grace  and  Kenneth  Knickerbocker 
Mary  & Gene  Smith  & children  Mary-Gene, 
Shawn  and  Noreen 
William  and  Olive  Stewart 
Tony  Stretton  & Philippa  Claude 
Michael,  Kerry,  Kelly  & Michael  Sullivan 
Frank  & Fran  Stracuzzi 
Joanne,  Dick,  Jennifer  & Dickie  Sweeney 
Angelica  Syp,  Marc  & Miranda 
Blanche  Thober 
Asher  E.  Treat 
Urquhart  Family 
Rachel  Urquhart  and  Theo 
Gordon  & Kate  VanOrman  & Family 
Helena  (Palmer),  Stefan  & Damian  von  Gatterburg 
Barbara,  Deric,  Jennifer  & Stephanie  Washburn 
Cece  & Herb  Wasserman 
In  memory  of  Mike  and  Evelyn  Winters 
Bert,  Karen  & Chad  Williams; 

Tim  & Diane  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley, 
Linsey,  Cacye  Williams 

Joe,  Marion  & Denny  Whalen,  Ken,  Pauline,  Kirsty 
& Ashley  Whalen 
Mark  & Liz  Williams 

Ros,  Andy,  Leo  and  Martha  Zimmerman 


Penelope  Littell’s  drawing  for  mugs  sold  at  the  post  office  by  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club  for  $5  each. 

Tyringham  Topics  is  sent  to  each  post  office  box  in  Tyringham  and  first  class  to  contributors. 
Copies  of  this  issue  can  be  purchased  at  the  post  office  for  $2, 
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A Century  of  Tyringham  Life 
A Word  from  your  Editor 

This  year’s  Tyringham  Topics  celebrates  the 
end  of  the  twentieth  century  with  a sweeping  look  at 
Tyringham  through  photographs  and  the  recollections 
of  some  of  its  long-time  residents. 

This  project,  however,  grew  out  of  its 
britches!  The  modest  annual  effort  known  as  the 
Tyringham  Topics  could  not  possibly  include  all  the 
wonderful,  funny  and  poignant  tales  gathered,  even 
as  a millennium  issue.  It  was  difficult  to  pare  the 
information  down  to  Topics  size,  from  hours  of  taped 
interviews.  We  gathered  the  information  offered, 
knowing  that  inevitably,  some  people  and  events 
would  be  missing,  ^cerpts  from  the  interviews 
appear  below  in  alphabetical  order. 

My  special  thanks  go  to  all  who  shared  their 
memories  of  this  town.  We  hope  that  our  efforts  will 
lead  to  a more  extensive  publication  of  twentieth 
century  Tyringham  life. 

And  thanks.  Hop  Brook  Club,  and  the 
community  of  Tyringham,  for  allowing  me  to  be  part 
of  your  twentieth  century  retrospective. 

Roberta  Myers 


Georgia  Birkett 

We  came  to  the  Howards’  in 
Tyringham  on  November  16, 

1938.  My  husband,  Dick,  was 
resident  fami  manager.  It  was 
following  the  Great  Hurricane 
...and  the  road  was  pretty  bad. 

They  had  a calf  bom  about  a 
month  after  we  got  there  called 
“Beginner’s  Luck.” 

(Georgia  Birkett 


I loved  the  house,  because  it  had  a homey  colonial 
feeling  to  it. ...I  didn’t  have  much  time  to  get  to  know 
people  in  the  town  , but  I was  happy  with  my  children. 
I did  go  to  the  Ladies  Club  that  Christmas  time  to 
help  them  fill  stockings  with  hard  candies  for  the  kids. 
They  bought 
oranges  to  give 
them  at  the 
Christmas 
party,  which 
was  held  at  the 
Town  Hall.  And 
then,  of  course, 
they  had  a 
Christmas  pageant.  Dick  Birkett 

Deliverinq  Esther  WaldorFs  Baby 
It  was  about  7 o’clock  one  cold  August  morning, 
and  the  telephone  rang.  It  was  just  after  the  war, 
1946.  And  Dick  had  come  in  from  the  bam  for 
breakfast.  I heard  the  telephone  ringing,  and  I 
thought,  “My  Heaven,  this  is  early  for  a telephone 
call.”  So  I put  on  my  bathrobe  and  ran  downstairs, 
and  Dick  was  on  the  phone  with  Dr.  Dorothy  Vohr, 
Her  husband.  Dr.  Fred  Vohr,  was  over  at  Beartown, 
on  a house  call,  with  no  telephone  or  anything  else. 
As  I ran  down-stairs,  I heard  Dick  say  into  the 
phone.”  A baby  is  not  a calf.”  Dorothy  Vohr  wanted 
him  to  go  over  and  deliver  our  neighbor,  Esther 
Waldorfs  baby.  But  Dick  had  a lot  more  respect  for 
that  kind  of  thing.  He  wasn’t  going  to  go  over  there 
and  deliver  any  baby.  He  thought  something  would 
happen  to  it.  He  said,  “No!  I want  Jack  Waldorf  to  put 
his  wife  in  the  car  and  take  her  to  the  hospital.”  She 
wouldn’t  go.  She  was  a little  off,  you  know.  Not  bad, 
but  a little  off.  I said  to  Dick,  “But  somebody  has  got 
to,  because  Dorothy  said  the  baby  is  about  to  be 
bom.”  Dick  was  pretty  mad,  because  he  had  given 
Jack  the  day  off  to  take  her  to  the  hospital.  But  she 
wouldn’t  go.  She  said  they  didn’t  treat  her  good  in  the 
hospital  when  she  had  her  first  baby.  She  was  a 
difficult  person.  So  I said,  “Well,  IVe  got  to  go  over." 
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I went  over,  and  just  as  I got  to  the  door,  1 heard 
screeching  and  yelling.  She  produced  the  baby  just 
as  I walked  in.  She  was  in  bed,  but  I told  her  later, 
"The  next  time  you  have  a baby,  get  in  the  bathtub!” 
She  wasn’t  prepared.  I said,  "Esther,  women  have 
babies  at  home,  but  they’re  prepared.”  We  couldn’t 
find  anything  to  tie  the  cord.  And  you  know  we  ended 
up  tying  the  cord  with  crochet  cotton?  Now,  that  isn’t 
the  strongest  stuff  in  the  world,  but  that’s  what  we 
used.  We  didn’t  have  any  shoelaces.  And  I didn’t 
even  think  of  shoelaces.  There  was  nothing  to  wrap 
the  baby  in,  so  I got  a towel  and  wrapped  the  baby  in 
a towel.  I guess  I got  ahead  of  myself  here.  Jack  was 
looking  for  something  to  tie  the  cord  with.  Dorothy, 
over  the  phone,  said  to  tie  it  in  two  places,  but  don’t 
cut  it  too  close.  I said  OK.  She  was  having  a 
conniption  fit  on  the  phone.  Jack  was  going  to  cut  the 
cord  without  tying  it.  And  of  course,  I knew  better 
than  that!  I said  to  Dorothy  afterwards,  “What  would 
have  happened  if  he’d  got  there  before  I did,  before  I 
could  stop  him?”  She  said,  “The  mother  would  have 
died  in  four  minutes,  and  the  baby  in  three.” 

That  was  a close  call.  A very  close  call.  Esther  never 
liked  me  much  after  that.  And  I’ve  wondered  lots  of 
times  if  she  wanted  that  baby  to  live. 


The  fate  of  Diane’s  horse 

My  friend,  who 
lived  in  Lee,  had  a 
beautiful  horse. 

And  she  couldn’t 
take  care  of  it.  She 
was  kind  of 
crippled  anyway, 
so  she  gave  it  to 
Diane,  my  daughter.  Dick  Birkett  driving,  Giles  Gilmore 
We  never  told  Diane  in  front  of  Tinker’s  store,  1 939 

what  really  happened. 

The  horse  always  came  when  she  called  it,  and  that 
morning,  she  didn’t  come.  So  Diane  said  to  her 
brother  Richard,  “I  don’t  know  why  my  horse  didn’t 
come.”  He  went  looking  and  he  found  her.  That  isn’t 
the  only  thing  that  happened.  The  heifers  went  crazy 
and  they  galloped  around  the  pasture  like  you 
wouldn’t  believe,  but  the  thing  that  stopped  them  was 
the  fence.  The  horse  just  happened  to  go  over  this 
cliff-like  thing  in  that  pasture,  and  caught  her  hoof.  It 
was  bad.  No  one  would  have  dreamed  of  such  a 
thing.  Poor  BlaineifLittellj.His  firecrackers  scared  the 
horse.  It  wasn’t  his  fault.  We  never  wanted  to  do 
anything  about  it,  but  one  of  the  officials  from  town 
came  up  and  wanted  to  know  if  Dick  wanted  to  press 
charges.  We  knew  it  was  an  accident,  but  we  told 
Diane  her  horse  died  of  a heart  attack.  She  said  to 
me  after  Blaine’s  funeral,  “Now  I know  what 
happened  to  my  horse.” 


Carolyn  Canon 


I was  a boy  instead  of  a 
girl.  You  see,  I was  the 
oldest.  Northrop  hadn’t 
come.  He  was  three  years 
younger,  and  Garfield  came 
along  much  later.  My  mother 
said  "you  should  have  been 
a boy  instead  of  a girl",  but  it 
was  too  late  then. 


On  the  farm 

One  day  I went  up  back  to  hang  up  some  clothes, 
and  I noticed  that  the  chickens  were  all  falling  down. 
And  I thought  "What  is  the  matter  with  those  hens?"  I 
asked  my  mother  and  she  didn't  know.  When  my 
father  came  in,  I said  "What’s  the  matter  with  those 
chickens?  They're  all  falling  down"  He  said  " They  are 
drinking  the  juice  from 
the  silo  and  they're 
DRUNK,  and  they  go  a 
little  ways  and  fall  down". 

So  I said  "you'll  have  to 
put  sawdust  around  the 
bottom  of  the  silo  so  they 
can’t  drink  it". 


One  day  I found  two  Holsteins  dead  in  the  field 
across  from  the  Butler’s  [near  Asher  Treat's].  My 
father  figured  they  touched  the  barbed  wire  with  their 
noses  during  a lightening  storm.  He  had  to  bury 
them  right  there. 

He  [my  father]  would  put  me  in  the  hay  mow.  I 
would  have  to  stomp  the  hay  down,  and  then  later  on 
he  got  a baler  and  that  was  a godsend,  but  even  then 
I would  have  to  raise  the  bales  up  as  far  as  I could 

go.  Then  I said  "you'll 
have  to  get  a man  to  do 
it  Daddy  because  I just 
can’t  reach  that  high" 
and  he’d  say  "well,  I 
guess  you'll  have  to". 
He'd  put  me  stomping 
down  the  com  in  the 
silo.  That  was  the 
worst.  I would  have  to 
climb  all  the  way  up 
that  ladder.  I'd  say 
"Carolyn,  if  you  miss  one  rung  you  will  be  a dead 
goose". 


Nathan  Canon’s  flock 


Carolyn  Canon  and  her 
father,  Clifford  Canon 
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My  mother  had  typhoid  fever  when  she  was  a 
young  woman,  and  it 
left  her  deaf.  So  we 
would  have  to  holler. 

She  could  also  read 
our  lips.  Because  Aunt 
Lena  went  to  work  for 
the  Clark  School  for  the 
Deaf  that's  how  she 


learned  to  read  our  lips.  Garfield  Ladies  and  father  1910 
When  the  phone  rang, 

she’d  hear  the  bell,  then  she'd  take  the  receiver  off, 
then  she'd  have  to  go  and  call  me  and  say  "Carolyn, 
you'll  have  to  see  what  they  want  on  the  telephone" 
because  she  couldn't  hear  anything.  So  it  was  quite 
a life  I had. 


Later  I went  to  Berkshire  Business  College,  then  I 
came  home.  My  father  went  into  the  grain  business 
and  I had  to  do  all  the  bookkeeping.  Then  I drove  the 
milk  truck  to  Pittsfield  with  about  ten  forty  quart  milk 
cans  every  day  except  Sunday  when  a hired  man 
would  do  it. 


You  see,  my  mother  lived,  when  she  was  a child, 
where  Mrs.  Spencer  did.  [On  the  day  of  the 
Ashintully  fire]  I took  my  mother  as  far  as  the  Fenn 
Woods  - as  far  as  I dared  to  go,  and  she  cried.  And  I 
said  " Well,  we're  going  to  turn  around,  we're  going  to 
go  back". 


Dorothy  Choquette 


We  were  living  in  the  old  Rouse  carriage  house  at 
Nort  Canon's  with  a garage  underneath  and  an 
apartment  overhead  (in 
front  of  the  little  building 
still  standing  behind  the 
Canon  house,  which  was 
the  chicken  house). 

Harvey  had  gone  down- 
stairs after  supper  to  do 
three  things:  one  to  light 
the  hot  water  heater,  two 
to  put  in  the  car,  and 
three  to  bring  in  the  baby 
carriage.  Thank  God,  he 
did  the  water  heater  first 
because  it  blew  up,  and 
we  barely  had  time  to  get  Dot  and  Harvey  choquette  1990 
the  kids  out.  He  handed 

me  one  of  the  children  halfway  down  the  outside 
stairs  and  couldn't  get  back  in  to  get  money.  It  was 
that  close! 


In  1946,  on  our  fifth  wedding  anniversary,  we 
moved  to  the  house  where  I am  now.  And  it  was  in 
tough,  tough  shape.  There  was  no  electricity  and  no 
bathroom.  There  was  plumbing  to  this  extent  - there 


was  water  to  the  kitchen.  It  was  a case  of  leam-as- 
you-go.  It  was  quite  interesting  to  try  to  find  materials 
to  wire  the  house  because  this  was  immediately  after 
the  war  and  materials  were  almost  non  existent.  You 
might  get  one  junction  box  some  where,  one  place 
and  maybe  a cover  or  a few  electrical  staples 
another.  Nowhere  could  you  get  more  that  25  feet  of 
BX  which  was  the  main  wire  they  used  at  that  time 
because  there  was  just  such  a demand  for  it.  We 
didn't  have  a telephone  for  quite  a few  years  until 
after  we  moved  in  there.  Maybe  even  five  years. 


Most  of  the 
construction 
creating  the 
town  pond  was 
with  machines 
but  there  was  a 
lot  of  leveling 
and  seeding 
that  had  to  be 
done  by  hand. 
Someone  recently  remarked  that  in  the  pictures  I 
was  raking  and  wearing  a dress,  but  I always  wore 
a dress  then,  or  shorts  In  summer.  I was  just  not 
into  slacks. 


The  Town  Pond 


Working  on  the  Town  Pond  1968 


Our  children  walked  home  for  lunch.  One  of  the 
reasons  that  most  of  the  children  would  enjoy  coming 
home  for  lunch  was  because  they  would  do  a little 
sliding  and  so  forth,  if  it  was  the 
wintertime  or  occasionally  Robert 
would  take  his  fish  pole  and  get  a ^ > 

little  fishing  behind  the  house  and 
have  a little  break.  There  was  one 
funny  incident.  These  two  men 
from  Springfield  were  fishing  along 
the  brook,  and  they  weren’t  having 
as  much  luck  as  Robert  was.  One 
of  them  said  "Hey  kid,  go  on  home  Bob  Choquette 
I know  your  mother  wants  you" 
and  he  said  "I  am  home!".  He  was  fishing  up  where 
our  garden  was. 


P 

h 


Kids  were  hardier  stock  than  they  are  today. 
Children  that  went  to  Lee  on  the  bus  had  to  meet  at 
the  store.  It  made  quite  a walk  for  some  of  them. 
From  Slaters  now,  the  Pierce  boys  they  had  to  walk 
down.  Occasionally  Helen  would  bring  them  down, 
but  most  of  the  time  they  would  walk  down. 
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Wildlife 

We  weren't  afraid  of  anything.  On  a few  occasions 
we  would  see  evidence  where  bears  had  tom  bushes 
to  pieces.  At  that  time  people  would  laugh  "oh  it  can’t 
be",  but  it  couldn't  have  been  anything  else.  Of 
course  one  thing  that  used  to  be  a nuisance  but  isn't 
any  more  because  of  the 
coyotes,  is  the  woodchucks. 

We  used  to  have  fight  for 
our  gardens  because  of  the 
woodchucks.  But  not  any 
more.  When  we  lived  down 
back  of  Nort's  they  and  us 
both  had  our  gardens  on  the 
face  of  Cobble  where  the 
big  rock  is.  More  than  once  I 
can  remember  standing  at 
our  house  and  watching  a 
row  of  peas  disappear. 
chomp..chomp.  Not  nice. 

The  deer  weren't  a problem 
to  speak  of. 

Back  then  cardinals  were  rare.  I kept  saying  That 
can't  be  a cardinal  because  they  are  a southern  bird" 
but  after  awhile  it  became  obvious  that  they  were 
cardinals,  because  they  had  moved  north.  And  it  is 
only  in  the  last  few  years  that  we  have  had  the  tufted 
titmice. 

Wartime 

This  valley  was  about  as  uninhabited  as  any,  and  of 
course  Westover  Airforce  Base  was  in  operation  and 
it  was  a training  field  at  that  time.  They  used  to 
practice  “hedge  hopping”  - coming  in  very,  very  low 
and  so  that  you  don't  hear  the  plane  until  it  was  right 
on  top  of  you.  I remember  one  time  in  particular,  I 
was  hanging  up  clothes  behind  where  Nort's  garage 
is.  Because  the  plane  was  coming  right  down  at  me, 
my  first  instinct  was  to  hit  the  ground.  I can  stiH  see 
these  two  pilots  laughing  their  heads  off. 

In  the  field  behind  Kittredges,  they  would  go  so  low 
we  could  see  over  the  plane!  They  would  follow  the 
contour  of  the  land  over  the  Cobble.  One  day  Harvey 
was  out  in  the  barnyard  with  the  manure  spreader 
and  the  horses.  They  came  down  over  the  roof  of  the 
bam  and  it  took  him  quite  a ride.  He  went  over  the  big 
watering  tub  that  was  in  the  middle.  None  was  worse 
for  wear,  but  it  was  quite  an  incident. 

During  wartime  they  had  serviceman  dances,  when 
a young  man  was  going  to  be  shipped  overseas.  One 
of  the  most  memorable  ones  was  after  they  had 
decided  that  the  town  hall  was  unsafe  without  some 
work  being  done  on  it.  They  had  several  up  at  the 
Ashintully  mansion  in  the  ballroom.  Chet  Van 
Orman,  who  was  in  the  neighborhood  of  six  feet  tall, 
was  calling.  In  the  ballroom  there  were  two  huge 
fireplaces  and  at  one  point  the  heels  were  flying  and 


Chet  stepped  back  into  the  empty  fireplace  without 
even  ducldng  because  the  fireplace  was  so  tall.  It 
was  such  a beautiful,  beautiful  building.  Such  a 
shame  to  have  lost  it.  These  dances  were  in  the 
summer  and  you  could  go  out  on  the  terrace.  It  was 
lovely.  It  was  wonderful. 

Irma  Clark 


All  of  us  in  the  Hop  Brook  Community 
Club  mourn  the  sudden  death  of  our 
beloved  friend  Irma  Clark  on  November 
28*^,  1999.  She  was  a valuable  and  loyal 
member  over  many,  many  years,  and  a 
very  dear  friend  to  us  all.  We  will  miss  her 
terribly. 


Irma  and  Duffy  Clark 


I've  been  thinking  about  how  much  Tyringham  has 
changed.  I was  pretty  young,  and  I used  to  ride  back 
and  forth  to  meet  with  my  father-in-law,  Wilbur,Sr., 
and  I can  remember  him  especially  in  that  area 
between  Robert  Alsops’and  the 
Baker  house,  in  that  space. 

Toward  Alsops’  ltwas  all  grown 
up  and  he  used  to  say  "Gee 
can  you  believe  I use  to  mow 
in  there?"  I used  to  l r "I'll  be 
damned!"  We'd  go  by  different 
places  and  he'd  say,  “I  used  to 
mow  hay  in  there.”  But  now  I 
know  what  he  meant  when  he 
said  everything  was  all  grown 
up.  He  used  to  do  the  mowing 
with  horses.  He  had  a pair  of  Wilbur  Clark,  Sr. 
horses  and  he'd  throw  out  the 
hay  with  a fork. 


Eddie  Choquette 
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We  had  terrible 
winters.  There  was 
always  a snow  drift 
by  what  is  now 
Demos’,  and  you 
couldn’t  get  through 
and  you  couldn’t 
plow  through.  They 
had  to  make  a road 
up  through  the  field. 

There  was  a car  parked  Robert  and  Duffy  Clark, 
in  front  of  my  house  and  Harvey  Choquette,  logging 
from  the  road  you 

wouldn’t  know  the  car  was  there.  There  were  great 
huge  snow  banks.  They  don’t  have  snow  like  that 
any  more. 


All  my  kids  went  to  the  Tyringham  school, 
father-in-law  went  to  that 
school  and  my  husband 
went  to  that  school.  We 
had  to  go  to  the  Valentine 
parties  they  had.  The 
parents  had  to  go  and  the 
kids  had  to  go,  and  there 
were  other  functions.  I 
remember  being  a monitor 
at  school  one  time,  to  monitor  1977 

the  kids  at  recess,  which  I did  until  one  of  the  kids 
threatened  to  punch  me  in  the  face  with  his  fist,  and  I 
thought,  / don’t  need  this  being  punched  by  a kid. 
They  used  to  have  picnics.  At  the  end  of  the  year  we 
always  went  on  a picnic,  usually  at  Lake  Buel  in 
Great  Barrington.  And  there  were  Christmas  parties. 


Post  Office 

I became  postmistress  in 
the  seventies.  Oh  Lord,  I’m 
terrible  with  dates.  It  was 
scary  being  postmistress. 

But  I liked  it.  I got  to  know 
everyone.  The  funniest 
thing  I ever  got  through  the 
mail  was  a bunch  of  baby 
chickens  that  cheeped  all 
day.  There  was  that  fella 
that  lived  up  at  Gelschleichters  house  who  wanted  to 
raise  chickens.  Charlie  Hauer.  I had  the  little  baby 
chicks  to  prove  it,  and  he  finally  came  down  and  got 
them.  Another  funny  thing  I got  in  the  mail  one  day 
when  somebody  said  you’ll  never  guess  in  a million 
years  what’s  In  this  package,  and  I said  no  I couldn’t, 
and  somebody  said  it  was  an  um  with  ashes  in  it.  I 
can’t  remember  whose  they  were. 


People  used  to  call  the  Post  Office  for  infonmafon, 
and  the  funniest  one  I can  remember  was  Jean 
Brown  calling  to  see  if  I knew  how  to  get  rid  of  a bat 
in  her  bedroom.  She  says,  “There's  a bat  In  my 
bedroom,"  and  I said,  “No,  I really  doni  know  how  to 


get  rid  of  it”.  She  said,  “Maybe  if  I open  my  window 
itil  fly  out.”  and  I said,  “Yep,  and  maybe  another  one 
will  fly  in!”  She  was  going  to  call  the  State  Police  and 
I said  I didn't  think  that  was  a very  good  idea  to  call 
the  State  Police  about  a bat  in  her  bedroom. 

Flood 

I was  in  three  hurricanes  here.  In  ’55  and  others.  I 
was  scared.  I remember  coming  home  from  bowling  - 
there  were  a bunch  of  women  who  used  to  go 
bowling.  Irene  Stanton  (Donny  Stanton’s  mother) 
lived  over  where  Neil  and  Helen  Curtin  live  now.  She 
said  she  was  going  to  flash  the  light  out  of  the 
window  to  show  how  high  the  water  was.  It  was 
coming  over  the  driveway  and  I woke  my  husband 
and  I said  we’re  having  a flood  and  there’s  water  all 
over.  He  said  it’s  nothing.  It’s  nothing.  Then  I heard  a 
big  bang  because  the  water  was  so  high  over  the 
bridge  that  a log  came  down  and  hit  the  steel  girder 
up  there.  Then  Duffy  knew  it  was  kind  of  high.  Then 
the  power  went  off.  This  house  was  surrounded  by 
water.  It  was  very  scary.  Jimmy  Duvemois  was 
standing  near  the  bridge  and  suddenly  he  just  went 
into  the  water.  Luckily  he  got  hold  of  a branch  and 
someone  got  him  out.  You  couldn’t  get  by  here.  The 
road  was  just  washed  away. 

Evelyn  [Winters]  was  a close  friend.  She  and  I used 
to  get  dressed  up  for  Halloween  and  go  out  raising 
heck.  The  sad  part  was  the  next  day  Carl  Curtin  who 
owned  the  store  wouldn’t  let  Donny  and  Marty  Clark 
in  the  store  because  he  accused  them  of  raising 
heck,  but  in  reality  it 
was  Evelyn  and  I. 

One  night  we  blacked 
our  faces  and  we 
went  downstreet  and 
we  met  Gordon  van 
Orman  who  was 
pretty  young  then  and 
we  scared  Gordon 
something  awful. 

We  shouldn’t  have  dressed  like  men  because  they 
treated  us  like  boys. 

One  night  we  were  up  at  Hoppy’s  father's  house 
rapping  on  the  window  and  Hoppy’s  father,  Harry, 
came  out  yelling,  “Did  you  ever  get  some  rock  salt  in 
your  behind,  because  your  going  to  now!”.  We  ran 
and  ran.  We  really  thought  he  was  going  to  do  that. 
He  thought  we  were  a couple  of  fellas.  Then  Hoppy’s 
mother  came  out  and  said,  “Dam  you  boys  anyway,  I 
just  washed  these  windows  today!" 

We  didn1  do  mean  things.  We  used  to  sometimes 
put  a park  bench  on  CarTs  [Curtin]  steps.  I think  that’s 
why  he  was  mad.  We  never  did  anything  destructive. 
One  night  we  went  and  someone  was  following  us. 
Evelyn  and  I and  Dot  van  Orman,  Gordon’s  sister,  we 
were  walking  down  the  street  and  some  man  was 


Evelyn  and  Mike  Winters 
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following  us  and  there  was  a footbridge  across  from 
Carl  Curtin's  house.  So  we  went  over  the  bridge  and 
we  were  sitting  down,  and  of  course  we  had  stuff  on 
our  faces.  And  Walter  Stedman  who  lived  where 
Georgia  Birkett  lives,  Evelyn's  uncle,  he  said,  “Oh  so 
there  you  fellas  are.  What  have  you  fellas  been  up 
to?  You  the  ones  who  put  the  chunks  of  wood  up  on 
Charlie's  porch?"  Well  we  weren't.  We  wouldn't  do 
anything  like  that.  He  took  Evelyn's  foot  and  started 
twisting  it.  She  started  bellowing,  “Stop  it,  stop  It!”  So 
he  said,  “Well  I'll  be  darned!  You  aren't  fellas  at  all!” 
We  were  too  big  to  be  doing  things  like  that.  I had 
Gerry!  I was  a MOTHER! 


Jim  Curtin,  Gov.  Dukakis,  Kathy  Curtin  1976 


We  had  a club  we  called  the  Civic  Club.  We  used  to 
have  dances  like  when  the  boys  went  in  to  the 

service  and 
came  home 
on  furlough, 
they  always 
had  a dance. 
They  had  a 
little  band 
with  Candace 
Heath,  Roy's 
vrife,  played 
the  piano  and 
Corty  Heath 
played  some- 
thing and  he  did  the  calling.  Harry  Loring  was  the 
fiddle  player.  They  had  those  dances  almost  every 
week.  When  they  rebuilt  the  town  hall,  I said  to  my 
brother-in-law  Robert,  who  was  a selectmen,  “Oh 
good  maybe  we  can  have  square  dances”.  He  said, 
“Don’t  count  on  it.  You  canl.”  Something  about  the 
floor  not  being  safe. 

I taught  Dot  Choquette  to  drive.  She  wanted  to  get 
a license  and  we  went  on  the  road  a lot.  We  went  to 
Monterey  but  it  was  kind  of  scary  for  both  of  us,  you 
know.  So  I decided  we'd  go  on  this  meadow  where 
nobody  would  hit  us.  So  we  went  in  a meadow  which 
is  now  this  side  of  Demos'  where  Charlie  Slater  still 
plants  com.  We  got  stuck  in  the  mud  and  I had  to  get 
a tractor  to  get  us  out.  Duffy  wasn’t  too  happy  about 
it.  He  said  what  are  you  doing  down  there?  I said  we 
wanted  to  get  out  of  the  traffic  and  we  were. 


Jim  Curtin  - 

Growing  up  in  a small  town  was  advantageous  to 
us.  Unlike  kids  today  who  don’t  have  a chance  to 
physically  work  like  we  did  on  the  farms,  we  got  to 
know  how  to  do  this  and  that  and  how  to  drive 
tractors.  Kids  today  know  how  to  do  computers  and 
all  that  stuff.  If  we  went  to  one  farm  and  they  didn’t 
pay  us  enough  we  just  went  to  one  that  paid  us  more. 


When  we  were  kids  - I was  eleven  or  twelve  years 
old  - and  along  came  Mr.  Couch.  He  was  going  to 
save  the  town.  And  I think  he  really  did  save  us 
because  he  started  that  little  baseball  team.  He  got 
all  the  people  to  donate  money  so  we  could  buy 
uniforms  and  bats  and  balls.  He  was  responsible  for 
keeping  us  alive  basically.  He  was  a good  man. 


Cap  Couch 


We  went  blueberrying  all  the  time  up  on  Baldy, 
which  is  no  more  bald.  We'd  pick  them  and  sell  them. 
It  wasn’t  hard  to  sell  them.  You  had  to  hide  your 
berries  because  you  were  picking  in  a small  bucket 
and  you  went  behind  the  tree  where  you  had  the  big 
bucket  and  sometimes  when  you  got  to  the  big 
bucket,  the  big  bucket  would  be  gone.  You'd  get  a 
couple  of  gallons  of  berries  and  someone  would  take 
off  with  them! 

I don1  remember  my  grandfather,  Thomas  Curtin, 
very  well.  I must  have  been  six  when  he  died.  But 
when  we  started  in  the  one-room  school  house  down 
here,  I would  go  over  to  the  my  grandparents  and  ask 
my  grandmother  to  make  me  a peanut  butter 
sandwich  for  lunch.  My  other  grandfather  was  Percy 
[Stanton]  - we  did  a lot  of  rabbit  hunting  and  deer 
hunting  with  him.  He  was  a big  time  hunter  - he  loved 
it. 

When  we  were  in  high  school.  I'd  get  up  at  5 in  the 
morning  and  I went  over  to  Clifford  Canon's  and 
milked  the  cows  - 30  or  40  milkers  - and  then  I'd  go  to 
school  and  got  out  of  school  at  2:30  and  I’d  go  to 


Cort  Heath.Bob  Bartow,  Harry  Loring 
and  Florence  Loring  Miner 
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work  at  the  A&P  till  6 and  then  I'd  go  up  and  work  for 
my  father  from  6-10.  (My  father  was  a car  mechanic.) 
And  we  had  homework  for  school.  And  if  a tree  came 
down  over  the  wires  - in  those  days  they  didn’t  have 
generators  - you  had  to  milk  by  hand.  All  the  milk  in 
cans.  Carolyn  [Canon]  drove  it  to  Pittsfield.  When  she 
wasn’t  around,  one  of  the  other  guys  would  do  it. 
There  was  always  work.  You  had  to  earn  money  in 
those  days.  If  you  wanted  to  buy  something,  you  had 
to  go  earn  it. 

I went  with  Mr.  Barhydt  to  West  Point.  Charlie 
Johnson  used  to  drive.  It  was  the  Army  foot  ball 
game.  The  tickets  were  given  by  General  Reber. 
There  were  two  carloads  - four  or  five  kids  in  each 
car. 


“The  Barhydt  Boys” 

T.  Curtin,  D.  Van  Orman,  Ev.  Fennelly,  Mr.B,  P.  Curtin,  Ed 
Fennelly,  & R.  Clark 


Fire  Department 

I joined  the  fire  department  right  after  I moved  to 
this  house.  Along  with  all  the  other  guys.  It  seemed  to 
be  the  thing  to  do.  That  was  probably  '67  or  '68.  I was 
involved  in  fighting  the  rake  factory  fire.  I think  I was 
Assistant  Chief  then.  I've  been  Chief  for  nearly  20 
years.  I've  enjoyed  it.  We  always  had  a good  bunch 
of  fire  fighters.  When  we  need  someone  they're  there. 
Regardless  if  they  don’t  like  this  or  that  person,  when 
something  happens  everyone  pulls  together.  Thank 
God  there  haven't  been  too  many  serious  fires.  The 
worst  fire  I have  had  to  deal  with  was  the  Lunt  fire  - 
the  hardest  one  to  put  out.  And  the  hardest  one  Lee 
or  Monterey  has  seen.  It  seems  like  every  Chief  has 
"the  big  one".  Hopefully,  the  one  we  just  had  at  Bill's 
[Lunt]  will  be  the  only  big  one. 

The  only  time  I was  ever  in  Ashintully  was  when 
they  had  the  fire.  I was  just  a kid.  We  were  just  kids 
and  we  were  helping  carry  buckets  up  the  hill.  I have 
just  slim  memories  of  that  place. 

Tyringham  hasn’t  really  changed  too  much.  More 
traffic.  We  used  to  have  to  walk  that  road  all  the  way 
to  Lee.  I don’t  know  how  many  times  I had  to  walk  to 
Lee  to  go  to  the  movies.  There  used  to  be  three  or 
four  cars  going  to  Lee  and  if  you  weren't  on  the  road 


hitchhiking  when  they  came  by,  you  had  to  walk. 
Once  a week,  Friday  or  Saturday  nights,  we  went  to 
the  movies.  Twelve  cents  to  go  to  the  movies.  Everett 
Hale  was  one  of  the  cars  that  went  by.  He  had  a 
huge  car  and  he'd  pick  us  up.  My  father  would  be 
working  till  10  o'clock,  so  if  you  were  there  out  early 
enough  you  could  get  a ride  with  him.  Now,  it's  non- 
stop. At  three  in  the  morning  you  can  hear  cars  go 
by.  In  that  respect,  that's  changed. 


Mary  Fisher  Curtin 

We  moved  into  the  store  when  Carl  finished  work 
on  the  place.  So 
that's  where  we 
lived,  and  there 
were  a couple  of 
rooms  out  back.  We 
had  a nice  backyard 

with  a brook  out  ^ 

there  and  a wonderful  garden.  And  Carl  loved  being 
his  own  boss.  He  really  did.  And  he  ran  the  place 
very  well.  Of  course  when  we  first  started  it,  we  used 
to  deliver  in  the  morning.  But  I don't  think  that  went 
on  for  long.  He  had  so  many  customers. 


He  did  it  all.  He  was  very  much  the  boss.  He  ran 
the  store  and  did  all  the 
buying.  When  he  died,  of 
course,  I had  to  do  it.  I kept  a 
few  things  going.  I'd  go  up  to 
Wohrles  up  in  Pittsfield  for 
frozen  food.  But  I never  added 
to  stock  or  hardware.  The 
things  people  used  I kept  up 
with,  but  never  added  to 
Mary  and  Cart  Curtin  hardware.  Those  things  were 

there.  Everything  was  there. 
Dry  goods,  ice  cream,  notions,  thread  and  needles, 
nails,  frozen  foods.  Of  course,  it  was  Hazel  [Tinker] 
who  had  started  the  notions.  We  have  to  give  her 
credit  for  that.  My  son  Carl  sti’l  has  the  counter,  and 
the  cash  register  and  candy 
cases.  Of  course  the  post  boxes 
are  gone.  I suppose  they  were 
given  back  to  the  Post  Office  or 
somewhere. 


Anyway,  after  I retired,  I think 
the  Town  rented  the  Post  Office 
from  me  for  a short  time.  Marion 
Whalen  took  over  the  Post  Office.  cari  Curtin,  Jr. 

She  could  have  had  that  position. 

She  filled  in  for  my  time  off  on  Saturday  mornings 
and  for  my  vacation,  which  was  wonderful.  Then  the 
day  of  the  General  Store  came  to  be  over.  I don’t 
blame  people.  Supermarkets  were  there  and  were 
handy.  Look  what  happened  to  England  Brothers, 
with  the  malls  and  all  that. 
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Square  Dancing 

We  loved  square  dancing.  I loved  to  dance.  Carl 
didn’t  have  much  rhythm  to  him  at  all,  but  then  he 
joined.  He  did  this  just  to  please 
me, but  then  we  joined  the  square 
dancing.  And  he  loved  it.  He  was 
better  than  I was,  like  at  taking 
directions.  He  loved  the  sociability  of 
it.  Every  town  had  a square  dance 
club.  Lee  had  theirs.  Great 
Barrington  had  one.  The  Down 
County  Squares,  that's  what  they  Carl  Curtin. 
were  called.  I used  to  go  after  Carl 
died,  if  I could  find  a partner.  We  went  to  Pittsfield, 
and  all  over.  It  was  fun.  I loved  it.  It  was  western 
style.  Everyone  moving  at  the  same  time.  None  of 
this  rough  stuff.  Everyone  took  It  very  seriously. 
Everyone  had  lovely  costumes.  I had  my  dirndl  skirt. 
Our  children  for  the  most  part  were  not  that  interested 
in  square  dancing.  At  least  not  in  the  western  style. 
Maybe  the  rough  stuff.  My  son  Carl  still  square 
dances,  but  he  doesn't  square  dance  like  I do! 

Of  course  they  had  the  square  dances  in  the  Town 
Hall,  with  Harry  Loring  and  his  fiddle.  Before  my  time, 
they  had  square  dances  at  the  old  Dance  Hall  up  on 
Jerusalem  Road.  I always  heard  about  it,  but  I don’t 
think  I ever  went  up  there.  And  of  course  they  had  the 
yearly  block  dance  out  in  front  of 
the  store. 

People  had  fun  in  Tyringham.  In 
those  days,  you  knew  your 
neighbors  and  people  were  friendly. 
They  also  had  so  many  of  those 
church  suppers.  All  that  has 
changed.  The  younger  people  are 
missing  a lot  nowadays. 


Mary  Curtin 


I can  remember  as  a young  child  having  fun  down 
at  the  rake  shop....  I remember  Howell  Stannard.  We 
called  him  Hoot.  He  ran  it.  That  was  a kind  of  family 
affair.  There  was  Hoot,  then  his  father  Frank,  who 
was  town  clerk  for  a while.  He  used  to  have  a 
machine  he  stood  on.  He'd  take  pieces  of  wood  and 
run  them  in  and  out,  in  and  out.  I thought  it  was  great 
but  he  was  probably  sick  of  it...  I took  wood  shavings 
for  my  chickens. 


On  the  mill  pond  there  was  water  all  the  way  back 
to  the  town  hall,  with  the  big  dam.  Frank  Stedman  - 
he  was  a good 
friend  down 
street  - he  had 
a boat  and  I'd 
row.  He'd  be  in 
the  front  and  I 
was  supposed 
to  catch  up 
with  the  snakes 
as  close  as  I stedman  dam 

could.  There'd 

be  water  snakes.  Finally  one  day  we  caught  one.  Oh 
boy.  When  he  did,  it  wound  around  his  wrist  quick 
and  bit  him  on  the  wrist.  We  were  scared  to  death. 
He  shook  the  snake  away  and  told  me  to  hurry  up 
and  get  to  shore  and  he  ran  up  street.  There  was  an 
old  timer,.  Irem  Smith,  used  to  live  where  the  Deelys 
live.  He  told  Frank  "Stop  your  hollering.  The  snake 
isn’t  poisonous."  He  put  iodine  on  the  bite  - like  little 
razor  cuts.  But  that  ended  our  catching  snakes. 


Then  I could  always  go  up  in  that  little  ditch  at  my 
grandfather’s,  in  the  back  towards  the  Cobble  and 
pick  cow  slips.  His  wife  loved  them,  and  every  time  I 
got  a big  bag  full  I got  50  cents  from  them.  That  was 
fun.  Kids  had  fun  back  then.  Maybe  they're  having 
fun  today,  but  it  just  seems  like  a lot  faster  world 
today.  No  time  for  anything.  You  gotta  go  here  and 
you  gotta  go  there 


Neil  Curtin 

We  used  to  take  the  sleds  and  we'd  go  all  the  way 
to  the  Howard  farm  on  top  of 
the  hill  and  we  used  to  slide.  I 
was  telling  Molly  last  year,  I 
could  go  as  far  as  the  rake 
shop  from  Howards;  on  a good 
day  we  made  the  comers  and 
down  through.  You  were  going 
too  fast  down  through  the 
center  of  town  but  you  were 
riding  it  for  all  you  were  worth 
to  see  how  far  you  could  go. 
Long  ride,  beautiful.  Long  ways  back.  You  had  to 
walk  back.  In  those  days  you  didn’t  worry  about  cars. 
You  just  let  her  rip.  That  was  fun. 


Farminq 

I worked  mostly  for  Ward  McCarthy.  I learned  a lot. 
I feel  bad  today.  I think  that  like  my  ovm  son  Gerry, 
by  the  time  he  got  ready  to  work,  the  farms  were 
pretty  well  gone.  I think  it’s  a great  thing  for  a young 
person  to  get  a start  in  life  working  on  a farm.  You 
learn  everything  - from  carpentry,  to  plumbing,  to 
electric,  to  mechanical,  to  taking  care  of  cattle.  I 
worked  for  Ward  McCarthy  for  9 years.  Learned  to 
drive  horses  there.  He  used  to  let  me  take  the  team 
and  the  wagon  and  sent  me  to  the  other  end  of  town 
when  I was  probably  13  years  old,  and  he  trusted  me 
with  the  horses.  He  told  me  how  to  drive  them,  and 
he  knew  I could  handle  them.  Then  years  afterwards, 
it  all  came  into  good  use,  when  I drove  horses  when  I 
first  got  out  of  school  and  I did  logging  for  a while. 


Neil  Curtin,  Gordon 
Van  Orman  fishing 
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I started  drawing  logs.  I loved  the  work.  It's  hard  but 
it's  fun.  I even  had  a team  of  my  own  for  a while. 
Trouble  is,  when  you  get  married  and  you  have  a wife 
and  a kid  you  need  some  money  to  feed  everybody. 
The  trouble  with  that  type  of  work  is  you  make  a big 
dollar  today,  then  it  rains  tomorrow  and  the  next  day, 
and  by  the  end  of  the  year  you're  kind  of  behind  the  8 
ball.  That's  why  I got  a job  at  the  mill.  I'd  always 
worked  on  a farm,  I loved  animals.  When  I was  in 
high  school  I had  two  milking  cows  of  my  own,  I had 
a saddle  horse,  I had  two  pigs  and  I had  50  laying 
hens.  The  eggs  I would  sell  and  buy  grain.  I liked 
that  kind  of  stuff.  We  lived  then  up  where  Terry  and 
Marilyn  live  now. 


Ernie  Butler  haying 

I remember  one  time  we  had  two  roosters  and  I 
wanted  to  kill  one  to  eat.  I was  a little  bit  afraid  of  it.  It 
was  pretty  big  and  it  was  hollering  and  yelling  a little 
bit.  Then  I thought,  “What  the  heck.  Peter's  younger; 
he  won't  know  the  difference.”  I told  Peter,  “I  need 
one  of  these  roosters.  We  need  it  for  Sunday  dinner.” 
“Oh  no”,  he  said,  “I'm  afraid  of  it.”  I said,  “Don’t  be 
afraid  of  it.  Walk  right  in  there  and  grab  it.  There's 
nothing  to  it!”  He  walked  right  in  there  and  grabbed  it. 
I can  see  It  now!  That  rooster  was  hollering  and 
yelling  and  his  wings  were  flapping,  and  it  reached 
around  and  pecked  him  on  the  side  of  his  ear.  And 
then  he  started  hollering.  And  I'm  hollering 
encouragement. 

Another  day  I remember  I was  sitting  here  and  Syd 
Van  Omian  was  up.  He  used  to  play  with  Terry.  He 
was  fishing  and  he  left  his  pole  leaning  against  the 
side  of  the  house.  One  of  my  hens  was  running 
around  and  she  swallowed  the  worm  and  the  hook. 
There  was  this  chicken  flapping  around  caught  on  the 
fish  pole.  So  we  had  chicken  for  Sunday  dinner 
again.  Nothing  we  could  do  to  get  the  hook  out. 

Shooting 

Then  I got  to  be  about  1 5 and  I had  a 22  rifle,  my 
father’s  one  that  he  had.  I got  to  shooting  it,  and  I got 
good  at  it  because  I shot  it  so  much.  There  I go 
again.  I hate  to  brag.  My  good  friend  Harvey 
Choquette,  who  worked  for  Canon,  had  a pig  he 
wanted  to  butcher  and  he  wanted  to  know  if  I'd  shoot 
it  for  him.  I said  sure....  So  Harvey  said  he  wanted  to 


get  rid  of  that  pig  and  he  was  all  nervous,  and  I said 
"Don’t  get  excited.  Give  him  a little  grain  and  let  him 
settle  down  nice  and  quiet  and  when  I get  ready  I'll 
do  it."  Nort  Canon  stood  behind  me  watching.  Pretty 
quick  the  pig  got  nice  and  quiet.  I was  going  to  shoot 
him  right  smack  between  the  eyes.  Then  boom,  that 
pig  just  hit  the  floor.  He  was  gone.  One  shot.  So  I 
was  proud  of  that  stuff.  Then  one  day  I said  to  the 
kids,  Gordon,  Donny  Stanton  and  some  of  them,  I 
said,  “I  can  shoot  that  wire  between  Harvey's  bam 
and  house.”  “Aw,"  they  said,  “You  couldn’t  to  do  that.” 
Then  - ping  - 1 hit  the  wire.  I pride  myself  on  being  a 
good  shot.  The  only  trouble  is  when  Harvey  saw  it 
broke,  it  wasn’t  hard  to  know  who  did  it.  He  knew.  So 
I had  to  get  a ladder  and  I said  to  him,  'The  old  bam 
roof  isn't  safe  - 1 might  fall  through!"  "I  DONT  CARE", 
he  hollered.  "You're  not  coming  down  till  you  fix  it."  I 
loved  Harvey.  He  stood  at  the  bottom  of  the  ladder 
and  he  said  "The  only  way  you  can  come  down  is  to 
jump." 

One  time  I went  hunting  with  Donny  Stanton.  I was 
the  big  wheel  that  day.  I got  three  whites  and  two 
grays.  His  wife  Irene  didn’t  like  to  cook  rabbit  and  she 
wouldn't  eat  it.  So  I said  we'll  invite  them  down  for 
supper.  We'll  call  it  chicken.  So  we  got  all  set  and 
they  came  down.  She  ate  some  and  she  asked  for 
more.  And  she  ate  some  more.  She  ate  a couple  of 
pieces.  And  then  Johnny  who  was  almost  two  then  - 
he  was  sitting  in  the  high  chair  and  he  said  "Dad,  give 
me  some  more  rabbit."  Well,  that  did  it.  That  did  it. 
She  took  it  well.  She  didn’t  get  mad.  But  she  wouldn’t 
eat  any  more.  She  said  it  was  great  until  she  heard 
that. 

I went  coon  hunting  a couple  of  times  with  John 
Heath,  when  I used  to  live  down  at  Dick  Fennelly's 
house.  He  was  a good  coon  hunter.  He  had  a great 
dog.  We  got  down  to  the  paper  mill  and  he  opened 
the  door  and  let  the  dog  out  and  he  jumped  out  in 
front  of  the  car  and  he  was  gone.  I don’t  know  where 
he'd  gone  and  then  all  of  a sudden  the  dog  was 
sitting  right  in  the  middle  of  the  road  waiting  for  him. 
Then  his  lights  would  get  close  enough,  he'd  turn, 
and  - shew  - he  was  gone.  I said  to  myself,  I won't 
see  him  again  tonight  it  out,  you’re  all  set.  I thought, 
“Oh  man.  What  have  I gotten  into?”  I went  around  the 
tree,  to  see  if  I could  see  the  coon  but  I couldn’t  see 
it.  Then  dog  ran  around  the  other  side  of  the  tree.  I 
said  to  John,  "I  don’t  know  what's  the  matter  with  your 
dog.  I think  he's 
afraid.  Every  time  I try 
to  look  where  he's 
looking,  he  runs 
around  to  the  other 
side.  If  you're  on  that 
side,  he's  on  the  other 
side."  John  said, 

"He's  trained  to  do 
that.” 


Curtins  in  Otis  parade 
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While  you're  on  that  side.  He's  on  the  other  side  so 
the  coon  can't  come  down.  Then  he  asked  "Where 
was  he  when  you  first  came  to  the  tree?"  I said,  "He 
was  on  the  other  side."  'Well",  John  said.  That's 
where  the  coon  is."  Sure  enough  I finally  found  him. 

Well,  now  I'm  trying  to 
pass  on  my  hunting, 
fishing  and  trapping  skills 
to  my  partner,  Cody 
Schaefer. 


Nathan  Di  Lego-Heath 
and  Cody  Schaefer 


Curtin’s  Store 

When  I was  a kid  used  to  like  to  go  down  to  Carl's 
store  on  Saturdays.  Curtin's  Store.  That  was  my  first 
job,  I had  to  sweep  the  whole  store,  the  meat 
counter,  the  Post  Office,  all  out  back,  and  everything. 
Then  I'd  go  out  back  and  he'd  have  a case  of  eggs 
and  I'd  have  to  put  them  in  dozen  egg  boxes.  He'd 
have  big  sacks  of  potatoes  and  I'd  put  them  in  10- 
pound  bags.  Whatever  he  wanted.  I'd  do.  That  went 

on  for  the  morning,  and 
I'd  work  four  hours  - 
probably  till  12.  Then  I 
knew  it  was  pay  time.  I 
got  my  dime.  Couldn’t 
wait  for  the  next 
Saturday  so  I could 
make  another  dime.  I 
loved  the  old  store.  You 
could  go  down  and  get 
anything  from  a nail  to  a 
rake,  slice  up  a pound  of 
baloney,  ice  cream  cone, 
tools,  mail,  groceries.  He 
had  a delivery  service,  at 
11  o'clock  he'd  take  of 

The  Curtin  family  C.1912.  delivering  groceries.  He 

used  to  have  a '34 
Plymouth,  with  the  suicide  doors.  When  you  opened 
them,  instead  of  opening  the  back  you 
opened  to  the  front,  so  the  wind  would 
take  you  right  out  of  the  car.  Then  in 
those  days  they  had  barley  forks.  I still 
use  mine  for  picking  leaves  and  heavy 
stuff.  Screw  drivers.  Anything  you  could 
think  of,  he  had. 

I also  remember  sitting  on  the  porch 
with  my  grandfather  and  Sidney 
Howard.  They  were  planning  the  1939 
Bicentennial.  They'd  argue  back  and 
forth  what  they  should  do  and  what  th< 


Tom  Curtin 


Shouldn't  do.  I suppose  I was  a pain  in  the  neck,  but 
I'd  be  there  too.  If  my  grandfather  was  there,  I'd  be 
there,  too.  I was  about  eight  years  old.  And  then,  I 
remember  Walter  Howard  telling  me  one  day  that 
there  was  one  big  argument  over  liquor.  I guess  they 
got  along  well  in  planning  the  party,  but  there  was 
one  big  fight  over  liquor.  Walter  told  me  "My  father 
wanted  liquor  and  your  grandfather  said  there’d  be  no 
liquor.  In  the  end,  your  grandfather  won.  There  was 
no  liquor." 

And  they  had  a greased  pig  contest.  I can  see  that 
pig  now.  And  I loved  animals.  They  bought  a pig  from 
Duane  Slater  and  they  greased  it.  They  let  it  out  of 
the  crate  and  they  said  "Go!".  There  was  a whole  line 
of  kids  ready  to  go.  And  I was  Just  young  enough  so  I 
was  just  watching.  It  started  down  the  hill  and  I 
remember  the  first  guy  grabbed  it  - a bigger  kid,  that 
was  Clifton  Clark,  grabbed  it  by  the  hind  foot.  First 
one  to  get  a hand  on  it.  And  that  kid  had  it  a couple  of 
times  and  then  his  hands  just  slid  right  off.  He  rolled 
down  the  hill  and  some  of  the  other  guys  took  a shot 
at  It  and  they  didn’t  get  it  and  it  ran  down  over  the 
bank.  And  Charlie  Slater  was  there  and  he  had  on  his 
baseball  spikes,  his  running  shoes  - so  he  meant 
business,  I guess.  He  went  across  Breakneck  Road 
and  right  up  the  ditch  where  Peter’s  [Curtin's]  house 
is  now,  right  up  the  culvert  and  I don’t  think  he  could 
get  through  there...  Charlie  was  right  behind  it  and  he 
caught  it  right  there.  So  the  pig  the  Slaters  sold,  they 
took  back  home! 

Then  that  night  in  the  old  Baptist  church,  where 
Tom  Fennelly's  house  is,  they  had  a big  dance.  They 
built  a dance  floor  pretty  near  out  to  the  road.  Way 
out  on  the  lawn 
two  big  front 
doors  opened  up 
you  could  dance 
inside,  outside, 
all  around.  That 
was  quite  a 
thing. 

'39  bicentennial  Kay  and 

Gilly  Palmer  and  Blaine  Uttell 

I remember  going  with  my  grandfather  to  see  Mr. 
Kitson,  the  sculptor.  We'd  go  up  to  see  him.  There 
was  this  big  brush  fence  right  at  the  front,  and  the 
thing  with  the  doorbell  on  two  posts.  You  could  hardly 
find  the  house  with  all  the  brush.  We  were  always 
told  as  boys  don’t  go  by  there.  They'll  get  you,  and  all 
that.  But  Gramps  was  going  up  to  see  Mr.  Kitson 
about  different  things.  He's  the  one  who  put  that 
plaque  on  the  big  rock  down  at  the  Town  Hall.  Mr. 
Kitson  sculpted  it.  So  we'd  go  in  and  sit  in  the  house, 
and  Mrs.  Kitson'd  be  there  and  we'd  sit  in  the  living 
room  and  she'd  holler  at  him  because  he'd  be 
upstairs  having  a nap  or  something.  Then  he’d  come 
down  the  stairs.  I used  to  sit  there  shaking  and  then 
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you'd  hear  boom  boom  boom.  I used  to  sit  there 
saying,  “Oh  God,  here  comes  the  giant!"  I'd  see  this 
person  with  white  hair  and  a white  goatee.  I had  all 
these  impressions  on  what  he  might  be  like.  Actually 
he  was  a nice  man.  The  minute  he'd  see  me  there, 
he'd  holler  at  Walkie  Talkie  - that  was  his  Japanese 
cook  or  butler  - and  he'd  tell  him  to  go  get  some 
cookies  and  he'd  come  with  a plate  of  cookies  for  me 
while  he  and  my  grandfather  got  their  business  done. 

Those  were  all  the  good  old  days. 

Peter  Curtin 

I've  been  Tyringham  Selectman  for  21  years,  I 
guess  following  in  the 
footsteps  of  my  grandfather 
Thomas  F.  Curtin,  who 
served  many,  many  years  in 
town  offices  in  Tyringham.  I 
guess  I have  some  of  his 
blood  in  me.  I was  Assessor 
for  30  years,  I was  in  the 
Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire 
Department,  and  on  the 
School  Committee  for  6 or  9 
years.  Parks  Commission. 

I was  Chairman  of  the  nation's  celebration  in  1976 
and  then  we  also  had  one  in  1989  which  was 
Tyringham's  250‘^  birthday,  so  that  was  even  a better 
celebration.  Real  nice  time  had  by  ail. 

Fires 

Two  of  the  biggest  fires  I can  remember  - 
Ashintully.  We  were  all  home  Sunday  watching 
television,  I think  it  was  some  kind  of  a quiz  program 
when  the  call  came  in.  We  were  only  teenagers  and 
we  went  out  and  we  worked  out  in  the  woods  fighting 
the  forest  fire  that  was  going  around  Ashintully  at  the 
time  and  heading  towards  Sodom.  A bunch  of  us 
young  guys  were  trying  to  help  out  with  shovels  and 
water  extinguishers  to  try  to  get  it  out,  but  then  word 
came  that  Ashintully  was  totally  on  fire.  That  was  a 
big  fire.  At  the  time  I was  living  at  home,  at  the  Curtin 
homestead,  where  Terry  is  now.  That  was  in  '52  or 
'53.  Then  the  other  other  big  fire  at  the  time  was  the 
Slater  farm  when  that  burned.  That  was  a terrible  fire. 
At  that  time  I was  a fireman.  They  lost  some  cattle,  all 
kinds  of  equipment,  buildings.  It  was  really  bad  as 
fires  go. 

I've  always  been  a hunter,  brought  up  in  a family  of 
hunters.  Right  now,  most  of  us  do  a little  bit  of  deer 
hunting.  We  don't  see  the  deer  in  town  that  we  used 
to  see.  I think  it's  due  to  so  many  coyotes.  They  get 
the  young  deer,  fawns.  We  used  to  see  does  with 
one  or  two  fawns;  now  you  don't.  Then  of  course 
there’s  the  thing  of  people  saying  there's  cougars 
round.  I've  got  to  believe  it.  Too  many  sportsmen 


have  said  they've  seen  them.  If  it's  so,  a cougar,  they 
say,  will  take  a deer  a week  just  to  keep  going.  They 
thrive  off  deer.  It’s  nice  to  see  turkeys  around  here. 
They  were  extinct  for  so  long.  People  still  do  some 
fishing  but  nothing  like  they  used  to. 

One  of  the  sad  things  in  my  time  was  when  the 
school  house  closed  down  - 
the  last  school  we  had  in 
town.  When  I was  there  it 
was  grade  1-5.  Sixth  grade, 
we  went  to  Lee.  It  was  a 
nice  experience,  different. 
Multiple  grades  all  In  one 
room.  You  picked  up  on  the 
next  grade  because  you 
were  listening.  It  helped  both 
ways.  It  was  close  to  home. 
All  walking  back  and  forth  to 
school.  No  buses.  Those 
kids  in  Monterey  now  that  go 
to  Mount  Everett,  they  have 
to  get  on  the  bus  about  6 in  the  morning  and  they 
don’t  get  home  till  6 at  night.  That’s  a long  haul  for 
kids.  And  that's  only  grade  school.  If  you  have  home 
work  or  an  event  going  on,  its  not  good.  Too  big  is 
sometimes  is  not  the  best  answer. 

We  don’t  know  what  the  future's  going  to  bring  us. 
We  probably  shouldn't  know,  I guess.  But  hopefully 
it'll  Just  be  as  good,  or  better,  for  the  town.  I'd  really 
like  to  see  Tyringham  stay  Tyringham.  I guess  that's 
probably  one  of  the  reasons  I don't  get  out  of  office.  I 
keep  telling  myself  that  I’m  due  up  this  Spring  and  I'm 
telling  them  now  - Gilly  and  Eddie  - that  I'm  done  and 
they're  saying  "Oh,  no,  you  can't"  but  the  sad  part  of 
it  is,  once  I'm  out  of  something  and  then  people  start 
doing  what  I think  are  crazy  things,  then  I just  don't 
have  the  power  in  there  to  do  something.  If  I'm  in 
there,  at  least  IVe  got  a say.  That  what  I think  i.s 
driving  me  now.  I try  to  do 
my  homework  ahead  of 
time  so  that  I know  what 
I'm  talking  about.  I don’t 
want  to  baffle  people.  I try 
to  give  people  the  facts. 

Maybe  they  don’t  like 
that,  but  that's  the  best  we 
can  do  and  all  we  can  do. 

Deanna,  Peter,  Peter  Jr. 

Tom  Curtin 

The  story  goes  that  my  grandfather  Thomas 
Curtin’s  brother  Timmy  drowned  in  Shaker  Pond.  It 
was  written  up  in  the  papers.  It  happened  in  about 
1886.  He  was  only  12  years  old.  Neil  said  he  thought 
it  was  some  kind  of  contest  swimming  across  the 
pond  and  he  just  couldn't  make  it.  There  were  on- 


Peter  Curtin,  tank,  “Cap" 
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lookers  there  but  they  couldnl  do  anything.  The 
Curtin  family  used  to  live  in  the  house  that  became 
Littells  - the  Dance  Hall  and  the  whole  place  there 
was  all  Curtins.  I ^ 

don’t  remember  the 
bams  but  I know  the 
foundations  are  there. 


Tom  Curtin.  Dick  Loring  1976 


Baldv 

There  was  an  old 
maple  tree  - it  was 
hollowed  out.  A whole 
lot  of  us  kids  went  up 
there.  I don’t  remem- 
ber who  it  was  - 
probably  my  brothers. 

We  picked  a bunch  of 

berries  and  we  had  them  in  flower  containers  - 
canisters  - different  pails,  and  we'd  hide  them  in  there 
in  the  tree  and  go  back  and  pick  more.  Somebody 
stole  them.  We  came  back  to  get  them  one  time  and 
they  were  gone.  We  never  found  out  who  took  them. 
We  always  blamed  it  on  Al  Loring,  Hoppy's  uncle.  It 
was  nice  up  there.  I wish  I could  go  back  to  that  time 
and  just  look  at  it  now  the  way  it  was  when  we  were 
kids.  It  was  nice  up  there. 


was  was  that  Hoppy  and  Jimmy  Duvemois  were  up  in 
there  in  one  of  the  blackberry  pastures  trying  to  get 
honey  out  of  one  of  the  trees  full  of  bees.  They  were 
trying  to  get  honey  out,  their  idea  was  they  couldn’t 
get  to  it,  so  they  tried  to  bum  the  tree  down  and 
started  a forest  fire.  They  got  the  fire  out.  It  was  just  a 
bunch  of  guys  carrying  Indian  tanks  up  in  there  to 
spray  it  out. 


Bill  Fennelly 

Oh  yes,  I was  born  in  Tyringham,  the  other  side  of 
Don  Hale's  in  the  little  house  that  went  with  Hickory 
Farm,  before  Roger  Logan  inherited  it.  My  father  and 
mother  moved  here  from  Great  Barrington;  they  had 
lived  in  South  Egremont;  they  worked  in  Col.  Smiley’s 
famn,  part  of  Jugend.  A dairy  farm. 


We  used  to  spend  a lot  of  time  up  there  in  the 
blueberry  lot.  We'd  sell  the  berries  along  the  road. 
We  had  a sign  out  there.  Thirty-five  cents  a quart. 
We'd  have  two  or  three  quarts.  In  those  days  thirty- 
five  cents  went  a long  way.  You  could  buy  a bunch  of 
penny  candy  at  Carl’s  store.  Two  for  a penny,  some 
of  them.  The  "two  for  a penny"  ones  were  called 
Squirrels.  A little  flat,  some  kind  of  jelly.  You  could  get 
a bottle  of  soda  pop  for  two  cents  returns.  Bigger  one 
for  five.  We'd  load  a cart  up  with  comic  books,  funny 
books.  All  my  brothers  and  sisters  read  those  comic 
books  and  we  had  an  assortment  of  them.  Every 
once  in  a while  we'd  load  up  the  cart  and  take  them 
to  store  to  swap.  I remember  Eddie  and  Everett 
there.  They'd  swap  funny  books.  Superman,  Little 
Lulu  - all  that. 


One  day  we  were  in  school  and  the  fire  whistle 
blew  and  the  fire  truck  went  up  the  road,  and  what  it 


I went  to  the  first  five  grades  at  the  schoolhouse. 
There  were  four  in  my  class  - in  first  grade  - Betty 
Clark  and  her  cousin  Doug  McCarthy  and  Tunk 
Loring.  My  first  first  grade  teacher  was  Miss  Helen 
Hodgkins.  After  Christmas  vacation  she  left  to  get 
married.  Married  teachers  were  frowned  on.  Even 
then,  in  the  forties.  So  then  came  Miss.  Aldina  Zorzin, 
who  is  now  Aldina  Azorzi.  She's  in  a nursing  home 
now.  She  graduated  from  Lee  High,  along  with 
Charlie  Slater,  the  same  week  I was  bom.  Fred  Judd 
was  in  that  class 

Generally  I went  to  school  through  storms.  I was 
within  walking  distance  - as  long  as  the  teachers 
could  get  there,  although  both  of 
those  teachers  came  from  Lee.  My 
third  grade  teacher  was  Clifford 
Cronk....,  a teacher  I liked  the 
least.  They  rented  the  house  from 
Percy  Stanton,  where  Molly  and 
Tim  Schaefer  live  now.  She  and 
Percy  had  the  caretakers’  job  up 
Bill  Fennelly  on  Indian  Hill,  the  Osborne  place  - 
now  belongs  to  the  Hardings.  It 
was  named  for  Francis  Luepp  - one  time  Indian 
Commissioner ,-  we  call  it  Indian  Hill.  It's  up  on 


The  Fennelly  family 
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Webster  Road.  The  old  Saltzmann  house  is  the  old 
Luepp  place. 

I'd  like  to  consider  that  Doug  McCarthy  was  a 
buddy,  growing  up.  Certainly  Dick  Loring.  When  I was 
a teenager,  I spent  a lot  of  time  with  Dick  - Hoppy  as 
he's  known.  Went  fishing,  blueberrying  up  on  Baldy. 
The  fields  are  grown  up  now,  to  the  point  that  so 
many  of  them  have  been  logged  off.  The  Birkett  boys 
were  friends.  Peter  Curtin,  more  than  Jim,  because 
Jim  was  more  Everett's  and  Ed's  age.  They  started 
first  grade  as  I was  finishing  up.  We  had  one  year 
overiap  at  the  Center  School. 

I had  a strange  occurrence  In  1989  - for  no 
apparent  reason  at  all,  suddenly  the  thought  came  to 
me  - 1 wonder  what  happened  to  Miss  Hodgkins,  my 
first  grade  teacher?  ....Why  I suddenly  thought  of 
Miss  Hodgkins,  I don't  know.  Then  in  that  Tuesday's 
paper  there  was  obituary  for  a person  called  Helen 
Millias  who  had  taught  school  in  Lee  and  Tyringham. 
So  I read  it  again  and  I saw  she  had  been  Helen 
Hodgkins.  She  died  the  day  I was  thinking  about  her. 
She  was  my  first  teacher. 

I was  married  34  years  ago.  Marilyn  used  to  ride 
the  bus  to  school  and  she  had  to  ride  the  bus  too, 
even  though  she  lived  on  the  Lee  side.  But  she  was 
too  young  for  me  in  those  days.  It  was  the  second 
summer  after  I got  of  the  army  I saw  her  mowing  the 

lawn  outside  her 
parents'  house  and  I 
stopped  to  talk  to  her. 

I think  of  two  fires 
that  I remember  very 
well.  Ashintully,  on  the 
Sunday  after  Easter, 
around  1952,  I think. 
We  had  had  a minister 
whose  name  was 
Barclay  Simmons.  His 
wife  may  have  been 
Mary  Simmons.  I'm  not 
sure.  But  she  filled  in 
after  he  died.  And  she 
got  very  sick,  but  she 
said  she  was  going  to 
preach  the  Easter  ser- 
mon even  if  it  killed  her,  and  the  day  of  the 
Ashintully  fire  she  died.  I was  a teenager  then. 


Ed  Fenneliy 

Everett  and  I were  bom  in  Duffy  Clark's  house  - 
where  Irma  lives  now.  I was  bom  at  home.  I can  truly 
say  I am  a native.  Bill  was  bom  at  Bruce  Logan's  old 
house.  The  house  is  gone.  He's  four  years  older. 
Tommy  was  bom  where  Mrs.  Reber  lived.  He  was 
bom  on  Easter.  We  were  all  bom  at  home. 


Fred  Loring  was  the  road  boss.  They  had  a 
caterpillar  tractor.  The 
grader  they  pulled 
behind  and  the  man 
stood  on  the  grader 
and  he  cranked 
everything  by  hand. 

And  in  the  snow,  a 
man  would  stand  on 
the  back  of  his  tractor 
with  a V-plow  on  it  to 
raise  the  wings  up 
and  down.  Talk  about 
being  cold! 

One  thing  I've  seen  in  our  lifetime  - a lot  of  barns 
are  gone  in  Tyringham.  The  Twing  place,  at  Barnes 
Road,  that  old  place  is  gone.  John  McLennan's  old 
tobacco  barn's  gone  - the  one  in  back  of  the  little 
cottage  just  as  you  pulled  in.  Out  at  Sodom  there  was 
that  big  one  there.  All  the  bams  there  at  the  end  of 
the  Fenn  Road  and  Spencer's  spot  - All  those  barns 
gone.  Everett  Hale's  barn's  gone  - at  Rambusches. 
Reynolds'  barn's  gone.  There  were  two  bams  there 
hitched  together.  Spencer’s  bams  - there  were  a 
number  of  bams  those  there.  Gilly  Palmer  lost  his  two 
bams  in  the  fire  - the  bam  up  by  the  town  tine  gone 
because  of  fire  - the  one  between  Bakers  and 

Cowells.  That  was  a 
Shaker  bam.  That  little 
chicken  house  up  there 
across  the  road  is  never 
going  to  leave  us.  When  I 
was  working  for  the  town 
we  were  cutting  brush  and 
burning  and  a spark 
caught  the  roof  on  fire 
there,  and  a guy  from  Lee 
came  along  and  said  there 
was  smoke  coming  off  that  roof  A spark  had  gone 
and  started  it.  He  went  down  and  got  the  Fire 
Department  and  they  came  up  and  put  it  out.  And  it's 
still  standing. 

Chucky  Clark's  bam  is  a Shaker  bam.  Pat  Clark's 
bam  across  from  Gladys  Shirley's  is  a Shaker  bam. 
Lyle  Taylor  - when  he  owned  the  bam,  it  burned  and 
they  went  the  next  day  and  dismantled  that  one  and 
put  it  right  up.  Jean  Brown's  house  was  dismantled  - 
the  Lorings  dismantled  that  house  - the  house  sat  at 
the  north  side  of  the  brick  house  up  there  at  Femside. 


Everett  Fenneliy 

When  we  were  kids  we  used  to  say  there  were  only 
150  people  in  town.  Now  I guess  it's  over  350.  Back 
then  it  was  a quaint  little  village  I never  thought  of 
going  anywhere  else. 


Bill  Fenneliy  and  the  twins 


Eddie  Fenneliy 
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Baseball  -The  Colonels 

As  far  as  baseball  — we  used  to  call  the  Colonels 
the  Appleknockers.  I don’t  know  if  it  was  official  or 
not.  In  1954,  Cap  Couch  had  taken  all  us  boys  and 
started  us  with  the  Boy  Scouts  and  stuff  like  that.  He 
was  the  minister.  He  started  us  in  the  Boy  Scouts.  He 
had  been  involved  in  the  Boy  Scouts  for  years  and 
years.  He  got  the  Silver  Beaver  award  - the  highest 
award  an  adult  can  get.  Mr.  Dyer,  who  was  the  Boy 
Scout  executor  for  Western  Mass.,  lived  in  town  too. 
He  started  a Boy  Scout  troup.  The  baseball  team 
wasn't  a part  of  the  Boy  Scout  troup.  We  were  the 
same  members.  We  were  on  the  baseball  team.  They 
raised  money  - I don’t  know  how  - and  bought  nice 
white  uniforms  for  us  that  said  ’Tyringham"  across 
the  front.  We  didn’t  have  a name.  We  didn’t  really  like 
Appleknockers  and  I don’t  think  Cap  liked  it  either. 
We  didn’t  know  what  to  name  ourselves.  I can 
remember  sitting  on  the  bridge  talking  with  Mr. 
Barhydt,  one  of  our  coaches.  All  of  a sudden  out  of 
the  clear  blue  sky,  he  said  "Colonels!"  And  we  all 
jumped  right  on  it. 

We  thought  it  was 
great  because  Cap 
Couch  was  a retired 
colonel. 

From  then  on,  we 
were  known  as  the 
Colonels.  We 
probably  weren't  the 
best,  but  we  played 
a lot  of  ball. 

The  Cobble 

To  me  the  Cobble 
is  the  saddest  thing 
that  has  happened  to  me  other  than  deaths  in  my 
family.  Its  been  allowed  to  grow  up.  Clifford  Canon 
had  his  milking  herd.  In  the  summer  he  milked  a 
minimum  of  25  head,  sometimes  up  as  high  as  40 
head.  And  they  were  always  milked  at  the  red  barn, 
above  Chucky  (Clark's)  house,  behind  the 
schoolhouse.  In  the  fall  we  moved  everything  down 
to  the  big  bam  where  Gamers  live,  and  we  milked 
them  there.  Clifford  pastured  up  on  the  Cobble,  and 
once  the  hay  was  in,  then  he’d  pasture  them  where 
the  hay  was  cut,  behind  the  schoolhouse.  They  were 
on  the  Cobble  the  majority  of  the  time.  There  was 
also  young  stock  on  the  Cobble,  anywhere  from  15  to 
25.  They  never  overgrazed  the  cobble.  You  can 
hardly  see  the  birches  now  because  the  small  pines 
have  taken  over^ 

I don’t  think  sheep  are  as  bad  as  they  are  made  out 
to  be.  It  ail  depends  on  the  soil.  They  say  sheep  pull 
the  grass  right  out  of  the  ground.  If  it's  good  solid  soil, 
they  don't  pull  the  grass  out.  Sheep  would  keep  it 
down  all  right.  Basically  it's  overrun  with  barberry. 
Gilly’s  small  herd  of  Herefords  are  not  going  to  help  It. 


It's  just  going  to  go  back  to  where  It  was.  There  used 
to  be  a sheep  bam,  off  the  Cobble,  down  at  Willow 
Glen,  across  from  Riverside  - at  Carlsons.  They 
moved  the  brook  In  the  early  sixties  away  from  the 
road  and  moved  it  out  more  into  the  field  so  it  was 
straighter.  It  used  to  come  right  up  next  to  the  road. 
That’s  why  the  road's  so  wide  in  front  of  Eddie’s 
house  - because  the  brook  used  to  come  right  up 
there.  ...I  don’t  remember  any  sheep  in  my  life  time 
and  I don’t  remember  it  being  used.  Riverside 
(where  Herbsts  live  now)  - when  it  was  a working 
farm  - they  had  the  sheep.  They  kept  the  sheep  on 
the  other  side  of  the  brook.  The  Carlson  farm  was  a 
lot  bigger  then.  The  end  facing  this  way  has  been 
taken  off.  Sheep  wouldn’t  be  anything  new  to 
Tyringham.  Gelschleichters  had  them  up  there  and 
grass  is  still  growing  up  there.  And  Jim  Fawcett  has 
had  them  and  Gilly  has  them  and  I don’t  see  any 
grass  not  growing.  I don’t  see  why  sheep  wouldn’t  be 
some  advantage  as  an  experiment,  at  least. 

We  lived  at  Jones' 
house  before  my 
father  built  the 
house  where 

Tommy  (Fennelly) 
lives  today.  My 
mother  used  to  do 
housekeeping  and 
sometimes  cook 
meals  if  Dr.  Alsop 
had  guests  coming. 
I remember  Dr. 
Alsop's  sister  who 
wrote  Green  Grass 
of  Wyoming  and  My 
Friend  Flicka 
books  like  that  got  turned  into  movies.  That  was 
about  1948  because  we  moved  into  our  house  in 
1949.  I remember  we  were  living  at  Jones  and  we 
waited  and  waited  and  waited  outside  the  house  for 
her  to  come.  Sure  enough  she  came  up  the  drive  in 
her  car.  She  had  Wyoming  plates  on  it  and 
everything.  I just  wanted  to  see  her.  That  was  Dr 
Alsop's  sister... an  aunt  of  Robert's. 

It  was  a treat  to  go  to  the  movies  back  In  those 
days  - It  cost  12  cents  to  get  in  to  the  movies  and  5 
cents  for  a candy  bar.  My  mother  gave  us  17  cents. 
We  were  in  high  school  before  they  changed  the 
price  of  that. 

I never  had  a professional  hair  cut  until  I was  in  8^*^ 
grade.  My  father  cut  my  hair.  Uncle  Newt  (Heath)  or 
Roy  Heath  would  cut  our  hair.  They  probably  cut 
every  kid’s  hair  in  Tyringham  over  a span  of  50  to  60 
years.  Plus,  adults  used  to  go  and  get  their  hair  cut. 
They  lived  where  Jimmy  Curtin  lives  now.  Right  in  the 
kitchen,  he'd  throw  a sheet  around  your  shoulder.  He 
had  clippers. 
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Eddie'd  give  me  a hair  cut.  He  used  my  father's 
clippers.  I wanted  a Mohawk  hair  cut  and  that's  what 
he  did.  He  cut  me  a Mohawk  haircut.  This  was 
between  my  8*^  grade  and  my  freshman  year.  I 
remember  setting  on  the  steps  at  the  house  and 
Eddie  cutting  my  hair.  I 
never  took  my  hat  off 
that  year.  I can 
remember  playing  in 
the  outfield  - 1 wasn't  an 
outfielder  - and  I 
realized  at  the  time  that 
I wasn’t  very  good.  I 
remember  I was 
running  for  a ball  and 
my  hat  fell  off  and  I was 
more  embarrassed 
about  that  than  about 
getting  the  ball. 

I can  remember  it  was  quite  common  years  ago  to 
go  to  a person's  house  when  we  were  kids,  for  a 
wake.  People  used  to  have  wakes  at  home  all  the 
time.  Over  at  Gelschleichters  (Hardings'  farmhouse), 
the  front  room  - as  you  look  at  the  house  from  the 
road  - the  front  room  on  the  right  was  the  mourning 
room.  They  only  used  it  to  wake  members  of  the 
family.  It  was  called  the  mourning  room  because 
that's  what  it  was  used  for.  The  side  door  was  to  take 
the  casket  in  and  take  the  casket  out.  The  last  wake  I 
went  to  in  town  was  at  the  Van  Ormans.  It  was  for 
Hazel  Van  Orman. 

We  moved  next  door  to  John  and  Harriet  Heath  for 
seven  years,  when  we  first  got  married.  They  lived 
where  Eddie  lives.  He  drove  old  "Sarah",  the  old 
woody  international  station  wagon  that  Sarah 
Hudson's  mother  had.  Whenever  he'd  pass  anyone, 
he'd  shift.  "Come  on,  Sarah!"  John  had  a name  for 
every  vehicle.  He  carried  hay  in  it;  he  carried  calves 
and  sawdust  and  shavings  and  everything  else  in  it. 
He  carried  kids  in  it.  Back  and  forth.  It  was  like  one 
of  these  suburbans  today.  It  was  a big  vehicle.  He 
carried  the  mail  in  it. 

Clifford  Canon  had  two  trucks  and  different  times, 
one  after  the  other.  One  was  called  “Old  Bertha.”  We 
all  knew  Old  Bertha.  A '37  Chevy  flat  bed.  He  carried 
hay  and  grain  and  stuff  on  it.  It  was  a farm  truck.  A lot 
of  pick  up.  That  was  Old  Bertha.  When  he  got  rid  of  it, 
he  took  the  body  out  of  that  and  got  another  one  and 
that  was  called  “New  Bertha.”  People  had  names  for 
things  in  those  days.  Mary  Ann  and  I just  call  mine 
“Henry.”  Henry  Ford. 

Arnold  Hale 

Life  was  different  than  it  is  today.  We  didn’t  have 
television.  I was  trying  to  think  this  morning,  just  what 


we  did  have.  It  wasn’t  too  much. 

We  had  games.  Grandfather  or 
Grandmother  would  play  with  us. 

There  was  Grandfather  and 
Grandmother  all  lived  here.  Then 
when  they  got  older  and  Elizabeth 
and  I were  married  and  so  she 
came  and  lived  with  us  and  when 
Willis  got  married  Juel  came  and 
lived  with  us.  There  were  four 
families  and  four  children  all  lived 
together.  We  didn’t  fight  that  much 
either! 

My  grandfather’s  father  had  a business  drawing 
wood  from  the  woods.  He  had  teams  of  oxen.  I got 
my  education  driving  those  oxen.  Grandfather  took  us 
over  to  Richmond  and  there  were  some  boys  over 
there  who  had  a sheep  and  a harness  and  wagon, 
and  they  were  driving  around  with  their  sheep. 
Coming  back  we  begged  our  grandfather  to  get  us  a 
sheep  so  we  could  have  a wagon.  "No  sir,"  he  said. 
"The  last  of  the  sheep  were  on  this  farm,  and  then  no 
more....  “ 


Arnold  Hale  1939 


My  job  when  we  were  young  was  to  see  that  the 
wood  boxes  were  full,  and  in  back  of  the  stoves. 
There  was  a kitchen  stove,  a big  stove  in  the  dining 
room,  a stove  in  the  living  room  and  they  had  a stove 
in  here  that  took  a lot  of  wood. 


Willis  Hale, 

Fred  Loring 
Don  Hale, 

Alice  Hale, 
Charlie  Loring, 
Arnold  Hale 

(Berkshire  Eagle) 


Big  chunks.  Grandfather’s  job  at  nighttime  he'd  sit 
around  the  stoves  and  fire  them  up.  I often  think  how 
easy  it  is  today  for  cooking  with  electric  stoves  and 
how  hard  it  was  in  those  days  to  keep  a fire  going  in 
the  stoves  to  cook  bacon.  My  grandmother  did  it.  In 
those  days  too,  to  saw  up  the  wood  they  had  a 
treadmill.  They  put  a horse  on  the  treadmill  and  that 
was  what  powered  the  saw  to  saw  wood.  Some  of 
the  horses  didn’t  like  it.  There  was  one  horse,  old 
Frank,  he  didn't  mind.  He'd  get  up  in  there  and  walk 
and  walk. 


I was  a good  milker.  My  father  was  a good  milker. 
One  of  the  things  was  when  I was  going  to  school  we 
had  a hired  man  at  the  time  named  Giles  Gilmore.  He 
didn’t  like  to  milk.  He’d  come  in  and  say,  “Bub,  I’ll  get 
your  horse  ready,  you  milk.”  The  day  Alice  was  bom 
we  got  electric  milkers  here.  Up  till  then  it  was  by 
hand  twice  a day. 
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Mother  had  her  work  to  do,  but  my  grandmother 
was  the  cook  and  she  was  the  one  that  did  her  part  of 
it.  We  always  had  a garden,  turnips  and  cabbage, 
some  carrots.  They  had  a root  cellar,  and  they'd 
throw  the  cabbage  and  turnips  in  there,  and  always 
down  in  the  cellar  here,  there,  were  bins  for  potatoes 
and  always  there  were  jars  with  pork  and  hams.They 
always  had  their  own  meat. 

School 

I went  to  Central  School  here  in  Tyringham.  ...  At 
the  time  when  I first  started  school,  the  South  Center 
school  was  still  running  but  shortly  after  I started 
school,  they  disbanded  that,  and  brought  them  down 
to  the  school  down  here.  There  were  only  Gardner, 
Church,  Crittenden,...  They  were  the  only  ones  still 
left  down  there.  The  other  school  was  located  on  the 
other  side  of  the  road  from  Beach  Road.  There's 
where  my  mother  came  to  town  to  teach  school.  She 
taught  there  and  she  boarded  at  Slaters.  There  was  a 
story  about  a teacher  in  the  school  at  that  time.  The 
boys  were  very  industrious.  They  were  working  at  the 
bank  of  the  brook  and  they  didn’t  let  the  girls  see 


Tyringham  School  c.  1914  (Arnold  Hale  front  far  right) 

what  they  were  doing.  They  dug  a hole  and  filled  it 
full  of  frogs  and  covered  it  up.  When  they  got  ready, 
they  invited  the  girls  and  the  teacher  to  stand 
between  the  frogs  and  the  brook,  and  of  course  when 
they  took  the  cover  off,  the  frogs  jumped  out  and  the 
girls  and  the  teacher  jumped  backwards! 

There  were  two  teachers  - one  in  the  little  room  and 
one  in  the  big  room.  When  I first  started  school,  the 
first  teacher  was  Charlie  Slater's  mother,  in  the  little 
room.  His  father  (Duane  Slater)  was  in  the  big  room. 

Ashintullv  and  the  Norwegians 

I remember  when  they  were  building  the  mansion. 
The  memory  I have  was  that  there  were  masons 
working  there  that  were  Norwegians.  And  they 
boarded  down  here  at  Orchard  House.  I remember 
they  were  the  first  people  I ever  saw  on  skis.  My 
grandfather  would  go  down  and  take  us  to  school  in 
the  sleigh  and  they  would  come  out  and  grab  a hold 
of  the  sleigh  and  ski  along  side.  I remember  my 
father  drew  material  for  up  there.  A lot  of  work,  and 


that  was  big.  Mrs.  Tytus  gave  a party  up  there  for  the 
townspeople  and  I remember  going  up  there  to  the 
party  - a big  room  and  you  could  see  way  up  in  the 
ceilings.  I don’t  remember  the  year  but  it  was  before  I 
was  married  - so  it  was  before  1 924. 


John  McLennan  & family  at  Ashintully 


The  Fox  Hunt 

There  was  a man  who  lived  in  Lenox  - I think  his 
name  was  Bellfonte  or  something  like  that  - and  this 
fox  hunt  always  started  from  there.  All  the  big  wigs  of 
Lenox  belonged  to  this  fox  hunt.  In  the  spring  or 
summer,  they’d  start  in  Lenox  and  come  all  the  way 
down  through  to  Ashintully.  They'd  fix  where  the 
stone  walls  and  the  fences  were  where  the  people 
could  ride  or  jump  over,  and  they  always  had  their 
pack  of  hounds  and  they  got  the  fox  scent. 

One  of  the  dogs  strayed  away,  and  Willis  and  I 
caught  the  dog  and  we  kept  it  for  them  and  when 
they  came  back  they  gave  us  five  dollars  and  boy  we 
were  in  heaven!  And  when  they  got  through  with  that, 
they  always  gave  a party  to  the  people,  the 
landowners,  over  in  Lenox  and  they  had  a horse 
show  that  went  along  with  it.  My  grandfather  had  a 
pretty  good  workhorse  and  he  always  showed  him, 
and  generally  he  won,  too.  They  gave  a party  for  all 
the  people  - a big  event. 

Willis  rode  in  the  horse  shows  later.  That  was  when 
he  was  going  to  high  school,  that  he  had  a saddle 
horse.  He  rode  to  school  and  he  showed  more  than 
one  time  that  they  had  the  horse  show  up  there.  One 
of  the  ones  that  he  showed  against  was  Mrs.  Wilde.  I 
remember  Willis  was  getting  his  horse  ready.  One  of 
the  men  said  to  Willis,  "What  are  you  going  to  do  with 
that  thing?"  Willis  said  "We'll  see."  And  then  he  won! 
He  rode  all  the  time  that  he  went  to  school. 

My  grandfather  always  kept  a pair  of  horses  and  a 
driving  horse.  When  I went  to  school,  up  to  high 
school,  in  Lee,  I drove  to  school  with  a horse.  When  I 
was  going  there,  there  were  four  that  rode  with  me  - 
the  Curtin  twins,  Mary  and  Nora,  and  Carl  rode  with 
me.  That  was  Carl  who  owned  the  store  later.  He 
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wasn't  very  big  at  the  time.  In  wintertime,  I used  to 
hide  him  down  between  the  blankets  to  keep  him 
warm.  Then  there  was  Janet  Mann,  her  father  was 
Gardner  - rode  with  me  some  of  the  time.  Ward, 
Charlotte  Stannard,  they  went  with  me  on  weekends. 

I only  went  two  years  to  high  school  at  the  time. 
French  and  Latin  didn’t  get  along  with  me  at  all.  I 
couldn't  see  anything  in  that.  At  the  time,  my 
grandfather  had  had  a shock  and  mother  needed 
help.  She  had  to  get  him  up  out  of  bed  and  back  into 
bed  and  I could  help  do  that.  So  I quit  school.  I never 
missed  it  too  much.  I got  along. 


Charlie  McCarthy, 
Tom  Curtin, 

Arnold  Hale, 

Everett  Hale 
1939 

_ > (Berkshire  Eagle) 

The  winters 

When  I was  at  school,  of  course  I drove  a horse 
and  had  a sleigh,  and  up  in  front  of  where  Alsops  are 
now,  there  were  long  drifts  all  the  way  through,  four 
or  five  feet  high,  and  so  hard  I’d  drive  right  over  the 
top  of  them.  Father  came  to  Lee  and  he  had  Willis 
with  him,  and  he  came  up  to  the  school  and  said  "Get 
the  kids  together  and  get  started  for  home.  The  roads 
are  bad."  And  we  got  down  to  top  of  Toad  Hill,  and 
from  there  down  nearly  to  Meadow  Street  it  was 
drifted  five  feet  deep  through  there  and  it  started  to 
melt.  And  the  teams  were  trying  to  get  through.  The 
first  team  that  tried  to  get  through  was  Ed  Slater’s, 
but  the  team  he  had  was  more  or  less  a driving  team. 
They  were  in  all  over.  Wilbur  Clark  was  in  the  middle 
somewhere  and  he  had  a team  and  he  had  one 
horse  that  was  a white  horse  - a beautiful  strong 
horse.  He  unhitched  him  and  took  him  down  around 
and  came  up  in  front  and  hitched  him  on  to  Slater’s 
team  and  he  literally  dragged  the  whole  team  and 
sleighs  right  straight  through  that  drift.  That  was  one 
horse.  Then  they  came  back  and  drew  most  of  the 
rest  of  them  through. 

Farms  and  businesses 

George  Warren  was  a wagon  builder  and  repairer; 
he  sold  tombstones,  and  had  bees  and  honey.  There 
was  George  Kopp,  who  had  the  blacksmith  shop. 
Tyringham  was  alive,  a lot  of  activity.  I counted  up  - 
although  they  weren’t  all  big  farms  - but  from  one 
end  of  town  to  the  other  there  were  22  farms.  Some 
of  them  only  had  one  cow  or  horse,  but  still  they  cut 
hay  and  did  a little  bit.  There  weren’t  too  many  big 
ones.  Starting  up  at  this  end,  Nathan  Canon, 
Northrop  Canon  (where  Alsops  live).  Then  there  was 
Gardners  where  George  lived,  and  the  next  one  was 
Fairview  - any  of  those  were  good  sized,  for  those 


times.  And  then  down  to  Hickory  Farm  - that  was  a 
horse  farm  -Fred  Moore  lived  there;  he  had 
racehorses.  And  of  course  here  at  Sunset,  Sweets, 
Lucian  Moore  at  Riverside,  and  right  up  to  Ed  Heath’s 
place,  there  was  the  Bissell  place  that  was  Stedmans 
- they  farmed  it  some  - and  Clifford  Canon,  Lyle 
Taylor,  Johnsons,  Tinker,  and  Ward  McCarthy.  That 
was  a bad  time.  The  son-in-law  of  the  Tinkers  - it  was 
in  wintertime,  everything  froze  up  and  they  dug  out 
the  water  pipe  and  to  thaw  it  out  they  threw  gasoline 
on  it  and  lit  it,  and  he  burned  to  death.  My  father  and 
they  were  great  friends..  Then  there’s  Henry 
Crittenden,  Charlie  Hale,  Bliss,  Garfield  - there  were 
the  four  Garfield  girls.  Clifford  Canon  married  Abby, 
there  was  Blanche,  Amy  (Everett  Hale’s  wife),  and 
Lena,  who  was  Town  Clerk.  Then  there  was  the 
Johnson  place  (Stephen)  then  of  course  at  that  time 
Tytus  had  bought  up  the  Clark  place  and  the  only 
other  place  was  the  Gardner  place  and  they  farmed  it 
some.  A lot  of  famns.  I remember  when  Ed  Heath 
lived  up  on  top  of  the  hill  there,  a little  beyond  the 
Barnes  Road. 

Tyringham  land  was  more  open  then.  It’s  grown  up 
fast.  It’s  too  bad. 


Alice  Hale 


The  Hurricane  of  ‘38 
Don  and  I - I was  only 
twelve  at  the  time  - were 
coming  home  from  school  and 
we  heard  that  the  bridges  had 
gone  out  and  it  was  bad.  The 
blinds  were  blowing  off  the 
house.  We  had  no  power. 
Father  and  I and  another  man 
milked  all  the  cows  by  hand. 
Probably  30-35  cows.  A lot  to 
milk  by  hand! 


Alice  Hale,  1976 


Don  Hale 

The  earliest  recollections  that  I have  was  that  it  was 
nothing  but  work,  work  work...  and  more  work.  It  was 
nothing  but  work  when  we  were  small.  Then  when  we 
went  to  school  we  had  chores  we  had  to  do  before  we 
went  to  school.  Then  when  we  got  home  in  the 
afternoon  we  had  to  finish  up  what  we  hadn’t  got  done 
in  the  morning.  Then  it  was  time  to  have  supper  and  do 
your  homework  and  get  ready  for  bed  and  the  next  day. 
That  was  the  ritual  for  many  years  there. 
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We  walked  to  school  unless  we  were  late  doing  our 

chores.  Then  at 
noontime  we  were  not 
allowed  to  bring  our 
lunches  to  school,  so 
we  had  to  walk  back 
and  forth  at  noontime 
in  an  hour.  It  didnl 
give  us  much  time  to 
loiter,  that's  for  sure. 
Don  Hale,  Allan  Gamer  Then  they  bought  us 

bicycles  to  get  back 
and  forth,  so  we  would  have  more  time  to  work  on  the 
farm! 


In  the  school  they  did  not  have  indoor  plumbing.  It 
was  a dreaded  situation  to  have  to  go  to  the  John  in 
the  wintertime  because  you  froze  your  butt  off  on  the 
cold  seat.  The  outhouse  was  in  the  back  were  the 
bathrooms  are  now.  There  was  a woodshed  sitting  up 
on  the  bank  where  the  parking  lot  Is  now.  I remember 
them  filling  the  woodshed.  I think  Effie  Heath,  who 
lived  where  Joe  Whalen  now  is,  was  the  custodian. 
She  would  start  the  fires  and  bring  the  wood  in.  I 
think  in  the  wintertime  they  would  try  to  keep  them 
going  all  night  long.  There  was  just  the  one  wood 
stove  in  each  room  and  a lot  of  time  we  would  have 
to  wear  our  jackets.  They  had  a U-shaped  piece  of  tin 
behind  the  stove  - to  keep  the  kids  from  hitting  the 
stove  or  to  throw  the  heat  some  way. 


of  '38.  That  flood  took  out  the  bridges  and  most  of  the 
Stantons' 
mill.  The 
Warrens 
lived 

where  the 
Golden 
Goose  is. 


Dam  behind  the  (now)  Deely  house 


Bygone  places 

Across  from  Joe  Whalen's,  the  old  Heath  place,  a 
great  big  house  I remember  that  burning.  When  the 
Hiscox  place  burned  the  hoses  froze  solid  and  had  to 
be  taken  to  Lee  to  thaw  out  in  the  fire  house.  To  be 
very  honest  with  you  about  the  Rake  Shop  I didn't 
know  it  happened  until  the  next  morning.  I slept 
through  the  whole  thing. 

There  were  huge  bams  opposite  where  Yo-Yo  Ma 
just  bought.  Those  were  the  old  Ashintully  Farm 
bams.  They  owned  that  whole  end  of  the  town  at  one 
time.  The  man  who  had  them  tom  down  was  a man 
named  Willard,  who  was  part  of  the  Willard  Battery 
Co. 


Don  Hale, 

Maxine  Cunningham, 
George  Hale, 

Alisa  Littell, 

Jennifer  Howard, 
1939 


You  had  to  have  drinking  water  for  the  kids.  If  you 
were  good,  the  teacher  would  pick  a kid  every  day  to 
walk  down  to  where  Ag  Curtin's  house  is  with  a ten 
quart  pail.  Tommy  Curtin  and  his  wife,  Mrs.  Curtin, 
they  would  draw  the  water  in  the  sink.  Then  you 
would  bring  it  back  to  school  and  dump  it  in  the 
ceramic  jug  with  a little  spout.  They  had  those  little 
envelope  cups. 

The  Stantons'  ran  a sawmill  where  Dot  Choquette 
is  there.  There  was  a dam  across  the  brook  there. 
There  were  a lot  of  dams.  One  between  Joe 
Whalen's  and  Hilary  Deely's  fed  the  papermill  where 
the  town  garage  is.  That  was  the  original  part  of 
Smith  Paper  Co.  This  side  of  Betty  Cernik's  was 
Warren's  wagon  shop,  which  was  there  until  the  flood 


There  was  an  old  house  where  Jeannette 
McCullough  lives  (her  house  is  where  they  kept  the 
hogs),  but  nearer  the  road  and  nearer  Lee.  It  burned, 
but  I doni  remember  that.  There  were  also  bams 
across  the  road.  If  Hales  In  the  wintertime  had  a few 
more  cattle  than  they  could  handle  down  here,  they 
would  have  them  up  there.  I can  remember  having  to 
go  there  for  milking. 

There  was  a big  long  house  in  between 
Charpentiers'  garage  and  Barb  Adams.  They  called  it 
the  Long  House.  This  was  for  people  who  worked  in 
the  mills  here  in  Tyringham.  Also  a couple  of  stores 
across  from  Putt  Darey.  Mary  and  I were  standing  on 
the  Barhydts'  (Putt  Darey's)  porch  during  the  Flood  of 
'38,  and  we  saw  the  dam  go  out ...  woosh! 
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Mrs.James,  where  Dickson  is,  she  used  to  wear  old 
cotton  stockings  and  drive  a model  A Ford  coupe.  It 
was  green  and  black.  She  was  a multi-millionaire  at 
the  time.  She  endowed  Cobble.  Yes,  she  owned  it 

Walter  Stedman 
.1  used  to  work  with 
Walter  Stedman  and 
Mike  Winters.  That  is 
where  I first  started 
carpenter  work.  They 
used  to  tell  great 
stories  We  were  work- 
ing in  the  kitchen  at 
Dr.Vohr’s  house  (most 
recently  Dr.  Myers’ 
office  opposite  the 
Sunoco  in  Lee).  His  daughter,  Judy  Vohr,  was 
playing  the  piano  in  the  next  room.  She  was  really 
good.  She  went  to  Juilliard.  And  I was  listening  to  her 
she  said  "do  you  like  that?  Would  you  like  to  learn  to 
play?  I'll  teach  you".  So  she  came  down  to  teach  me 
to  play  the  organ  in  the  church  for  a couple  of 
months.  One  day  Walter  came  to  work  limping,  he 
didn't  say  anything,  I didnl  say  anything.  At  lunch 
Mike  said,  "You  ask  him  how  come  he  has  a sore 
leg"  I finally  consented  to  it.  I said,  "Gosh  Walter,  you 
got  a sore  leg?  How  come  you  got  it?"  "Yep.  None  of 
your  business"  Then  Mike  busted  right  out;  he 
couldn't  contain  it.  What  happened  was  this.  You 
know  how  high  up  those  windows  are  in  the  church? 
He  wanted  to  have  a look  because  he  thought  I was 
playing  hanky-panky  in  that  church  with  Judy  Vohr 
instead  of  having  organ  lessons.  He  pulled  his  truck 
up  underneath  the  window.  It  was  raining  a little  bit. 
First  he  stood  on  the  body  and  then  he  got  up  on  the 
cab.  So  he  slipped  and  that's  how  he  got  the  sore 
leg. 

Walter's  father  Will  Stedman  lived  were  Cosels  live 
on  McCarthy  Road.  That  burnt. 

Webster  Road 

There  was  a character  called  Tichenor  ...  the 
hermit.  If  I were  up  there  now,  in  fifteen  minutes  I 
couid  find  what's  left  of  his  place  because  the  stove's 
still  there.  I remember  the  Dimmocks  coming  down  to 
the  farm  with  a horse  and  they  had  shafts  put  on  the 
front  of  a car  frame.  They  would  be  there  to  pick  up  a 
calf.  They'd  let  it  roam  around  in  the  summertime  to 
fatten  it.  Then  they  would  butcher  it  off  in  the 
wintertime.  They  would 
tell  of  the  Eisenbergs 
coming  off  the 
mountain  with  their  feet 
wrapped  in  burlap  bags 
in  the  winter  so  they 
wouldn't  freeze  their 
feet  coming  to  school.  Don  Hale,  Willis  Hale 


(I  remember  the  bams  up  there,  I never  saw  the 
house.  It  was  all  open  up  there)  I heard  them  tell 
about  that  Dimmock  woman  pushing  a baby  carriage 
all  the  way  down  to  the  store  and  way  back  up  the  hill 
to  the  Dimmock  place. 


Dick  Loring 

We  went  to  school  down  here  when  they  had  a stove 
in  there.  I can  remember  one  day  - 1 don’t  know  how 
cold  it  was  because  back  then  I didn’t  pay  much 
attention  to  the  temperature  or  anything  - Mrs.  Moore 

was  the  teacher  and 
she  went  down  to  get 
Mr.  Johnson,  Charlie 
Johnson,  Chairman  of 
the  School  Com- 
mittee, and  about  9 
o'clock  we  got  sent 
home  because  you 
could  not  heat  that 
schoolhouse.  We  all 
huddled  around  the 
stove.  It  was  so  cold. 
The  wind  was  blowing, 
and  it  was  so  cold. 

Dick  Loring 

Then  I remember  - I don’t  know  what  year  it  was  - 
probably  in  the  40s  - the  road  was  plugged  up  there  - 
Jerusalem  Road  - and  Mercer  had  to  bring  in  a crane 
with  a clam  shell  to  take  the  snow  out  and  put  it  on 
the  banks.  Russia  Stanton  - it  was  probably  was  his 
father’s  - had  a ripper  - they  called  it  a ripper  - 
probably  8-10  feet  long  and  it  had  sleighs  on  it,  a set 
in  the  front  and  a set 
by  their  feet  and  we 
used  to  go  up  there 
by  the  red  bam  a 
lot.  Sometimes  we'd 
go  all  the  way  down 
past  the  town  hall  or 
we  got  brave  and  go 
through  the  park 
with  rt.  We'd  get  as 
many  as  we  could 
get  on  there 
probably  eight,  ten. 

Of  course  there 
wasn’t  the  traffic 
then  and  they  didn’t 
have  too  much  for 
Sanders,  so  we 
used  to  slide  on  the 
roads  all  the  time. 

They  had  a big  roller  in  the  old  days  and  they  used  to 
roll  the  snow  down. 


in  the  back,  and  they  steered  it 


Charlie  Johnson 
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My  classmates  in  school  - well,  I hate  to  mention 
names  because  I wouldnl  want  to  forget  anyone. 
There  was  Robert  (Clark)  and  Terry  and  Peter 
(Curtin).  Bill  Fennelly  was  a grade  or  two  ahead  of 
me.  The  Birketts  - Donny  and  Diane  - Dick  was  a 
grade  or  two  ahead  of  me,  a little  older.... Dudley  and 
Syd  Van  Orman.  Gordon  was  ahead  of  me. 

I went  to  West  Point  once  with  "Cap"  Couch  (once 
Minister  of  the  church).  He  had  the  first  automatic 
transmission  car  that  I ever  saw.  A Chevrolet. 

Thanksgiving  and  Christmas  time  we  used  to  go 
over  to  my  grandparents'  house  over  in  Otis,  and  very 
often  my  father  had  to  stop  over  by  John  McLennan's 
to  put  chains  on  to  get  up  that  big  hill.  Back  in  those 
days  you  had  a good  car  if  you  could  get  up  the  hill  to 
Otis  or  the  hill  to  Monterey  in  high  gear.  They  all  used 
to  try  to  see  who  could  make  it  without  shifting.  Only 
a few  could  make  it. 

Femside  road  is  something.  Walk  through  there  - 
do  anything  you  could.  Good  fishing  stop  there,  too. 
Trout.  They  had  that  sluice  way  that  ran  through  the 
mill  down  there  and  Hoot  Stannard  used  to  catch  a 
lot  nice  trout  in  that  sluice  way  inside  the  mill.  Water 
just  flowed  through.  At  that  time,  they  weren't  using  a 
water  wheel  or  anything. 

The  bad  part  about  that  whole  thing  was  back  in 
those  days  everyone's  sewer  ran  into  the  brook  and 
in  the  summertime  it  got  a little  rank.  Because  in  the 
summer  time  a lot  of  times  the  water  would  go  down 
low  like  it  does  now.  We  had  a swimming  hole  down 
behind  Terry  Curtin's  place.  We  all  used  to  swim 
down  there.  Once  you  got  out  past  the  center  of 
town,  the  sewers  didn1  run  directly  into  the  brook.  By 
the  time  it  got  into  the  brook  it  was  purified  pretty 
much.  We  used  to  play  in  the  brook  all  the  time.  Of 
course  back  in  our  younger  days  there  was  the  big 
threat  of  polio.  They  always  blamed  a lot  of  that  on 
dirty  water. 

We  used  to  sneak  up  to  the  Palmers  pond  and  Gilly 
would  stand  down  and  holler  at  us.  We'd  have  time 
for  one  more  swim  before  he  could  get  up  there  - and 
we'd  be  gone.  We  used  to  go  up  there  quite  often  in 
the  summertime.  It  was  mostly  fed  by  springs.  That 
water  was  always  cold  up  there.  Could  be  90  degrees 
out  and  that  water  was  always  cold  there.  We  used  to 
go  in  there  a lot. 

Then  in  August,  Bill  Fennelly  and  I used  to  take  off 
and  stop  down  at  the  store  and  get  some  snacks  and 
we'd  walk  up  through  the  woods  up  on  Warren's 
Ledge.  Noon  time  we'd  sit  up  there  and  have  our 
lunch  and  look  over  the  valley  - at  that  time  you  could 
see  quite  a bit  of  the  valley  - and  we'd  go  picking  blue 
berries.  Done  that  many  a time.  Last  time  I was  up 
there  I couldn’t  even  find  Warren's  ledge  I knew 


where  it  was  but  I couldnl  find  it.  You  could  get 
there  by  an  old  log  road  beyond  Carl's  (Curtin).  Went 
up  throughout  woods  and  across  the  side  of  the 
mountain  there. 

I can  remember  helping  my  father  in  the  cemetery 
and  if  someone  had  a white  shirt  on  picking  berries 
on  Baldy  you  could  see  them  from  the  cemetery  here. 
And  that’s  no  kidding.  There  were  some  spots  on 
Baldy  up  there  that  had  nothing  growing  on  them. 
You  can't  even  find  the  place  now. 

There  was  always  a farmer  looking  for  some  help 
with  putting  in  hay.  Canons  had  a farni.  Slaters.  The 
Hales  never  hired  too  many  young  kids.  They  usually 
had  a lot  of  help  from  the  family.  It  was  a family-run 
farm  and  they  had  enough  help  there.  The  Howards 
up  here  used  to  hire  young  fellas  to  get  in  the  hay, 
when  Dick  Birkett  ran  the  fann.  Ward  McCarthy  had  a 
farm  over  here.  We  always  had  something  to  do. 


Walter  Howard  and  his  Jerseys 


There  were  sawmills,  too.  Nowadays  they  haul 
wood  out  with  skidders  and  truck  them  off.  Back  then, 
they  used  to  bring  a sawmill  right  into  the  woods  and 
sawed  the  lumber  right  there.  And  that  always  had 
jobs  for  somebody  to  take  the  slabs  away  from  the 
mill.  Depending  on  who  owned  the  property,  they'd 
stack  them  up  in  the  woods  and  they  left  them  there. 
When  I worked  for  Slaters  out  there,  we  hauled  many 
a load  of  slabs  for  him  to  heat  his  house  or  for 
making  maple  syrup.  You  don’t  have  that  any  more.  It 
was  hard  work,  but  it  was  good  work  and  it  was 
honest  work.  That  was  all  that  I grew  up  with  in  town. 
Worked  on  farms.  It  was  spending-money.  Can  you 
imagine  what  happens  to  people  who  cant  do  that 
kind  of  stuff?  That’s  where  the  bad  part  is.  I bet  90 
percent  of  the  people  out  there  driving  down  the  road 
today  cant  change  a tire. 

I like  that  old  Merle  Haggard  song.  I always  revert 
back  to  it.  Are  the  good  times  really  over?  When  a 
Ford  was  Ford  was  a Ford  and  a Chevy  was  a Chevy 
and  a joint  was  just  a good  place  to  hang  out. 
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Merritt  McBrian 

I've  lived  in  Goose  Pond  at  least  30  years.  When  I 
was  a selectman  in  Tyringham,  I had  a very  wide 
education  on  how  to  work  with  people.  It  was  an 
education  which  I wouldn’t  have  missed  for  anything. 
I didn’t  get  in  any  fights! 


Arnold  Hale,  Robert  Clark,  Merrit  Me  Brian  1976 


It's  a beautiful  place  but  the  education  I got  was 
working  with  those  people  in  Tyringham.  They’re  a 
whole  different  class.  I worked  with  Arnold  Hale  and 
Bobby  Clark  and  even  the  ones  that  came  along  after 
I left  the  board.  A few  I disagreed  with  but  they  were 
good  people.  Mary  Hale  was  a very  fine  select 
person  and  Alice  Hale  is  a fine  person  no  matter  what 
she  does.  The  person  that  also  impressed  me  a lot 
was  Hoppy  Loring. 


Family  of  Joe  “Hooker"  Moore  on  Goose  Pond 


I’ve  gone  through  some  bad  winters  up  there.  One 
of  the  first  years  - 1 hadn’t  yet  moved  up  full  time  but  I 
was  coming  up  weekends  - we  had  a snowstorm  and 
I literally  had  to  tunnel  through  a drift  to  get  to  my 
door.  The  drift  was  12  feet  deep.  That  was  about  the 
worst  storm  I can  remember  up  there.  The  snow 
came  off  the  lake  and  hit  the  house  and  just  piled 
right  up. 


Somebody  should  write  a story  about  Tyringham. 

The  people  in  it  make  marvelous 
characters.  You  could  do 
portraits  of  these  people.  It’s 
such  an  interesting  community. 
Arnold  Hale  is  a very  interesting 
man.  There  were  times  when  we 
didn’t  agree,  but  we  didn’t 
disagree  out  loud.  He’s  a very 
civilized  man. 

Ada,  Til,  Bill,  Donald  Puntin 

Anne  Palmer 

People’s  childhoods  are  so  different  now  than  in  my 
day.  We  were  absolutely  free.  I’ve  been  thinking 
about  that  watching  all  my  grandchildren  - all  with 
riding  lessons,  swimming  lessons.  I had  to  make  my 
bed  and  I had  to  practice  the  piano  for  an  hour,  and  I 
had  to  take  care  of  my  horse.  But  aside  from  that,  I 
was  absolutely  free.  Nobody  bothered  me.  I could  do 
as  I pleased.  I played 
with  Polly  Perkins.  She 
also  had  a horse.  We’d 
go  for  20  miles,  no  one 
knew  where  we  were, 
on  back  roads.  We’d 
swim  at  Shaker  Pond, 
or  sometimes  here. 

We  were  allowed  to 
sleep  out  anywhere  we 
wanted  all  over  the 
place  - on  top  of 
Cobble  or  in  the 
pasture  here.  It  was  a 
wonderful,  free  kind  of 
time.  It  wasn’t  just  me 
and  Polly.  Polly’s  sister 
Louie  would  come,  and  sometimes  my  brother  Jim 
would  join  us.  Such  a different  atmosphere.  We  all 
worked  terribly  hard  at  school  all  winter,  but  when  we 
were  up  here  for  the  summer  we  really  were  just  free. 
It  was  safe.  You  wouldn’t  want  a child  to  go  off  on 
back  roads  for  20  miles  nowadays.  You’d  be  worried 
about  about  what  might  happen.  They  were  all  dirt 
roads.  We  had  much  more  fun,  much  more. 

Gilder  Palmer 

l started  the  farm  and  I hired  Charlie  Loring  ....  who 
was  a wonderful  fellow  who  loved  flowers,  animals, 
and  all  kinds  of  things.  For  some  reason  once  he  had 
to  go  to  a funeral  or  something.  I was  fencing  like 
crazy  when  Charlie  came  back,  and  I said.  You  see 
that  fence  I built  down  there  Charlie?  "Yop,"  Charlie 
said.  "It’ll  be  all  right  if  a fly  don’t  lie  down  on  it."  That 
was  his  compliment  on  my  fence.  He  had  a wonderful 
sense  of  humor. 
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Fred  Loring  was 
always  saying 
things  like,  Well 
not  much  going 
on  in  Tyringham, 
but  there  sure  is 
a lot  to  listen  to. 


Fred  Loring  1976 

One  of  the  funniest  things  that  happened  to  me  as 
a young  boy  - we  had  a very  naughty,  great  huge 
caretaker  named  Herbert  Moore,  one  of  the  Moores 
who  lived  here,  related  to  the  Canons.  I was  out  in 
the  dairy  one  day.  We  were  milking  by  hand  a dozen 
or  15  cows.  Charlie  Loring  worked  here  as  a young 
man.  They  were  kidding  me  about  being  small. 
Herbert  said.  You  know  what?  Got  just  the  thing.  You 
take  off  your  shoes  and  socks  and  roll  up  your  pants. 
You  see  that  manure  pile  out  there?  You  stand  in 
there  and  you'll  grow  where  you're  standing."  I got  in 
trouble  with  the  family.  The  smell  was  pretty  bad. 

I used  to  play  with  Ned  Perkins,  though  he  was 
older  me.  We  used  to  play  cowboys  and  Indians.  He 
was  always  the  horse  and  I was  the  cowboy.  We  had 
fun.  We're  old  old  buddies  from  way  back. 


Cattle  rustling 
The  cattle  rustling  happened  in  the  '50s.  It  was 
most  peculiar  and  turned  into  quite  a horror.  There 
was  a murder.  The  thing  that  irritated  me  was  that  I 
had  these  darn  dogs  and  they  never  barked.  They 
went  down  to  Ward  McCarthy's,  stole  a truck, 
because  their  truck  got  stuck  out  in  the  field.  They 
stole  the  first  truck  they  found,  from  Ward,  it  was  3 in 
the  morning  - brought  it  all  the  way  up  to  the  field 
where  Curtins  are  now,  loaded  my  cattle,  led  my 
cattle  from  the  big  bam,  took  them  down  to  where  the 
Curtins  are  now  and  loaded  seven  purebred  Jerseys, 


a couple  were  big  calves.  They  took  them  all  to  near 
Albany  to  an  auction  where  no  one  would  spot  them. 
This  was  the  first  time  that  television  was  used  to 
catch  a crook.  They  were  showing  pictures  on  TV.  A 
woman  had  video  taped  the  auction.  The  woman 
bought  the  cow  at  the  auction  and  then  was  watching 
TV  and  she  saw  a picture  of  the  guy.  This  guy  had 
been  parked  in  a truck  in  Troy,  NY  and  a policeman 
came  up  because  he  didn’t  like  the  looks  of  his 
license  plate,  and  this  guy  was  looking  in  the  rear 
view  mirror  and  he  saw  the  policeman  and  then  he 
got  out  a shotgun  and  shot  the  policeman.  Then  he 
got  in  his  truck  and  went  to  Florida.  But  this  woman 
saw  a picture  of  this  man  after  they  caught  him.  The 
woman  said,  "Oh  I know  him.  He  stole  those  cows." 
All  the  cows  were  butchered  except  one.  I was  taken 
all  over  NY  State  by  the  police  to  see  if  could  identify 
the  cow.  I told  the  police,  "I'll  bet  you  if  you  bring  that 
cow  back  to  my  field,  she'll  go  into  the  right  stall.  I’ll 
tell  you  which  stall  she  has.  You  know  how  cows  are. 
Anyway,  she  had  just  freshened  and  hadn't  been 
milked.  Loaded  with  mastitis  and  wouldn’t  breed 
back.  Jerseys  were  very  valuable  back  then.  Before 
all  this  cholesterol  business.  Jerseys  were  bringing 
good  money. 

The  fire  at  the  Red  House 

I was  logging  up  at  Swarts.  I came  down  Brace 
Road,  and  I looked  down  and  I saw  the  flames.  I said, 
“I  know  where  that's  coming  from.”  You  could  see  It 
even  in  Pittsfield.  We  lost  a team  of  horses.  We  got 
them  out  but  they  went  in  again.  We  saved  one  team. 
We  had  to  unload  the  whole  house.  John  McLennan 
came  up  and  said  the  first  thing  we  have  to  do  is  to 
unload  Anne's  piano.  He  was  great.  Lugged  this, 
lugged  that.  The  bam  was  gone,  30  cows  were  gone, 
team  of  horses.  We  had  three  bulls.  When  we  put 
them  across  the  street  on  the  mountain,  they  were 
running  around  up  here  in  the  hills.  One  bull  killed 
another.  I had  to  shoot  one.  I had  no  place  to  put  the 
rest.  I arranged  to  milk  the  cows.  At  the  end  of 
Breakneck,  there  was  a little  bam  so  I at  least  could 
get  a milking  machine  and  milk  cows.  I had  to  sell  a 
lot  because  there  was  room  for  only  very  very  few.  I 
lost  30  first  class  bred  heifers.  I had  built  a wing  on 
the  bam.  That's  where  they  all  were.  We  lost 
sheepdog,  25  tons  of  hay,  silage,  a tractor.  I still 
owned  the  Canon  farm  which  had  2 bams.  With  the 
little  insurance  I did  have,  I decided  to  fix  all  that  up, 
but  then  that  burned  to  the  ground.  Then  I said  to 
myself  somebody's  telling  me  something.  I think  I'd 
better  get  out  of  farming. 

Wartime 

Blaine  Littell  and  I did  Bundles  for  Britain  in  1941. 
Blaine  was  a naughty  friend  of  mine  when  I was  a 
kid.  This  was  before  we  went  to  war.  We  were  raising 
money  in  the  Dance  Hall.  Blaine  and  I ran  the  show. 
Blaine  said,  'We'll  show  them.  If  we're  going  to  mn 
the  show,  we're  going  to  take  in  the  money." 


Helena  McGrew,  Gilly  Palmer,  Sidney  Howard  1939 
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It  was  very  successful.  We  had  a 
sellout.  We  had  very  good  square 
dance,  with  a good  caller  and  a 
band.  People  donated.  There  was 
no  fee.  We  served  cider  and 
donuts.  Wonderful  place  to  have  a 
square  dance.  Next  morning  I 
went  up  to  see  how  well  we'd 
done.  We  sat  there.  He  had  a 
bundle  of  money.  I had  a bundle 
of  money.  Blaine  said  'Well,  best 
way  to  handle  this  is  you  keep 
that  bundle  and  I'll  keep  this 
bundle."  Of  course  we  didn’t  keep 
it.  Blaine  used  to  drive  Dick  Birkett  aazy.  Naughty 
boy  but  he  was  funny. 


Ned  Perkins 

Herbert  Moore  was  a genuine  old-time  New 
England  character.  He  stood  about  5'10"  and  had  a 

tobacco-stained  mustache 
resulting  from  the  use  of 
just  the  right  cut  plug, 
which  was  either  smoke  or 
chew.  He  smoked  it  and 
he  chewed  it.  Herbert 
farmed  the  place  as  a 
subsistence  farm  for  many 
years.  He  was  enough  of  a 
character  so  that  when 
Mark  Twain  occupied  this 
house  of  ours  in  1903  he 
spent  a good  deal  of  his 
time  on  the  back  porch 
talking  to  Herbert.  He  was  interested  in  people’s 
accents  and  people’s  mannerisms  and  so  forth. 
Herbert  supplied  those.  One 
of  the  things  Mark  Twain  did 
before  he  left  was  to  give 
Herbert  a signed  copy  of  all  his 
collected  works.  Fine 

embossed  leather.  Beautiful 
set  of  books,  which  was 
Herbert's  pride  and  Joy.  He 
had  them  in  a glass  fronted 
bookcase  in  the  front  parlor  of 
the  house,  now  called  "Little 
Four  Brooks".  I think  they  were 
probably  uncut.  I'm  sure  he 
never  opened  them.  I tried  to 
con  him  into  leaving  them  to  me 
when  he  died.  I was  a great 
Mark  Twain  fan  at  the  time.  He 
said  "No,  nothing  doing."  He 
would  give  them  to  the  Tyring-  Mark  Twain  at  Glencote, 
ham  library,  and  that  was  that.  Tyringham,  1904 


After  the  war  I went  around  to  the  library  and  asked 
to  see  Herbert's  collection.  They  were  not  there.  They 
never  were  there.  Mrs.  Stanton  who  then  ran  the 
library  had  never  heard  of  them.  Somebody  obviously 
went  off  with  a very  valuable  collectors'  item. 

When  Coolidge  was  stumping  for  his  election  for  a 
full  term  as  President,  he  came  up  to  Pittsfield  and 
the  local  Congressman  met  him  there  and  made  a 
speech  about  Berkshire  County  and  the  history  of  the 
place  and  so  on.  He  held  up  Stedman's  mill  as  an 
example  of  native,  Yankee  ingenuity,  saying  that 
Marshall  Stedman's  grandfather  had  designed  the 
machinery,  and  so  forth.  He  ended  up  by  saying 
"Finally,  Mr.  President,  in  conclusion,  I hand  you  this 
fine  Marshall  Stedman  hickory  rake."  The  President 
took  It  and  looked  at  it  this  way  and  that  way,  and 
finally  he  said  "Ash".  That  was  all  he  said. 

Back  then,  the  Deelys’  house  was  still  lived  in  by 
Irem  Smith  and  his  wife.  As  far  as  I know  they  had  no 
children.  They  were  rather  elderly  at  that  time.  Irem 
was  a horse  fancier  and  he  had  lots  of  stories  about 
horse  racing,  betting  and  so  forth.  That  was  his 
favorite  subject.  But  he  did  have  a double  hernia. 
Irem  had  a double  hernia  and  he  didn’t  want  to  have 
it  operated  on  so  he  had  a truss  which  he  wore 
outside  of  his  trousers,  which  made  for  a 
considerable  conversation  piece.  Mrs.  Smith  was  a 
very  nice  old  lady  and  she  was  very  deaf  when  I first 
knew  her.  She  would  carry  a piece  of  cardboard  and 
use  it  as  an  ear  trumpet.  When  we  wanted  to  talk  to 
her  she  would  bring  it  out  and  we  would  bellow  into 
that.  Well,  the  equivalent  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club  got 
together  - this  must  have  been  in  the  mid  or  late  '40s 
- and  they  furnished  her  with  a hearing  aid,  a kind  of 
box  with  a bunch  of  wires,  which  she  wore  around 
her  neck.  They  also  furnished  her  with  some  teeth, 
but  they  didn’t  fit  very  well.  She  had  them  kind  of 
clenched  tight  when  she  talked.  After  the  hearing  aid 
batteries  had  run  down,  she  didn’t  do  anything  about 
it.  The  only  way  to  get  through  to  her  was  to  scream. 
She  would  respond  with  the  clenching  of  her  teeth. 
She  was  rather  terrifying  at  that  point  to  young 
children. 

On  New  Years  of  1945-46,  I came  up  here  with 
Arthur  Dubois,  Petey's  father,  and  Petey,  my  then 
fiancee.  I stayed  with  Clifford  Canon  and  they  stayed 
with  Irem  Smith.  They  had  a wood  burning  stove  in 
the  middle  of  living  room  and  it  was  very  hot.  I 
remember  Arthur  kept  his  gin  and  vermouth  on  the 
windowsill  outside  the  window... It  didn’t  need  to  be 
chilled,  it  didn't  need  ice;  it  was  Just  kept  cold  outside 
the  window. 

One  of  the  great  people  of  my  day  in  this  town  was 
Tommy  Curtin.  I first  remember  him  when  he  had  a 
blacksmith  shop  beyond  bridge  over  the  Hop  Brook, 


Blaine  Uttell 


Ned  Perkins  & Petey  Dubois 
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beyond  the  store  and  the  post  office.  He  did  the 
roadwork  for  many  years,  and  he  also  did  whatever 
else  it  was  that  needed  to  be  done,  like  moving 
houses,  or  bams  or  building  something,  or  grading. 
He  built  our  tennis  court  out  of  a how-to-do-it  manual 
he  found  in  a library  up  in  Pittsfield.  It  has  never  been 
re-furbished.  He  got  the  grade  exactly  right.  Tommy 
moved  the  Leaven- 
worth house,  now  the 
Urquharts'  house,  he 
moved  that  across 
the  track  on  rollers 
with  only  one  horse. 

That’s  my  memory.  I 
saw  it.  I went  up  there 
to  "supervise".  (When 
I was  six  or  seven  I 
walked  all  over  the 
place).  The  original 
house  stood  In  between 

the  big  house  and  the  brick  house.  They  rolled  it 
across  the  back  of  Cobble  on  rollers.  I do  remember 
very  clearly  the  enormous  block  sheaves  and  I 
suppose  they  moved  it  maybe  10  yards  a day.  One 
walk  of  a horse  couldn’t  move  it  very  far.  It  didn’t  go 
where  road  is.  It  went  back  of  the  Cobble  to  the  place 
where  it’s  standing  now.  Quite  an  operation  - quite  a 
feat.  Tommy  built  our  tennis  court  and  he  was  very 
pleased  with  result,  so  he  built  another  tennis  court 
across  from  Nort  Canon’s.  If  you  go  up  there  you’ll 
see  an  area  with  a lot  of  thyme.  That’s  where  the 
tennis  court  was.  I never  saw  anyone  play  on  it. 

Tinker’s  Store  was  also  the  Post  Office.  It  was  a 
great  institution.  When  I was  a child  when  we  got  up 
here  in  June,  we’d  go  down  to  Tinkers  and  my 
recollection  was  that  for  a dollar  we  could  get  a pair 
of  sneakers,  for  a dollar  we  could  get  bluejeans,  and 
for  a dollar  we  could  get  a workshirt.  So  we  were 
outfitted  for  the  summer  for  three  bucks. 

Charlie  Slater 


There  was  water  three  to  four  feet  high  coming  right 
down  that  brook. 

And  there  was  a 
bank  out  here 
beyond  the  bam 
that  diverted  the 
brook  and  it 
wound  around, 
and  it  hit  that  bank 
with  so  much  force 
that  it  washed  it 
right  over  toward 
the  bam.  When  it 
got  through,  it  had 
undermined  the 
bam.  Grandfather  had  Hop  Brook  flood 
an  aluminum  can  that 

you  cooled  your  milk  in  - about  18  quarts  and  he 
hung  it  up  on  a nail.  That  was  all  that  was  left  of  the 
milking.  I don’t  think  we  were  done,  but  of  course  the 
cattle  didn’t  get  milked  again  that  night.  The  cattle  all 
got  out. 

We  had  a couple  of  pigs  in  the  pen  out  back.  We 
had  a lean-to  shed  with  a slab  fence  The  shed  was 
still  there  but  the  water  had  taken  the  pig  pen  away. 
There  were  no  pigs  so  we  figured  that  the  pigs  got 
drowned.  That  night  somebody  heard  oink  oink!. 
They  had  gotten  out  and  bedded  down  in  the  vines 
right  outside  this  window. 

The  Farm 

Grandfather  never  sold  any  milk.  He  made  butter 
and  cheese  and  sold  it  - he  made  a trip  to  Lee  twice  a 
week  in  the  summer  time  with  his  delivery  wagon  and 
team  of  horses.  And 
he  had  a butter  box  a 
little  over  two  feet 
square  and  two  feet 
high  and  a little  pewter 
- or  it  looked  like 
pewter  to  me  - ice 
holder  in  the  middle  of 
it.  He’d  fill  that  up  with 
ice  in  the  summertime 
and  pack  it  with  butter 
all  around.  And  he 
had  customers;  he’d 
go  to  every  house  where  slater  farm  goose  crossing 
he  had  a customer  and 

they’d  take  one  or  two  pounds  of  butter,  maybe  a 
quart  of  butter  milk. 

Grandfather  had  the  cows  and  Dad  had  the  poultry 
business.  At  one  time.  Dad  had  6,000-egg  capacity 
incubators.  He  had  an  incubator  in  this  shed  out  here, 
that  held  1,800  eggs,  and  he  had  one  up  at  his  house 
that  held  1,800  eggs  and  he  had  some  oil-heated 
things  held  up  to  350  eggs  heated  by  just  an  oil  lamp. 
He  had  a triple  deck  incubator  up  here,  in  this  old 


The  Urquhart  house  in  transit,  1925 


Flood  Of  ‘28 

We  had  a flash  flood  in  1928  that  cleaned  out  the 
bam.  We  were  milk- 
ing. I was  eleven 
years  old.  They 
called  it  a cloud- 
burst and  this  brook 
forks  a half  mile  up 
in  the  woods  and  it 
must  have  hit  in 
between  those  forks 
because  all  of  a 
sudden  someone 
looked  out  and  said, 

“Look!  There’s  a flood  Charlie  Slater 

coming!" 
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dairy  building.  It  held  3,000  or  so.  He  did  a lot  of 
custom  hatching.  People  would  come  in  and  bring  a 
case  of  eggs.  He  charged  something  like  three  cents 
an  egg  to  have  them  hatched. 

Winters 

I walked  to  school  every  day.  No  matter  how  cold 
or  how  windy  or  how  much  snow,  we  walked. 
Sometimes  the  drifts  were  so  high  in  front  the  brick 
house  (Demos),  you  could  walk  on  that  drift  and  you 
could  reach  up  and  touch  the  telephone  wires.  The 
snow  was  that  deep.  We'd  hang  right  on  the 
telephone  wires.  The  poles  were  the  same  place  they 
are  now. 

After  they  got  some  of 
the  more  important  roads 
plowed  out  they’d  come 
down  here  and  plow  our 
road  out. 

Sarah  Hudson’s  mother, 
didn’t  mind  when  the  road 
wasn’t  cleared.  She’d 
park  her  car  over  by  the 
intersection  of  the 
McCarthy  Road  and 
Monterey  Road  and  she’d 
walk  or  ski  or  snowshoe 
up  the  hill  to  get  home. 

Vincent  Fire 

In  1940,  when  we  first  had  our  Fire  Department, 
there  was  a fire  at  William  Vincent's  house  at  the 
comer  of  McCarthy  Road  and  Smith  Hill.  It  started  at 
5:30  or  6 in  the  morning.  When  he  woke  up  in  the 
morning  - I don’t  know  what  happened  - the  kitchen 
was  all  afire.  So  he  ran  ail  the  way  over  - Dad  was 
living  up  there  then  (now  Chuck's  house)  and  I don’t 
know  why  he  didn’t  stop  there  - but  he  came  down 
here  and  called  the  Fire  Department.  I was  a Charter 
member,  and  Charlie  McCarthy,  Chet  Van  Omnan  - I 
forget  who  was  the  Chief.  They  brought  the  fire 
engine  up  and  we  got  over  there  and  they  tried  to  get 
water  out  of  the  Smith  Brook  there,  the 
one  by  Smith  Hill.  It  was  so  cold  - this 
was  in  January  - and  there  was  so 
much  ice,  that  we  couldn’t  get  water. 

They  came  back  to  the  bridge  and  we 
had  to  chop  a hole  in  the  ice  and  we 
started  pumping  water  there.  But  it  was 
so  cold  and  so  far  over  there  for  that 
hose  - about  1 500  feet  or  so  from  the 
bridge  over  - that  we  only  pumped 
about  half  way  and  we  couldn’t  get 
water.  It  was  freezing  in  the  hose  so 
we’d  break  the  hose  apart  and  if  we  had 
water  there  we’d  jump  on  the  hose  and 


it  was  like  slushy  ice  just  to  get  it  through  to  the  next 
one  and  then  we'd  hook  it  up  again  and  it  would  push 
it  a little  farther  to  the  next  one.  By  the  time  we  got 
water,  there  was  no  hose  left!  I tell  you  It  was  cold. 
The  connections  on  the  hose  were  brass.  With  the 
water  so  cold,  as  soon  as  it  hit  one  of  those 
couplings,  it  would  freeze.  We  didn’t  have  much 
success.  Eugene  Twing  lived  near  there,  but  by  the 
time  he  ran  over,  the  house  was  a dead  loss.  The 
house  was  gone. 

200**^  Anniversary 

1939  was  the  200*^  anniversary  and  they  had  a 
clambake  and  a real  big  celebration  at  the  time.  A lot 
of  the  things  were  held  there  in  the  lot  opposite  Peter 
Curtin's  across  Breakneck  road  in  that  lot  that  Alsop 
owns  now.  Chopping  contest  and  sawing  contest  and 
the  greased  pig  contest.  Sidney  Howard  furnished 
the  pig  for  the  contest  and  not  only  that,  he  greased 
the  pig!  He  was  on  the  committee  with  half  the  town 
He  got  a pig  - about  60-70  pounds.  He  said,  “I'll  keep 
it  until  the  day.”  So  the  day  of  the  thing,  I went  up  with 
my  pick-up  truck,  put  the  crate  with  the  pig  on  the 
truck  and  set  it  in  the  middle  of  the  field  out  there.  He 
had  a can  - probably  a five  pound  can  of  axle  grease, 
and  he  said,  ‘Who's  going  to  grease  the  pig?”  Well, 
there  was  a whole  bunch  of  us  young  fellows  out 
there  and  no  one  wanted  to  get  ourselves  all  greasy, 
so  he  said,  "I'll  grease  it!"  So  he  greased  it,  and  then 
they  tipped  the  crate  over  and  sort  of  tipped  the  pig 
out;  he  didn’t  know  what  was  going  on  - he  just  went 
Oof!  Oof!  Oof!  He  just  looked  at  us  and  didn’t  do 
anything.  Then  one  of  the  fellows  started  for  him,  and 
he  ran  down  the  hill  aways  from  the  Main  Road,  but 
he  turned  and  he  went  toward  Breakneck  Road  and 
nobody  got  to  him... and  he  went  through  the  hedge 
row  and  got  down  to  Breakneck  Road,  and  a fellow 
from  Lee  grabbed  a hold  of  him  but  the  pig  got  away 
from  him.  I was  right  behind,  and  I jumped  on  him 
and  wrapped  my  feet  and  amis  and  everything 
around  the  pig.  Well,  the  fellow  from  Lee  jumped  on 
him  and  he  said  he’d  got  him  but  the  other  fellows 
watching  said  that  I'd  got  him.  So  I caught  the 
greased  pig! 


Community  clambake,  1939 


Sarah.  S.  Hudson 
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Old  Industries 

There  were  lots  of  little  businesses.  The  old 
blacksmith.  Nelson  Brewer,  had  his  business.  Then 
Thomas  Curtin,  Carl  Curtin's  grandfather,  lived  where 
Ag  lived,  and  he  had  the  blacksmith  shop  down 
across  from  the  park.  He  rented  the  blacksmith  shop 
from  George  Warren  who  owned  the  land  between 
Larry's  (Cemik)  and  the  bridge.  He  had  the  wagon 
shop  - a two-story  shop  and  then  next  to  that  was  the 
blacksmith  shop.  He  made  Clifford  Canon’s  boys  the 
biggest  double  ripper  (a  sled  that  could  fit  6 or  7 kids) 
I ever  saw.  It  was  probably  8 feet  long  with  runners  in 
front  and  in  back  and  a handle  you  could  steer  on  it. 
He  marked  it  just  as  nice  as  you  could  get  out  of  a 
shop.  Warren  was  an  artist.  He  fixed  wagon  wheels, 
and  other  things. 

Then,  where  Dot  Choquette  lives  was  a saw  mill 
there.  Downs  owned  it.  He  sawed  logs  - that  was  a 
two-story  thing.  He  had  water  power;  that’s  how  he 
ran  the  mill.  I saw  the  water  wheel.  There  was 
another  small  building.  That  had  a cider  mill  in  it.  The 
farmers  all  went  down  and  weighed  their  apples 
there.  They  put  them  in  there  in  the  mill  and  grind 
them  all  up.  The  press  was  upstairs  and  downstairs 
he  had  the  big  vats  underneath  the  main  floor. 

My  great  grandfather 
Smith  had  a little  mill  at  the 
Smith  place  up  there  - that 
pond  was  originally  a 
smaller  pond.  Marshall 
Stedman  built  the  dam  that’s 
there  now.  The  chair  here, 
outside  this  door,  he  made 
there.  Up  at  Ashintully,  they 
had  a big  sugar  place  up 
there,  done  by  a team  of 
horses  and  buckets.  One 


on  Webster  Road,  and  it  was  at  least  a mile  to  get  up 
there.  He  was  down  in  the  store  one  day  and  he  said 
he  could  get  up  there  in  a minute,  travelling  about  60 
miles  an  hour.  "Oh  no,  you  can’t"  they  said.  "Oh  yes. 
I’ll  prove  it",  he  said.  He  got  in  his  car  and  as  soon  as 
he  got  to  the  mill,  he  blew  the  whistle  there.  He  made 
it  in  a minute!  That  would  have  been  about  1922. 

The  other  thing,  we  had  a Franklin  car,  one  of  the 
first  air-cooled  cars.  A great  big  thing.  Herb  Moore, 
the  farmer  who  lived  down  at  Gilly’s,  had  one  of  these 
big  ones.  It  had  a front  seat  divided  from  the  back 
seat.  Herb  was  a big  fellow  and  his  wife  was  quite  a 
good-sized  woman,  and  they  used  to  go  up  to  see 
their  brother  Guy  Moore  who  lived  in  the  white  house 
where  Mrs.  McLennan  lives  now.  Herb  would  be  up 
front  driving  but  his  wife  never  sat  in  the  front  seat; 
she  always  sat  in  the  back.  It  was  funny  to  see  them 
going  up  there. 

Old  Farms 

There  were  twenty  farms  here  in  town.  Here  in  the 
village,  where  Golden  Goose  is,  George  Warren  had 
1 5 or  20  cows  - he  had  a fann.  He  had  his  fields  in 
back  there.  He  used  to  run  his  cows  up  to  one  of 
these  fields  just  beyond  Gilly’s  cattle.  Across  from  the 
school,  Mike  Dowd  had  10  or  12  cows,  and  he  took 
his  cattle  up  to  McCarthy  Road,  and  he  lived  up  there 
and  milked  them  up  there  in  the  summertime.  When 
the  weather  got  cold  he  took  the  cows  back  down. 


Amos  Smith 


year  they  made  over  a ton  of 
sugar,  plus  all  the  syrup  they 
made.  That  includes  all 


those  trees  around  Johnny’s  (McLennan’s)  place, 
across  the  brook  all  those  maples,  and  all  around  the 
place  Yo-Yo  Ma  just  bought,  there  were  a lot  of  big 
maples  in  there.  Nothing  there  but  maples  - Just  a 
nice  big  field  with  maples,  both  sides  of  the  Fenn 
Road  there. 

In  the  early  days,  up  in  Sodom,  that  was  the  rake 
factory  for  the  Stedman  Rake  Factory.  When  I was  a 
little  kid,  they  had  Stanley  steamers.  They  were 
powerful  things  with  a little  steam  engine  in  them. 
They  used  oil  or  something  to  heat  the  water  to  run 
the  boiler  with,  and  once  you  got  that  heated  up, 
they’d  go  60  miles  an  hour.  It  was  good  sized  car;  it 
was  like  a touring  sedan.  They'd  go  by  and  you’d 
hear  the  shshsh  of  the  steam.  No  noise.  The  man 
who  owned  the  mill  had  one.  I’d  see  him  going  by 
here.  They  told  a story  that  he  had  one  of  the  mills  up 


There  was  a horse  bam  where  Larry  Cemik  lives. 
Twings  used  to  drive  to  school  from  up  on  Barnes 
Road  with  a horse  and  wagon  and  they  kept  their 
horse  in  that  bam,  put  a feed  bag  on  him  and  after 
school  they’d  hitch  him  up  and  drive  back  up  home. 

Clifford  Canon  had  a farm.  Lyle  Taylor  had  a famn. 
Ward  McCarthy  had  a farm.  Hiscox  ...  Grandfather ... 
Henry  Crittenden  ...  Everett  Hale  ...  Will  Bliss,  Mrs. 
Campbell  owned  Yo-Yo  Ma's  place  then,  but  she  was 
a widow.  Henry  Gardner  was  her  farmer  and  they 
fanned  it. 


Will  Twing  from  up  on  Barnes  Road  had  oxen  and 
made  his  living  working  in  the  woods.  I’d  see  him 
take  his  oxen  down  to  Warren’s  to  get  them  shod. 


Will  Twing  and  his  oxen 
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Guy  Moore  ran  the  McLennan  place  and  he  had  a 
farm.  The  Gardner  brother  ran  the  famn  up  the  hill. 
They  all  had  cows.  They  didn’t  make  a lot  of  milk  but 
they  made  enough  so  that  with  other  income  doing 
this  and  that,  they  paid  the  bills.  Four  Brooks  was  a 
farm.  The  old  Carlson  place  - Riverside  - they  had  a 
farm  there.  They  had  sheep  and  cattle  besides.  Then 
up  on  top  of  the  hill,  Gilly’s  folks  had  cattle.  Hales 
had  cattle.  Hickory  Farm  had  cattle.  The  Clark  place 
up  the  hill  there,  they  had  cattle.  We  could  sit 
here  and  see  Dowd's  cattle  pastured  by  Lost  Farm. 
You  could  count  them.  Howards  had  cattle. 


Gordon  Van  Orman 


My  first  real  recollection  of  things  in  Tyringham  was 
the  hurricane  when  I 
was  six  years  old. 

My  brother  Sydney 
couldn’t  have  been 
more  than  two  years 
old.  He'd  ‘a  been 
two.  We  lived  here 
but  we  went  to  the 
parsonage,  because 
they  were  afraid  the 
house  wouldn’t  be  Gordon  Van  Orman,  Jim  Curtin  1976 
safe. Water  reached 

the  top  stair.  I can  remember  they  were  having  a 
church  supper  at  the  old  Baptist  church  down  where 
Tommy  Fennelly  lives  now.  It  was  so  bad  they  had  to 
cancel  it.  My  mother  was  working  down  there.  My 
father  drove  a milk  truck.  My  father  wasn’t  home.  The 
bridge  was  out  by  Joe  Whalen's.  My  grandfather  lost 
all  the  wood  in  his  wood  shed.  This  was  a great 
tragedy  - to  him. 

We  used  to  have  a bam.  Had  chickens.  Well  the 
worst  thing  ever  happened  to  me.  The  Hiscox  barn 
burned  out  and  they  had  to  sell  all  their  cattle.  My 
father  got  the  bright  idea  to  get  a cow  so 
he  got  a Guernsey  cow  from  Hiscoxes.  I 
don’t  know  whether  my  brother  Syd  was 
dumb  or  not,  but  he  never  learned  how  to 
milk  a cow.  I had  Rhode  Island  Red 
chickens  and  I had  an  old  rooster,  a 
tough  old  John  bird.  I sent  Syd  out  one 
day  to  feed  the  rooster.  Syd  was  probably 
about  six  years  old.  That  rooster'd  go 
right  at  you  from  behind  the  door.  I used 
to  whale  him  with  a pail.  I can  see  Syd 
now  running  through  the  barnyard, 
bawling.  That  rooster  nailed  Syd  when  he 
went  through  that  door.  But  Syd  was 
smarter  than  I because  he  never  once 
milked  that  cow.  I had  to  milk  that  cow 
every  morning. 


When  I was  real  young,  my  grandmother  and  I 
would  walk  from  here  to  the  Granger  place  and  pick 
blue  berries  all  day.  It  was  a long  hike  for  my 
grandmother.  You  had  to  pick  berries  too.  You 
couldn’t  fool  around.  We  used  to  walk  up  to  old 
Baldy.  We'd  have  to  take  a salt  block  with  us,  cause 
Ward  and  Lyle  had  young  stock  up  there.  It  was  all 
fenced  up  there.  The  land  runs  kitty  corner  to 
Webster  Road.  Now  it's  all  grown  up. 

The  “Dinner  Tree" 

Neil  and  I - our  great  kick  was,  was  to  go  part  way 
up  the  cobble,  which,  to  me,  is  the  centerpoint  of 
Tyringham.  We  used  to  go  up 
there  when  we  were  young. 

Part  way  up  the  face,  there 
was  a huge  beech  which  has 
since  fallen  down.  That  was 
the  "dinner  tree".  We  took  a 
sandwich  and  cookies  and  we 
sat  in  that  tree,  and  we  never 
ate  our  lunch  until  the  dinner 
bell  rang  at  the  Orchard 
House.  Something  only  kids'd 
think  up!  We  climbed  half  way 
up,  we'd  sit  on  the  limb,  and 
we  would  not  touch  our  lunch  until  that  bell  rang! 

That  was  another  thing.  The  Orchard  House  always 
had  people  there.  Pretty  much  the  same  people. 
Mrs.  Reber  always  took  her  meals  there.  That  was 
the  mother-in-law  of  Judy  Reber.  She  had  a '39  Ford 
convertible.  She'd  take  5 or  6 kids  every  year  to  the 
movies  in  Great  Barrington.  This  was  a great  treat. 
We  always  had  ice  cream  afterwards. 

Carrie  Clark  worked  there.  She  cooked  at  the 
Orchard  House.  My  mother  used  to  help  there 
Sundays.  My  wife  Kate  worked  there.  The  Barhydts 
owned  it  then.  Beulah  Cannon  owned  it  before.  She 
lived  where  Putt  Darey  lives.  The  Orchard  House  was 
a real  busy  place.  People  stayed  all  summer.  They 
would  come  up  on  the  train  Friday  night. 


The  Old  Stage,  John  Heath,  Isabelle  Stanton,  1939 
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John  Heath  would  pick  everyone  up  and  take  them 
back  on  Sunday.  He  had  an  old  station  wagon  with 
the  wood  on  it.  It'd  be  a classic  today  if  you  could  find 
one.  John  was  quite  a character.  He  and  his  wife 
Harriet  fought  a lot.  They  ran  the  school  bus.  The 
school  bus  was  that  old  station  wagon.  They  had  a 
big  7 passenger  Packard.  Mrs.  Heath  drove  the 
Packard,  'cause  it  got  so  there  were  so  many  kids 
going  to  Lee,  so  they  had  to  have  two.  They  didn’t 
have  a school  bus.  1 remember  one  time  we  were 
coming  home,  and  when  we  came  up  right  up  by 
Alsops,  she  hit  a pheasant.  She  stopped  the  car,  ran 
right  out  and  grabbed  the  peasant  and  rung  its  neck 
and  put  it  in  the  trunk.  We  didn’t  know  what  we  were 
stopping  for.  It  was  fluttering  around  and  she  just 
rung  its  neck.  The  car  had  one  of  those  old  big  trunks 
that  opened  from  the  top.  She  Just  chucked  it  right  in. 

Nobody  hunts  now  like  we  used  to.  Thanksgiving 
was  always  a big  time.  Everyone  like  Wilbur  Clark 
and  Harold  Pike  (caretakers  up  at  Femside)  went 
hunting.  Wilbur  Clark,  my  father  and  one  of  my 
uncles  went  rabbit  hunting  on  Thanksgiving  morning.. 
That  was  what  you  did  on  Thanksgiving  morning. 
They  all  had  beagles.  Most  of  them  worked  6 days  a 
week.  That  was  their  only  free  day. 

Neil  (Curtinj  and  I and  Donny  (Stanton;  in  high 
school  we  set  pins  at  the  bowling  lane  in  Lee,  on  top 
of  Johansens.  Not  everyone  had  transportation  then. 
If  we  went  to  the  movies  on  Saturday  nights,  lots  of 
times  we'd  walk  all  the  way  home  from  Lee  - and 
here  no  kid  today  would  believe  it  - and  not  have  a 
car  pass  us.  We  probably  ran  half  the  time  because 
we  were  scared,  but  we  did  it.  Everyone  went  to  Lee 
on  Saturday  nights  to  do  their  trading. 

Newt  Heath  was  Roy's  father.  He  was  quite  a guy. 
He  used  to  cut  hair,  a quarter  it  cost.  Right  in  the 
back  room.  All  the  deer  heads  all  mounted  in  that 
room.  When  it  was  time  for  a hair  cut  we,  all  got  a 
quarter  and  went  down  to  see  Uncle  Newt.  The  back 
room  of  where  Jimmy  Curtin  lives  now,  he  had  an  old 
chair.  He  cut  hair  with  clippers,  and  never  sharpened 
them.  It  was  torture,  but  that  was  where  you  got  your 
hair  cut.  He  was  a nice  man,  very  talented,  and  he 
made  violins  by  hand.  The  man  couldn’t  read  or 
write  but  he  could  read  a carpenter’s  square  and  cut 
rafters  and  do  anything  like  that. 


War  and  post-war 

During  WW2,  most  everyone  went  to  the  service. 
They  had  a dance  for  Blaine  Littell  and  Frankie 
Stedman,  Gilly  Palmer,  Bob  Stanton,  Ashwell  Heath 
and  many  others.  Guy  Roberts  used  to  live  over 
where  the  Lunts  house  just  got  burned  out.  He  didn’t 
go  into  the  service,  but  he  went  to  Alaska  to  work  on 
the  Alcan  highway  and  the  boat  got  sunk  by  a 


torpedo  and  of  course  he  died.  Now  Ed  Downs  didn’t 
live  in  Tyringham  when  he  went  to  the  service.  Ed 
Downs  got  wounded  badly  at  Normandy.  Lost  a leg 
and  came  back  to  live  with  Lyle  Taylor.  Lyle  was  a 
little  short  guy  who  lived  in  the  present  Gladys  Shirley 
house.  He  was  a farmer,  an  old  bachelor  farmer.  He 
had  an  old 
Willys  four- 
door  sedan. 

He  liked  that 
because  he 
was  little  and 
he  said  it 
suited  him. 

Ed  Downs 
had  a wood- 
en leg.  He 
was  a nice  man  Lyle  Taylor  and  team  in  1939  parade 

but  he  got  to 

drinking  quite  badly.  Donny  Stanton  and  I’d  go  up 
and  play  cards  (pitch)  with  him.  We  went  up  one  day 
and  asked  where  was  Ed.  Lyle  said  he  got  to  drinking 
too  much,  so  Lyle  took  his  wooden  leg  away  and 
threw  it  on  the  wood  pile.  Lyle  said  that  if  he  sobered 
up  he'd  give  him  his  leg  back.  Lyle  got  killed  in  an 
auto  accident  up  on  Laurel  Lake. 


Joe  Whalen 

I was  thinking  of  the  older  families  that  I remember 
when  we  first  came  to  town.  You’ve  got  all  the  way 
from  the  far  end  of  the  valley  right  through  to  the 
other  end.  Old  Mrs.  Depping  and  Dr.  Depping,  Mrs. 
Gelschleichter,  and  you  had  Everett  Hale  and  the 
Slaters.  Deppings  lived  out  in  Sodom  in  behind 
McLennans.  And  of 
course  McLennans, 
and  then  Moffetts. 

The  old  Hiscox  place 
and  then  to  Church 
Road,  you  had  Mike 
Winters,  you  had  old 
Ward  McCarthy  and 
the  Duvemois  family. 

Those  days  and  those 
people  are  all  gone. 

Thinking  back  you 
remember  people  that 
added  to  the  community. 

The  older  families  in  town  were  quite  a thing.  They 
were  special  people.  They  kept  it  all  going.  A great 
many  of  them  were  tied  up  in  community  affairs.  You 
had  old  Charlie  Johnson  here,  my  neighbor,  where 
Chuckie  Clark  lives  now.  You  had  the  Pickens,  and 
all  the  way  down.  You  had  John  Heath  with  his 
school  bus.  You  had  old  Mrs.  Welch,  the  school 
teacher  in  town  for  many,  many  years.  I can 


Joe  Whalen 
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remember  taking  John  Heath's  school  bus  to  take  the 
kids  to  the  Catskill  Game  Farm.  I told  the  kids,  “You 
all  behave  and  on  the  way  back  we’ll  have  a treat.”  At 
that  time  I was  driving  a trailer  truck  and  working  in 
truck  maintenance  so  I knew  my  way  around  Hudson 
and  that  area,  so  coming  back  we  stopped  at  a place 
the  other  side  of  Claverack  - the  Dutch  Treat.  Took  all 
the  kids  in  and  got  them  all  ice  cream.  Then  you  got  a 
double  dip  ice  cream  cone  for  six  cents. 

Our  first  years  here  I had  quite  a bit  to  do  with  the 
Colonels  baseball  team.  The  kids  we  had  in  town, 
Bobby  Clark,  Peter  Curtin,  Jimmy,  Everett  and  Eddie 
Fennelly,  Dudley  Van  Ornian,  Donny  Stanton,  the 
young  lad  that  lived  up  near  cold  spring,  name  of 
Walker.  Cap  Couch,  our  minister  here  in  town,  he 
was  one  of  the  principals  in  keeping  the  kids 
together,  and  keeping  them  occupied.  Very  few  had 
transportation  in  those  days.  That  started  in  probably 
in  the  '50s.  I coached  the  team  in  about  '52  - 53.  I 
had  a station  wagon  at  the  time  and  would  load  all 
the  kids  in  the  station  wagon  and  we'd  go  to 
Lanesboro  and  we'd  go  to  Mill  River  and  we'd  go  to 
Dalton,  and  West  Stockbridge.  We'd  play  other 
towns.  Then  of  course  as  the  boys  got  older  they  got 
transportation,  and  from  baseball  it  went  to  girls.  And 
they  went  off  and  had  their  own  families.  It  all 
changed  things.  TV  also  came  along  about  that  time. 

We  used  to  have  fun  with  Walter  (Howard^, 
snowmobiling,  and  all  that.  One  trip  it  was  probably 
25  to  30  machines.  We  left  from  here.  They  were  all 
parked  here  in  the  door  yard.  We  were  going  to 
Hayes  Pond  up  on  top  of  the  mountain.  We  had 
thermos  jugs,  everybody  stuck  the  thermos  jugs  in 
their  machines.  We  had  donuts.  We  got  up  there  and 
we  all  parked  out  on  the  ice  there,  and  everyone  got 
their  thermos  bottles  out.  Every  themnos  bottle  except 
ours  was  broken!  Marion  and  I had  a big  old  Stanley 
bottle  with  a lining.  It  didn’t  break.  We  had  one  quart 
of  coffee  for  about  30  people.  And  all  the  donuts! 


Rake  factory 
fire,  February 
1978 

(Eagle  photo) 


I was  Fire  Chief  when  the  rake  factory  burned  - in 
the  early  seventies.  We'd  had  a number  of  little  calls 
from  there.  They'd  get  sort  of  a back  flash.  There  was 
sawdust  that  would  accumulate  on  the  beams.  They 
kept  it  clean  but,  of  course,  all  you  had  to  do  was 
have  one  spark  and  it  would  get  into  some  sawdust 
and  before  you  know  it,  it  would  creepy  crawl.  That 
fire  happened  at  night.  Nothing  was  running.  There 
was  a person  working  there  that  night  - a sort  of 
fireman  who  kept  the  fires  going.  (They  had  fires  for 
their  dry  kiln  where  they  used  to  dry  their  own 
lumber).  He  discovered  the  fire  and  called  it  in,  but  by 
the  time  you  got  everything  set  up,  it  was... when  I got 
there,  the  front  had  already  blown  off.  It  blew  the  front 
doors  right  out.  There  were  probably  26  or  28  people 
on  the  Fire  Department  back  then.  We  pumped  from 
Merry  Brook,  right  there  at  the  road.  Then  of  course 
we  had  people  come  from  Lee  and  Stockbridge.  All 
the  wives  fed  us  for  two  days.  They  brought  food 
down.  It  took  nearly  three  days  to  get  everything 
extinguished. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

More  Photos... 


Cobble  in  winter 
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Gerard  and  Uz  Spencer 


Ben  Schaefer 


Henning  Carlson 


Joan  Hale 


Barclay  and  Sarah  Hudson 


Terry  Curtin 


Robert  Schell  Rudd 


Sidney  and  Walter  Howard 


Kate  Van  Orman 


Sue  Choquette 


Kenny  Jones 


Hazel  VanOrman 


Everett  & Adam  Fennelly 
Working  on  the  playground 


Barbara  & Stet  Adams  Tyringham  Mothers  of  Twins  Reroofing  the  Church 

and  Carolyn  Canon  Georgia  Birkett,  Catha  Rambusch,  in  the  1960s 

and  Milly  McIntosh 
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Grace  Slater 


Tom  Fennelly 


Sissy  Curtin 


Arthur  and  Ethel  Slater 


Phil  Deely 


Putt  Darey 


Penelope  Uttell 


Bettv  & Larrv  Cemik 


Gerry  Clark 


yrii^ian 


VITAL  STATISTICS 

from  the  OfTice  of  the  Town  Clerk 


Marriages: 


Michael  McCauley  to  Susan  Lynn  Clark 
May  30  1999 


mis  pflarcT  is  supported  ik  p«tt  by 


Massachusetts  Cl maAi  Coi?srji 

Tyringham  Topics  VaWfWinter  1999 
Editor  Roberta  Myers 

Editorial  and  production  staff: 


Deaths: 

Cortland  Heath 

September  1,  1921  - March  29,  1999 


Toodie  Alsop,  Mini  Gilder, 

Maggie  Howard,  Sarah  Hudson 
And  the  many  Tyringham  residents 
who  shared  their  photos  and  memories. 


Sister  Mary  Stephany  Hanley 

November  27,  1894  - May  30,  1999 

Jacob  Berg 

May  15,  1903  -June  12,  1999 

Irma  Clark 

January  14,  1924  - November  28,  1999 
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Tyringham  and  first  class  to  contributors  to  the  Hop 
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Tyringham,  MA  01264 
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SELECTMEN’S  NEWS 

We  have  had  a very  busy  year. 

Our  road  project  from  Monterey  Road  to  Barnes 
Road  is  at  100%  approval  and  it’s  now  up  to  the  state 
to  bid  this  out  and  award  the  job.  They  also  oversee 
the  entire  project. 

We  have  completed  the  painting  of  the  Post  Office, 
library,  Town  Hall  and  School  House  exteriors.  (They 
look  very  nice). 

We  have  just  been  approved  for  a grant  to  bring  our 
Town  Hall,  Library  and  Post  Office  up  to  standard  for 
A.D.A.  (Americans  Disability  Act)  compliance.  This 
was  done  with  a lot  of  hard  work  through  Tom  Webb 
of  Berkshire  Housing  who  wrote  the  grant  and  a lot  of 
hard  work  and  extra  efforts  from  Molly. 

We  have  paved  Stonebridge  Ways  and  this  will 
make  life  easier  for  our  highway  crew,  especially  for 
plowing.  It  will  also  be  very  convenient  for  all  the 
homeowners  using  this  daily. 

We  expect  to  receive  our  new  town  truck  soon  and 
this  will  be  well  received,  just  before  our  winter 
season  for  sanding  and  plowing. 

We  still  spend  much  time  trying  to  keep  ahead  of 
the  beavers  trying  to  flood  our  roads.  We  have 
installed  pipes  through  the  dams  to  release  more 
water  but  they  just  go  down  stream  and  build  another 
dam.  We  are  now  trying  a motion  light  at  our  most 
severe  problem  on  Goose  Pond  Road,  hoping  this 
will  deter  them  from  building  a dam  across  our 
culvert.  But  as  of  this  writing,  they  seem  to  enjoy  the 
light  at  night  as  our  highway  crew  has  taken  enough 
sticks  out  to  build  a small  house. 

At  our  annual  Town  meeting  we  were  able  to  keep 
a very  good  Free  Cash  figure  and  to  lower  the  tax 
rate  while  keeping  our  infrastructure  in  very  good 
condition. 

We  have  appointed  a committee  whose  charge  will 
be  to  look  into  the  possibility  of  new  buildings  for  our 
Fire  Department,  Highway  Department  and  Town 
Offices,  or  for  one  municipal  building  for  all. 

We  have  renovated  the  old  school  house  and  it  is 
A.D.A  approved.  We  currently  have  the  Assessors, 
Planrwng  Board,  Historical  Commission,  Conservation 
Commission  and  Building  Inspector  offices  there. 

On  October  16*'’,  we  had  a great  example  of  good 
team-work  when  about  forty  town  residents,  including 
members  of  the  Tyringham  Properties  Committee, 
plus  staff  of  the  Trustees  of  Reservations,  all  got 
together  with  chain  saws  and  loppers  to  clear  brush 
along  the  side  of  Hop  Brook.  We  managed  to  clear 
that  side  all  the  way  from  the  Town  Hall  to  the 
Fireman’s  Pavilion.  More  work  on  the  other  side  is 
planned  for  early  spring.  But  it  was  a great  start. 

Halloween  this  year  was  particularly  scary, 
involving  haunted  hayrides  along  Church  Road  to  see 
all  the  ghosts,  ghouls  and  bodies  alongside  the  route 
to  the  cemetery,  and  to  hear  the  screams  of  victims. 
Many  thanks  to  Dick  and  Dot  Loring,  Everett  and 


Mary  Ann  Fennelly,  Amy  Fennelly,  Sissy  and  Lori 
Curtin,  Kate  Harding,  Molly  Curtin-Schaefer  and 
many  other  volunteers  for  pulling  off  such  a good 
show,  which  included  a party  at  the  Town  Hall  at  the 
end. 

We  still  have  plenty  on  our  plate  to  continue  to  keep 
Tyringham  Tyringham. 

For  the  Board  of  Selectmen 
Peter  Curtin,  Chairman 


TYRINGHAM  LIBRARY 

Our  Town  library  is  now  open  every  Tuesday  from 
3 to  5 PM,  and  I am  the  librarian.  Tyringham 
residents  do  not  need  a library  card,.  You  can  take 
out  a book  for  two  weeks  and  can  renew  your  loan. 

Even  if  we  don’t  have  the  book  you  want,  we  can 
get  it  through  inter-library  loan  services. 

We  have  a computer  which  is  internet  accessible 
for  kids  (and  adults  too!)  to  use. 

I hope  you  will  take  advantage  of  your  library  and 
its  treasures. 

Amy  Fennelly 


TYRINGHAM  CULTURAL  COUNCIL 

Your  cultural  council  voted  this  year  to  keep  grant 
funds  in  our  town.  We  decided  to  sponsor  a 
performance  by  Tyringham  children  rehearsed  in  the 
summer  to  be  perfomned  Labor  Day  weekend  2000. 

Our  inspiration  for  this  effort  is  the  many  fond 
memories  of  the  Sound  of  Music,  a Tyringham 
children’s  production  of  several  years  ago. 

First  we  need  to  pick  a play  and  a director.  We  will 
contact  drama  departments  of  local  colleges  and  high 
schools  in  our  director  search  and  plan  to  hire  a 
director  in  the  spring. 

Next,  we’ll  contact  all  Tyringham  children  and  set 
up  a rehearsal  schedule  for  the  summer.  Stay  tuned! 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 

TYRINGHAM  COUNCIL  ON  AGING 

The  Tyringham  Council  on  Aging  sponsors  several 
activities  for  senior  citizens.  Drop-in  coffee  hours  are 
Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  from  9:30  a.m.  - 11:30 
a.m.,  and  monthly  pot  luck  lunches  (followed  by 
activities  or  speakers)  are  held  on  the  second 
Tuesday  of  each  month  at  1 1 :30  a.m.  There  are  on- 
going "Gentle  Exercise"  classes  on  Wednesdays 
from  11  a.m.  - 12  noon.  All  activities  are  held  in  the 
small  meeting  room  of  the  Town  Hall  and  all  seniors 
are  welcome. 

Barbara  Adams,  Vice  Chair 
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TYRINGHAM 
UNION  CHURCH 

Over  the  past  year,  there  have 
been  a number  of  events  which 
have  enabled  me  to  meet  more  of 
this  community  - such  as  the  early 
morning  Easter  breakfast,  and  our  Memorial  Day 
commemorative  service  and  ceremony  at  the 
cemetery.  And  I was  so  pleased  to  see  a number  of 
our  friends  who  return  here  each  summer.  We 
continue  to  be  blessed  by  our  congregation,  our 
lovely  music  provided  by  Anne  Palmer  and  Sue  and 
Aubrey  Choquette,  our  flowers  provided  by  Aubrey, 
and  our  community  spirit. 

I have  also  been  greatly  heartened  by  the  generous 
response  to  the  appeal  for  funds  to  restore  our 
Church,  which  was  launched  last  June  by  the 
"Friends  for  the  Preservation  of  the  Union  Church". 
The  target  of  $17,000  - needed  to  do  the  work  on  the 
church  steps  and  the  restoration  work  on  the  tower 
and  roof  - was  greatly  surpassed.  Thanks  to  the 
remarkable  generosity  of  so  many  of  you,  $38,000 
were  raised,  with  more  still  coming  in.  This  will  make 
a number  of  additional  projects  possible:  re-puttying 
the  windows,  painting  the  exterior  of  the  church, 
rebuilding  and  insulating  the  entrance  to  the 
basement,  and  refurbishing  the  basement  and 
entrance.  Work  on  the  tower  and  roof  will  begin  in 
early  spring,  2000. 

You  are  all  most  cordially  invited  to  our  Candlelight 
Service  on  Christmas  Eve,  Friday,  December  24‘^,  at 
7:30  PM,  as  well  as  our  regular  Worship  Service 
each  Sunday  at  1 1 AM.  We  also  have  Sunday  School 
for  all  ages,  children  and  adult,  at  9:30.  I look  forward 
to  seeing  you. 

May  you  and  yours  have  a blessed  holiday.  And 
may  the  new  century  bring  health,  happiness  and 
success  to  you  all. 

Pastor  Earl  Goss 


TYRINGHAM  FIRE  DEPARTMENT 

On  the  night  of  September  8^^,  1999,  we  got  a call 
about  a structure  fire  at  129  Main  Road  (Bill  Lunt)  at 
7:34  p.m.  I responded  and  found  the  rear  of  the 
house  fully  engulfed  in  flames  coming  out  on  both 
stories.  I immediately  called  for  help  from  Lee  and 
Monterey,  who  responded  quickly.  Our  trucks  were 
there  within  four  or  five  minutes.  We  knocked  it  down 
and  thought  we  had  it,  until  the  roof  would  not  go  out. 
A weird  roof  construction  kept  us  there  until  3:05  a.m. 

A great  job  was  done  by  all  who  worked.  Some  of 
the  ladies  got  coffee  and  eats  and  a thank  you  is 
owed  to  them  also. 


HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 

I feel  honored  to  be  president  of  the  Hop  Brook 
Community  Club.  The  club  consists  of  women  from 
Tyringham  who  get  together  monthly  to  plan  activities 
which  will  benefit  the  town.  In  the  past  we  have 
helped  pay  for  the  heating  of  the  church  and  we  also 
offer  swim  lessons  and  a crafts  day  camp  for  the 
children  of  the  town.  This  year  we  also  added  tennis 
lessons  taught  by  Catherine  Clucas. 

One  of  the  most  important  things  that  we  do  is  to 
provide  scholarships  for  Tyringham  high  school 
graduates  who  are  going  on  to  further  education  and 
training.  Richard  Sweeney  of  Goose  Pond  and  Dylan 
McCullough  of  Main  Road  were  awarded 
scholarships  to  Merrimac  College  and  Berkshire 
Community  College,  respectively.  We  also  give  gift 
certificates  to  all  the  other  high  school  graduates.  Our 
monthly  meetings  have  very  full  agendas  and  we 
seem  to  accomplish  a great  deal  in  a short  span  of 
time.  The  Hop  Brook  Community  Club  meets  the  third 
Wednesday  of  each  month  at  various  people’s 
homes. 

Any  woman  in  Tyringham  who  would  like  to  join  us 
is  very  welcome.  I think  it  is  a wonderful  group  of 
women  who  work  towards  the  enrichment  of 
Tyringham. 

In  closing,  we  would  like  once  again  to  express 
appreciation  to  the  families  of  Femside  for  their 
generous  contribution  to  the  scholarship  fund  in 
memory  of  Robert  Schell  Rudd.  Also,  we  owe  thanks 
to  Marilyn  Curtin  for  the  sale  of  mugs,  plates,  books 
and  cards.  Finally  we  are  grateful  to  Sue  and  Aubrey 
Choquette  for  their  successful  concert  of  last 
summer. 

Gail  Charpentier 


The  Sisters  of  the  Visitation 
Wish  all  our  Friends  and  Neighbors 
of  TYRINGHAM 

a blessed  CHRISTMAS  and  a NEW  YEAR 
full  of  hope  and  peace. 

You  are  cordially  invited  to  join  us 
for  our  CHRISTMAS  EVE  Midnight  Mass 
preceded  by  Sung  Vigils  at  1 1 :00  p.m. 

Mass  on  CHRISTMAS  morning 
Will  be  at  9:30  a.m. 

There  will  also  be  a Midnight  Mass  on 
NEW  YEAR’S  EVE 

Preceded  by  Sung  Vigils  at  1 1 :00  p.m. 

Monastery  of  the  Visitation 
1 4 Beach  Road 

Tyringham,  Massachusetts  01264 


James  J.  Curtin 
Fire  Chief 
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IN  MEMORIAM 


Beatrice  Loring 


Beatrice  Loring  anniversary  picture  1980 


Beatrice  Loring  was  born  and  raised  in 
Sandisfield,  daughter  of  Alford  Rowley  and 
Ada  Hawley  Rowley.  She  graduated  from 
Lee  High  School  in  1931.  She  worked  on 
her  grandfather’s  farm  until  her  marriage  to 
Charles  Loring  in  1935.  They  settled  in 
Tyringham  and  raised  a family  of  five  sons 
and  two  daughters.  Her  family  was  #1  in  her 
book. 

Bea  was  a true  friend  to  everyone.  She 
was  known  for  remembering  birthdays  and 
sending  cards  to  all  she  knew. 

She  remained  a member  of  Tyringham 
Union  Church  and  the  Hop  Brook  Club  until 
her  death.  As  "in-laws”  were  added  to  the 
family  we  were  treated  as  her  own.  As 
adults  we  all  knew  if  Mumsy  (as  she  was 
affectionately  known)  wanted  something,  we 
had  better  HOP  TO  IT! 

She  gave  great  love  and  received  the 
same  from  all  of  us. 

Dierdre  Loring 
Daughter-in-law 


Cortland  F.  Heath,  Sr. 


Cortland  Heath  1957 


In  the  short  time  I knew  Cort,  I learned 
some  interesting  things  about  him.  Cort 
spent  most  of  his  life  in  Tyringham.  He  was 
a veteran  of  WWII,  and  enjoyed  talking 
about  his  tour  of  duty  as  an  MP  in  Europe. 
He  was  very  proud  to  have  fought  and 
served  in  WWII  for  his  country.  Cort  was 
also  an  accomplished  musician.  In  fact,  he 
made  it  a family  affair  with  his  three  sons  - 
Cort  Jr,  Gary  and  Bruce  - as  well  as  his 
wife,  Anna.  They  played  country  music, 
while  Cort  Sr.  called  square  dances.  Cort 
and  his  band  played  all  over  Western 
Massachusetts  and  neighboring  New  York. 
Cort  made  many  friends  and  liked  to  charm 
the  ladies.  He  loved  to  tell  stories  about  his 
life  and  Tyringham!  The  greatest  thing  about 
Cort  was  his  ability  to  make  people  laugh. 
Cort  was  a man  who  was  well  liked  and  well 
respected  by  those  who  knew  him.  Although 
Cort  has  gone  to  join  his  wife,  Anna,  he  will 
live  on  in  our  hearts.  Your  family  misses  you 
Cort! 

Nancianne  DiLego-Heath 
Daughter-in-law 
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NEWS  FROM  NEAR  AND  FAR 


Tyringham  Topics  readers  from  near  and  far  have  sent  us  news  of  the  past  year  with  their 
Christmas  greetings  to  all. 

Ron  and  Shobana  Goldberg  of  Main  Road  thank  all  who  have  so  warmly  welcomed  them  to 
Tyringham  and  extend  their  warm  welcome  to  dear  friends  Tom  and  Kathy  Jackman  who  have 
just  moved  into  town.  Peace  to  all  this  coming  year. 

From  Melbourne  Australia,  Kathy  and  Andrew  Bardwell  send  greetings.  They  are  expecting 
their  Christmas  to  be  a "hot  one"  with  temperatures  between  85  and  95  degrees.  Kathy 
continues  to  work  as  a travel  agent  and  Andrew  is  a chef  in  Melbourne. 

Viggo  and  Catha  Rambusch  write  that  the  Rambusch  Company  Centennial  Exhibition  will  be 
mounted  in  the  Grand  Gallery  of  the  National  Arts  Club  at  15  Gramercy  Park  from  December  7 
through  New  Year’s  Day  2000.  "All  our  neighbors  are  invited  to  see  what  a small  family  company 
has  done  in  the  last  100  years! " The  gallery  hours  are  1-6pm.  It  is  a good  idea  to  call  the  club 
desk  to  confirm  212-475-3424. 

Anne  Moffett  has  left  the  Museum  of  Fine  Arts  in  Boston  after  many  years.  She  and  eighteen 
others  were  terminated  in  the  highly  controversial  "restructuring"  at  the  museum  in  June.  We  wish 
Anne  success  in  her  job  search  in  the  field  of  American  Decorative  Arts  in  the  year  2000! 

In  November  Margaret  Rector  traveled  to  Eastern  Europe  visiting  Budapest  and  Vienna. 

Maggie  and  Deanna  Curtin  and  their  brother  Alex  Williamson  went  to  see  their  elderly  Scottish 
aunt  in  November  also.  They  hiked,  explored  Loch  Lomond,  and  went  to  Edinburgh. 

Many  proud  grandparents  reported  births  in  1999.  Michaela  Dierdre  Loring  was  bom  on  August 
17  to  Chuck  and  Kathie  Loring  of  New  Marlboro.  Her  grandparents  are  Charles  (Tunk)  and 
Dierdre  Loring  of  Otis  and  Robert  and  Nell  MacKenzie  of  New  Marlboro.  Putt  and  Holly  Darey 
also  have  a new  granddaughter  Hannah  Anachel  bom  to  Jennifer  and  Ralph  Miller  on  June  29.  at 
Bay  State  Medical  Center.  Carl  and  Chris  Curtin  are  delighted  to  be  first  time  grandparents  of  a 
little  girl,  Quinn  Alma,  born  on  February  20  to  Christine  Curtin  and  Christopher  Barry.  Great 
grandmother  is  Mary  Fisher  Curtin  of  Lenox.  Lauria  and  Donald  Puntin's  son  Brian  and 
daughter-in-law  Jamie  of  Art  School  Road,  Monterey  are  parents  of  a baby  girl  Alyssa  Joy  bom 
on  June  21 . Franck  and  Veronica  Felix  also  welcome  their  first  grandchild  into  their  lives  - Jacob 
Nicholas  born  on  September  21 . Gordon  and  Kate  Van  Orman  also  have  a new  grandchild 
named  Jacob.  On  October  10  Jacob  Andrew  Huff  was  bom  to  Barbara  Van  Orman  and  John 
Huff  of  Quaker  Hill  CT.  Young  Jacob's  big  brother  is  Nicholas. 

At  Femside  there  were  two  new  1999  babies.  Rudd  Callanan  Fawcett  arrived  on  March  2,  son  of 
Donald  and  Bridget  Fawcett.  Rudd  is  takes  after  his  dad  in  dimensions,  weighing  10  lbs  14  oz, 
and  measuring  22  1/2  inches  at  birth.  His  cousin  Naomi  Alice  Tmax  was  bom  on  September  24 
to  Janie  Thrailkill  and  Hawley  Truax. 

George  and  Betty  Kramer  also  write  that  Charies  Truax  is  engaged  to  Julie  Glen!  Reese 
Palmer,  son  of  Gilly  and  Anne  Palmer,  is  engaged  to  Laura  Frank  and  they  are  planning  a 
wedding  in  the  spring.  Walter  Palmer's  daughter,  Spring,  will  be  married  in  Raleigh,  NC,  to  John 
Holmeschek  on  December  19^^.  James  Luchars,  son  of  Margaret  Olds  Richards,  was  married 
to  Betsy  O'Brien  of  Stonington  CT  on  June  12.  The  wedding  took  place  at  the  Weekapaug  Inn  in 
Rl  where  James  worked  for  many  summers  "in  his  youth". 

Rachel  Urquhart,  daughter  of  Sidney  and  Brian,  was  married  on  August  21  to  John  Herrera,  an 
architect  who  lives  in  New  York.  They  were  married  in  Spencertown,  NY,  at  the  home  of  John's 
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News  from  Near  and  Far  (continued) 

father,  Philip  Herrera.  Rachel  and  John  live  in  New  York  with  Rachel's  son  Theo,  where  she 
continues  to  write  while  John  designs  commercial  buildings  and  residences. 

Also  in  August,  Michael  Puntin,  son  of  Tim  and  Gail  Puntin,  was  married  to  Patricia  Krol  of 
Dalton  on  August  28“’. 

Various  reports  from  Florida  - By  the  time  Christmas  arrives.  Bill  and  Connie  Dyer  will  have  had 
two  weddings  in  the  family.  Beverly  and  Wayne  Phillips  were  married  on  July  4 at  Palmetto 
Presbyterian  Church  and  Beverly's  daughter  Heidi  will  be  married  to  Daniel  Schmitz  on 
November  27  in  Tampa,  Florida. 

Ina  Schnell  writes  "Gene  died  on  March  8.  We  had  ten  wonderful  years  in  Rorida,  but  we  always 
remember  with  special  pleasure  our  years  in  Tyringham." 

Newlyweds  Erin  Le  Compte,  granddaughter  of  Ruth  Heath,  and  Tim  Hart  have  moved  to  Naples, 
Florida  where  Erin,  who  graduated  in  May  with  a degree  in  early  childhood  education,  works  with 
the  school  system  and  Tim  in  a bank.  They  were  married  in  Lee  on  October  16.  Ruth's  other 
granddaughter.  Shannon,  is  a sophomore  at  Wheaton  College  in  Norton,  Massachusetts.  Her 
daughter  Ruth  Heath  LeCompte  graduated  summa  cum  laude  with  a degree  in  early  childhood 
and  elementary  education  from  Elms  College  in  Chicopee. 

Charles  Luchars,  son  of  Margaret,  completed  his  second  BA  in  journalism  at  SUNY  - New  Paltz 
in  May  and  has  been  writing  for  The  Poughkeepsie  Journal. 

Nicole,  daughter  of  Bob  and  MaryAnn  Brown  is  taking  a year  off  from  Mt.  Holyoke  and  will  be 
home  from  New  Zealand  on  December  20.  Alexis  is  in  the  process  of  applying  to  colleges. 

'Wiat  a wonderful  setting  all  of  us  in  Tyringham  have  in  which  to  raise  our  children"  writes 
MaryAnn.  George  and  Nini  Gilder's  daughter  Mellie  had  an  adventurous  year  off  before 
Dartmouth  which  lead  her  to  a mud/dung  home  in  a remote  village  in  Kenya  with  African  Inland 
Mission.  She  taught  middle  school  English  and  Math,  and  occasionally  assisted  at  track  practice 
and  in  the  pulpit  of  their  fledgling  church. 

Lori,  daughter  of  Sissy  and  Johnny  Curtin,  was  named  to  the  Dean's  List  for  the  1999  Spring 
semester  at  Westfield  State.  Hilary  and  Philip  Deely  report  that  Maisie  is  a junior  at  Sarah 
Lawrence  and  is  working  hard,  Pip  is  at  Northfield  Mt.Hermon  and  loves  it  and  Kitzbuhl,  the  stray 
cat  found  in  the  Town  Park,  is  happy,  fat  and  a permanent  member  of  the  Deely  family. 

Pam  and  Mike  Curtin  and  young  Madison  are  in  the  process  of  building  a new  log  cabin  on  the 
site  of  Fred  Loring's  old  house  at  31  Main  Road.  Teresa  Bragdon  writes  that  after  more  than  25 
years  as  a resident  of  Tyringham  she  now  resides  in  her  new  home  on  the  Stockbridge  Road  in 
Lee.  She  and  John  invite  all  their  friends  in  Tyringham  to  stop  in  whenever  in  the  area  and  they 
look  forward  to  visiting  with  everyone  at  the  annual  steak  roast. 

Some  landmark  occasions.  Ned  Perkins  celebrated  his  80th  birthday  in  Tyringham  at  the  end  of 
July  with  most  of  his  large  family.  Neil  and  Helen  Curtin  will  be  celebrating  their  50th  wedding 
anniversary  on  March  1 , 2000. 

Our  elderly  friends  send  greetings  from  nursing  homes  - Judy  Reber  from  Northampton  MA, 
Edith  Charpentier  from  Ossining,  NY,  and  Mary  Smith  recently  moved  to  Senior  Lodge  in 
Pittsfield.  Mary  writes  "Thank  you  all  for  your  prayers  and  best  wishes  while  I was  so  ill  this  year". 
Blanche  Thober  has  moved  from  Kimball  Farms  to  a nursing  home  nearer  her  niece  in  Cohoes, 
NY. 

Newcomers  to  the  Monterey  Road,  Vivi  Mannuzza  and  Stephen  Cohen  and  their  children, 
Simon  and  Olivia,  send  thanks  for  the  warm  reception  of  town  folk  and  best  wishes  for  a peaceful 
century. 

From  Wallingford  PA,  Ed  and  Ann  Walton  write  "As  summer  visitors  at  Goose  Pond,  we  wish  all 
our  friends  in  Tyringham  and  the  Union  Church  a Merry  Christmas  and  a blessed  New  Year." 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS 


Barbara  & Steve  Adams  - In  memory  of  Stet 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop 

Watt  & Rosa  Alward;  Walt  Jr.  & Joanna:  David, 
Heidi  & Emily  Nutt 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Babbie  Barhydt 

Betty  & Bill  Bean  & Whitney  too! 

Georgia  H.  Birkett 

Judith  Bishop  & Maia  Bishop  Bookoff 
Teresa  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 
Mary  Ann,  Bob,  Nicole  and  Alexis  Brown 
Henning,  Joyce  & Kim  Carlson;  Michael,  Becky, 
Jillian,  Zachary  & Ryan  Carlson 
All  the  Cemiks 

Peter,  Gail,  Ussy,  Matt  Charpentier 

Bob  & Sue  Choquette  .Aubrey,  Noah  & Nicky 

Dot  Choquette 

Francis  & Betty  Clark  & Family 
Inna  Clark 

Pat  Clark  & Jerry  Pontier;  Robin  & John 
Fitzpatrick,  Lucas  and  Ben;  Kristie  Clark; 

& Robert  W.  Clark 

Stephen  Cohen  & Vivi  Mannuzza,  Simon  and 
Olivia  Cohen 

Maria  Cole;  Timolin  Cole  Augustus,  Julian  & 
Justin;  Casey  Cole  Ray  & family 
Jim,  Karen,  Ben  Austin,  Darren  & Evan 
Consolati 

Bobbie  & Player  Crosby;  Jay  Crosby;  Kit 
Crosby;  Erik,  Lelia,  Elizabeth  & Andrew 
Broun;  Peter,  Serafina,  Lis,  Kayla  & Sophia 
Broun 

Carl  & Chris  Curtin,  C.Larry  Curtin,  Chris  & Chris 
& Quinn  Barry 
Gerry  Curtin 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 

Jim,  Kathy,  Denise  and  Joey  Curtin;  Jimmy, 
Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin;  Tim, 

Katy  & Shawn  Murphy 
Mary  Curtin,  Gene,  Nancy  & sons  Kevin, 

Eugene  & Scott 

Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Michelle  Goodfellow, 
Peter  Curtin  Jr.  & sons  Ethan  and 
Collin  Curtin;  Jamie  Curtin  & Joshua,  Nissa  & 
Asia;  Matt  Curtin  & sons,  Dillon  and  Devin 
Curtin. 

Sissy,  Johnny,  Mark,  Lori,  Mike,  Pam  and 
Madison  Curtin 

Terry  & Marilyn  Curtin;  Terry,  Lisa  and  Darby 
Curtin;  Kelly  & Tony  Haywood; 

Greg,  Beth  and  Kyle  Poulin;  Stephen  Curtin 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 


Putt  & Holly  Darey 

Philip  & Hilary  Deely,  Maisie,  Pip  & Kitzbuhel 

Betty  L.  Dennis 

Harry  Ellis  Dickson  & family 

Tom  & Therese  Dillon 

Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penny  Borax,  David  & Adam; 
Peggy  Donald  Snider,  Gypsy  Snider 
& Lorenzo  Pisoni 
Gerald  & Donna  Drake  - 
In  memory  of  Roy  and  Candace  Heath 
Bill  and  Connie  Dyer,  Arthur  & Jane  Dyer, 
Beverly  and  Wayne  Phillips,  Heidi 
Elsensohn 

Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott 
Gino,  Mary,  & Nicholas  Errichetto,  & Stacey 
Curtin  - In  memory  of  David  Curtin 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  Annette,  James 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 
Franck,  Veronica,  Franckie,  Nicholas  & 

John  Felix 

Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly;  Catherine  Fennelly  & 
Brian  Bailey;  Cheryl,  Parker  and 
Ethan  Fennelly 

Eddie  & Dianne  Fennelly  & family 
Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly;  Amy  Fennelly  & 
Byron  Renderer;  Kathleen  & 

Andrew  Bardwell 

Everett,  Marybeth  & Luke  Fennelly 
Michael  Frazier  & Charles  Mirotznik 
Paul  and  Nan  Freed 

Allan  & Mary  Gamer;  David,  Levi  and  Deanna 
Gamer;  Stephen  and  Nancy  Wood 
Mellie  Gilder;  Josh,  Anne-Lee  & Max;  David, 
Cindy  & Allison  Gilder 

Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie,  Richard  & 
Nannina 

Larry,  Sally,  Eric  & Laura  Griffin;  Levi 
& Reebok  too! 

Ron  & Shobhana  Goldberg 
Arnold  & Alice  Hale 
David  Hale 
Don  & Mary  Hale 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  Loring  Hale 
Dorothea  R.  Hanson 
Peggy  and  Mason  Harding;  Jim  & Susie 
Harding,  Maggie,  Jack,  & Sam 
Kathleen  & Stuart  Harrod 
Arnold  & Sandy,  Cathy  & Suzie  Hayne 
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Ruth  A.  Heath;  Steve,  Ruth  & Shannon 
LeCompte;  Tim  and  Erin  Hart;  Donald  & 

Karie  Heath;  James  and  Christina  Heath; 
Herbert  H.  Heath;  Randy,  Nancy, 

Adam  & Robert  Wade;  John  Heath,  Linda  & 
Crystal  Wells 
John  and  Eleanor  Hoag 
Maggie  Howard 

Barclay  & Kerstin  & Colin  Hudson;  Sean  & 
Elayne  Hudson 
Sarah  Hudson 

Arlene  Jennings,  Blase  Katterhagen  & Kate  Geis 
Chris,  Tracy  & Alexander  Johnson 
Al,  Martha,  Jason  & Allison  Joyner 
Margaret  Dillon  Katz  & Joe  Katz  & Rebecca 
Heather,  Bill  & Dakota  Ketchen 
Holly  (McLennan)  &Roger  Ketron  and  Emma, 
Henry,  Maisie  & Susanna 
Jim  and  Celia  Kittredge;  Catherine  Clucas;  Jay 
& Santhea  Ogden;  Tom  & Cinnie 
Ogden;  the  Sullivans;  Charlie  Kittredge;  the 
Scott  and  Rowley  families 
Wil,  Mary  D.,  Plum,  Susanna,  Sophie,  & Nick 
Kierstead 

George  & Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Janie 
Thrailkill  & Hawley  Truax  , Olivia  , 

Naomi  Alice;  Julie  Glen  & Charles  Truax. 

Bob  & Kathy  Lambert 
Doug  & Marion  Leach 
David,  Marge,  Matthew  and  Katelyn  Loring 
Charles,  Kathie  MacKenzie  & Michaela  Loring 
Joe,  Ev  & Rodney  Loring 
In  memory  of  Joe  Loring  Jr. 

Margaret  & Russ  Loring 
In  memory  of  Beatrice  & Charlie  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

Tunk,  Dede  & Tony  Loring;  Rhonda,  Bill,  Dylan 
& Isaac  Winters;  Elaine,  Ed, 

Bryan  and  Jordan  Arnold 
The  Jay  McBrian  family 
Katharine  McLennan  and  family 
Helena  Gilder  Miller,  Julia,  Tess.  Nadia  & 

Steven  Hartman;  Amasa,  Anita,  Elisa  & 

Ayla;  Ginny,  Molly  & Christopher 
Rodman  Miller  & Gabriel 
Anne,  Jonathan,  Sam,  Fiona  & Ian  Moffett  & 
Sarah  & John  Waterman 
Polly  Perkins  Montgomery  & family 
Bob  & Lynn  Goldberg  Moskin;  Mark;  David  & 
Camela;  Nancy  Moskin 
in  memory  of  Paula  Mattlin 


Gilder  & Anne  Palmer;  Walter  & Spring  Palmer; 

Reese  Palmer  & Laura  Frank 
Leroy,  Marge,  Kelly  & Butch  Palmer 
Tonio,  Barbara,  Caroline,  William  & Henrik 
Palmer 

John  and  Hylie  Pappenheimer  and  family 
Ned  & Petey  Perkins  & family 
Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  & Liz  Potter  & Jeffrey 
Potter 

Lauria  and  Donald  Puntin  and  Matthew 
Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Kristin  & Sandy  von 
Thelen;  Edwin,  Sharon  & McKenzie;  Martin, 
Marjorie,  Nicholas,  Jackson  & Frederick;  Lucia 
& Neil  Adam 

Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun  and  Kris  Hetlihy 
Judy  Reber 

Peggy  Reber,  Dennis  Shapson  & Homer 
Margaret  Rector;  Bill  & Susan  Barkin,  & Lily  & 
Eliza 

Chuck,  Julie,  Gabriel  & Benjamin  Reich 
Margaret  (Olds)  & Ben  Richards;  Barrie  Luchars; 
Alex,  “Poppy”  (Susan).  Thomas, 

Robbie  and  Catherine  Luchars;  Charles 
Luchars;  Betsy  and  Jim  Luchars 
Lucyan,  Alan  & Nancy  Robitaille,  Ronald  & 
Rebecca  Robitaille 

Tim,  Molly,  Dakota,  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Ina,  Eric,  Nancy  Schnell,  Vicki  & Jay  Rosen 
Charlie  and  Liz  Slater - 
In  memory  of  Grace  Slater  and  Danny  Slater 
Sam,  Debbie,  Daniel  & Megan  Slater 
Mary  Smith;  Mary-Gene  Smith  Rubin-Caplan; 

Shawn  M.  Smith;  Norene  Smith  La  Fountain 
Thomas  & Helen  Stephens 
William  & Olive  Stewart 
Frank  & Fran  Stracuzzi 
Tony  & Philippa  Claude  Stretton 
Rick,  Joanne,  Jen  & Dickie  Sweeney 
Angelica  McLennan  Syp,  Marc  & Miranda 
Asher  Treat 

Brian  & Sidney  Urquhart  & family 
Rachel  Urquhart  and  John  Herrera  & Theo 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 
Helena  Palmer  & Stefan  von  Gatterburg; 

Damian,  Teresa  & Francesca 
Ed  & Ann  Walton 
Cece  & Herb  Wasserman 
Joe,  Marion  & Denny  Whalen 
Mark  & Liz  Williams 


39 


MASSACHUSETTS 
1739 

The  Tyringham  Quilt  was  completed  in  time  for  a showing  at  the  Berkshire  Community  College  Quilt 
Festival  and  later  at  the  Tyringham  Town  Hall.  It  will  be  on  permanent  display  early  next  year. 


Hop  Brook  Community  Club 
Tyringham,  MA  01264 
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Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  in  the  interest  of  the  church  and  community 


For  our  annual  Tyringham  Topics  this  year,  we  thought 
we  should  have  a record  of  some  of  the  main  activities 
that  marked  a major  event  in  Tyringham ’s  history  - the 
Millennium  Celebration.  This  is  what  you  wrote: 

A MAGIC  MOMENT 

How  do  you  create  a 
magic  moment?  One 
way  is  to  take  a cold, 
crisp  New  England  night, 
a valley  of  unique  beauty 
and  a community  of 
people  who  want  to 
make  the  Millennium  an 
event  in  the  true  defin- 
ition of  a commemo- 
ration. When  one  thinks 
about  it,  the  Tyringham 
Millennium  Celebration 
was  an  amazing  happen- 
ing put  together  by  a 
small  group  of  dedicated 
people  in  a village. 

The  talent  contributed 
by  the  townspeople  was  overwhelming  when  one  reflects 
on  our  population.  No  other  town  or  city  in  Western 
Massachusetts  pulled  together  with  such  spirit  and  caring 
to  make  December  31,  1999  such  a memory. 

It  started  with  the  dinner  in  the  Union  Church  basement. 
How  nice  it  was  to  be  with  family,  friends  and  neighbors, 
to  eat  such  a variety  of  homemade  food  and  to  bask  in  the 
warmth  and  coziness  of  the  Community  Center.  While 
only  300  people,  more  or  less,  came  to  eat,  the  valleys 
ladies  cooked  for  what  seemed  like  3,000.  There  always 
seems  to  be  more  than  enough  food  at  a Tyringham 
event.  It  most  likely  comes  from  the  generous  nature  of 
the  people. 

As  I stood  in  the  church  basement  serving  food,  my 
mind  flashed  back  to  some  of  the  hundreds  of  events  that 


had  taken  place  there:  the  Sunday  School  classes,  the 
Children  Day  rehearsals,  the  summer  Golden  Hour 
classes  and  Vacation  Bible  School,  the  Peter  Pan  and 
Sound  of  Music  rehearsals,  the  baking  of  cookies  to  take 
around  to  the  houses  as  we  Christmas  caroled,  the 
making  of  Christmas  wreaths  for  the  church  windows  and 
doors,  the  Halloween  parties  put  on  for  the  children  by 
loving  parents  (with  apple-bobbing  included!),  Easter  egg 
hunts,  and  the  list  goes  on  and  on.  And  who  can  forget  all 
the  Sunrise  Service  breakfasts  made  by  the  men  of  the 
church  and  the  church  suppers  planned  and  held  in  such 
a nondescript  room,  but  not  in  a nondescript  building  - the 
town’s  Greek  Revival  Church.  It  is  cared  for  to  this  day  by 
a group  of  “never  say  die”  Yankees.  There  has  been  so 
much  laughter  in  that  church,  and  so  many  tears. 

I remember  going  upstairs  to  a Convocation  Service  that 
was  such  a Joyous  and  reverent  occasion.  To  hear  all  of 
the  music  and  speeches  brought  one  word  to  mind  - 
home.  I remember  thinking  how  happy  I was  to  see  both 
of  my  daughters  in  the  choir  - Nicole  just  home  from  New 
Zealand  and  Alexis  deciding  to  stay  with  us  and  not  go  to 
a party  in  Lenox.  Will  one’s  children  ever  realize  what 
such  a gift  their  presence  alone  is  to  their  parents?  After 
all,  what  is  home  but  being  surrounded  by  family  and 
friends. 


Alice  Hale,  Brian  Urquhart,  Robert  Choquette, 
Peter  Curtin,  Charles  Slater  at  the  Convocation 


New  Year's  Bonfire  2000 
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I was  pleased  when  Charlie  Slater  read  from  Walter 
Howard’s  book,  Sisyphus  in  the  Mayfield.  Walter’s  essay 
on  waving  to  neighbors  was  right  on.  For  me  it  was 
especially  nice  to  hear  Liz  Spencer’s  name  mentioned. 


combined  with  all  of  our  hopes  for  the  future.  May  I always 
be  aware  of  the  gift  I’ve  been  given  by  calling  this  tiny  dot 
of  the  world  home. 

-Mary  Ann  Brown 


I drove  past  Liz’s  house  everyday  for  so  many  years.  With 
Liz  and  her  home  both  gone,  I was  again  reminded  how 
temporary  our  time  is  on  earth.  It’s  a concept  one 
sometimes  forgets  living  in  such  a heavenly  place  as 
Tyringham.  Thank  you,  Charlie,  for  picking  that  particular 
piece  to  read. 


Front:  Carey 
and  Millicent 
McIntosh 

Rear:  Joe 
Curtin,  K. 
Kathy  Curtin, 
Peter  Curtin 


After  the  church  service  my  family  drove  up  Jerusalem 
Road  to  Shaker  Pond  to  ice  skate  under  a black  sky.  The 
stars  shining  through  the  blackness  seemed  like  a 
reflection  of  the  luminaries  below.  People  were  laughing 
and  skating  together  - just  happy  to  be  with  each  other  on 
such  a special  night.  My  daughters,  and  all  the  young 
people  they  had  grown  up  with  were  still  together,  as  if 
they  were  playing  “crack  the  whip”  on  our  little  pond  in 
what  seems  like  ages  ago.  And  if  you  weren’t  getting 
warm  on  blades,  Maggie  Howard  was  there  ladling  out  hot 
chocolate.  Or  you  could  stand  by  the  large  fire  built  right 
on  the  ice  and  visit  with  neighbors  and  neighbors  and 
acquaintances. 


Tim  Schaefer,  Jim  Curtin  and  Cody  Schaefer  building  the  bonfire 


As  the  clock  approached  midnight,  it  was  down 
Jerusalem  Road  to  the  lighting  of  the  bonfire  by  our  Fire 
Chief,  Jim  Curtin.  There  were  much  hugging  and  good 
wishes  of  “Happy  New  Year”  as  the  flames  leaped 
skyward  into  the  21®*  Century.  As  I stood  in  the  field  and 
looked  around,  my  eyes  took  in  the  church  steeple,  the 
two-room  schoolhouse  and  the  town  cemetery.  It  was  a 
fitting  place  for  a Millennium  fire  - visages  of  the  past 


It’s  still  kind  of  a dream  the  whole  thing.  We  all  just 
STOPPED  and  let  the  spirit  gently  transport  us  from  one 
century  to  the  next.  The  challenge  to  look  forward  and 
back  and  to  feel  a way  to  really  mark  such  a once  in  a 
lifetime  moment  was  next  to  impossible.  What  does  one 
do?  We  all  looked  to  each  other  and  ourselves  to  find  a 
way  to  manage  the  experience.  Lifting  our  voices  in  song, 
with  instruments,  with  words,  in  dance,  on  skates,  with 
flames  - defined  our  handmade  moment  - not  the 
moment  decided  by  producers  around  the  world  - but  our 
own  peaceful  Tyringham  moment.  It  offered  a touching 
and  safe  passage  to  the  next  Century.  The  memories  - 
sharing  each  others  food  in  the  church  basement,  joining 
together  upstairs  for  the  convocation,  skating  to  the 
sounds  of  the  big  bands  on  Shaker  Pond,  transportation 
by  a hay  rides,  and  the  jolly  aerobic  dance  party  hosted  by 
Hoppy  and  Dot  at  Town  Hall.  Then  the  walk  to  the  bonfire, 
Jimmy  Curtin  torching  the  fire  in  memory  of  his  daughter, 
the  longest  fireworks  show  in  history,  and  a return  to  a 
delicious  midnight  party  and  bubbly.  There  was  no 
ambivalence.  There  was  a most  wonderful  sense  of 
community.  What  a night  and  it  was  ours!!! 

-Bill  Cosel 


First  light  2000  - from  the  cobble 


I would  like  to  say  I thought  last  year's  Millennium 
Celebration  was  a huge  success.  The  events  were 
excellent,  the  hayride,  dancing,  skating  at  Shaker  Pond, 
topped  off  with  the  best  bonfire  I ever  saw,  then  the  food 
and  drinks  at  the  Town  Hall.  Just  a wonderful  time  for  all 
and  a great  way  to  usher  in  the  New  Year.  I would  like  to 
thank  everyone  involved  for  their  hard  work  in  pulling  off 
such  an  event. 

-Neil  Curtin 


I hope  we  have  another  big  bonfire  in  2001 . The  bonfire 
drew  a crowd  last  year.  It  was  a great  plan  to  congregate  - 
people  seemed  relaxed.  I met  people  at  the  fire  I hadn't 
seen  in  years.  It  was  so  comfortable. 

-Ruth  Swart 
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I had  fun  skating  at  Shaker 
Pond.  The  bonfire  kept  me 
warm.  It  was  the  first  time  I 
stayed  awake  until  4 AM  on 
New  Years  Eve! 

-Benjamin  Schaefer 
(8  years  old) 


The  night  skating  on  Shaker  Pond  which  my  family 
enjoyed  for  years,  with  the  wonderful  bonfires  and  friends! 

-Georgia  Birkett 


Now  just  how  would  a community  of  cloistered  nuns 
describe  their  participation  in  the  wonderfully  orchestrated 
Millennium  Celebration  in  Tyringham?  Even  though  we 
remained  on  our  hilltop,  we  felt  that  we  were  right  there 
with  all  of  you,  for  the  fireworks  were  a part  of  the 
accompaniment  as  we  sang  "Glory  to  God  in  the  highest" 
at  our  New  Year's  Eve  Midnight  Mass.  We  also  rejoiced 
with  you  that  Y2K  did  not  affect  the  flow  of  electricity  into 
Tyringham  on  that  momentous  night. 

We  continue  to  be  thankful  for  the  peace  and  beauty  of 
this  valley,  for  your  continuing  welcome  of  us  and  for  your 
friendship  and  support.  We  are  always  happy  when  you 
come  to  visit  us  especially  when  Tom  Fennelly  brings  your 
children  to  our  home  for  their  treats  at  Halloween. 

- Sisters  of  tfie  Visitation 


Ben  Schaefer 


The  convocation  was  the  greatest.  I wished  there  had 
been  more  speakers.  The  fire-works  were  awesome.  Also 
the  hayride  and 
music.  Everything 
was  great.  The 
best  part  to  me 
was  to  be  included 
in  such  a wonder- 
ful event  Tyring- 
ham holds  a 
special  place  in 
my  heart.  It  will 
always  be  home  to 
me.  CoHn  and  Tyler  McCullough 

-Rosa  Alward 


Mary  Ann  Fennelly,  Oeanna  Curtin-and  Dot 
Loring  serving  the  feast. 


The  Millennium  Celebration  was  one  of  the  highlights  of 
the  year.  The  preparation,  the  planning  and  finally  the 

wonderful  night. 

Everything  from 
the  Church  service 
and  supper  to  the 
bonfire  and  the 
fireworks  It  was  just 
the  most  wonderful 
of  nights.  It  proves 

Jim  and  Denise  Curtin  what  a town  and  itS 

people  can  do  !! 


It  was  the  best  time  ever !! 


-Mary  Ann  Fennelly 


I thought  the  whole  night  went  off 
very  well.  Everyone  seemed  to  be 
enjoying  themselves  at  all  of  the 
events.  Myself,  I thought  the  bonfire 
was  by  the  far  the  best,  and  I think 
everybody  else  thought  the  same 
thing.  Weather-wise,  we  were  very 
lucky  not  to  have  had  any  inclement 
weather,,  big  snows,  or  rain  or  sub- 
zero temperatures. 

-Gerry  Curtin 


Tommy  Curtin  and  Dick  Loring 


The  Millennium  Celebration  in  Tyringham  was  perhaps 
the  most  memorable  New  Year  celebration  we  have 
experienced.  To  have  participated  in  such  a rewarding 
activity  was  wonderful.  There  we  felt  the  warmth  of 
friendship  along  with  the  warmth  of  the  bonfire.  The 
hayride  was  great  - a perfectly  clear  night  where  we  felt 
close  to  the  stars  and  grateful  for  the  simple  pleasures  of 
life.  Our  sincere  thanks  goes  to  all  who  worked  so  hard  to 
put  that  evening  together.  We  feel  very  lucky  to  have 
participated.  -Teresa  Bragdon  and  John  Cannon 


The  whole  millennium  celebration  was  great.  My  favorite 
part  was  the  bonfire. 

-Dede  Loring 


The  whole  evening  was  so  perfect.  The  weather  could  not 
have  cooperated  any  better  if  we  had  had  a say  in  it.  All  of 
the  festivities  were  wonderfully  planned  and  all  who 
participated  had  a grand  time.  I thank  those  who  worked 
so  hard  in  the  planning  and  the  "doing"  for  such  a fantastic 
night. 

-Sissy  Curtin 
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Ethan  and  Josh  Curtin 


Christina  Alsop  & Greg  Juskalian 


Bill  Cosel 


Peter  Curtin  and  George  Gilder 


Reese  Palmer 


Nicole  Brown.  Alexis  Brown  and  Mellie  Gilder 


% 

Lizzie  Loring  Hall  and  THE 


CAKE 


Steve  and  RIcki  Cowell 
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Peter  Curtin 


Dot  and  Dick  Loring 
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I liked  when  they  had  that  big,  big  bonfire  and  they  had 
to  start  it  with  a blowtorch.  I alscPl 
enjoyed  the  skating  on  the  pond  - 
with  another  bonfire  and  hot 
chocolate!  - Because  it  was  one  of 
my  first  times  skating  and  it  was  in 
the  nighttime.  Everyone  had  to  wear 
colored  glow-in-the-dark  necklaces 
so  they  wouldn't  crash  into  each 
other.  And  the  fireworks  --they  were 

Theo  Kalogerakis  COOl ! I 


-Theo  Kalogerakis 

(7  years  old) 


I encouraged  Tony  to  write  up  his  Excellent  New  Year's 
Eve  Adventure  with  Asher  (Treat),  but  he  never  had  a 
chance.  Before  the  Convocation  in  the  Church,  Asher  had 
said  he  didn't  want  to  go,  and  Tony  volunteered  to  stay 
with  him  while  I went,  so  I took  the  car  down  the  hill.  Then 
Asher  changed  his  mind  and  said  he  wanted  to  go  - but 
now  there  was  no  car!  So  Tony  gamely  bundled  Asher  into 
the  wheelchair  and  down  the  lawn  (luckily  there  was  no 
snow  and  the  ground  was  frozen)  and  down  the  pitch 
black  road  to  the  Church.  When  they  got  to  the  steep  bit 
by  the  Red  Bam,  Tony  could  visualize  the  handles  coming 
off  the  wheelchair  and  Asher  going  screaming  down  the 
hill  on  his  own,  picking  up  speed  and  crashing,  but  they 
were  able  to  proceed  at  a reasonable  rate  and  got  down 
the  hill  and  into  the  church  program.  Phew!  Then  it  took 
such  a long  time  for  me  to  get  the  car  back  to  the  parking 
lot  to  pick  them  up,  Tony  pushed  Asher  back  up  the  hill,  as 
well.  An  aerobic  end  to  the  old  year! 

-Philippa  Claude  Stretton 


Georgia  Birkett  and  Dot  Choquette 


Two  wagon  loads  of  young,  old,  and  in  between,  well 
bundled  up  -people  left  from  behind  the  Town  Hall.  With 
much  joking,  singing,  and  story  telling,  we  proceeded  up 
Jerusalem  Road  to  Shaker  Pond.  There  we  watched  and 
listened  to  the  skaters.  It  was  obvious  that  they  were 
having  a great  time.  What  a wonderful  sight!  The  area  was 
outlined  with  luminaries  and  the  bonfire.  The  scene 
brought  back  to  me  great  memories  of  the  many  hours 
spent  skating  in  winters  too  long  past. 


The  night  was  brisk  and 
beautiful.  For  the  young  and 
young-at-heart,  the  bonfire 
was  lovely  and  so  romantic! 

The  whole  village  was  so 
alive  with  fun  and  excitement. 

-Charlie  and  Liz  Slater 

Eugenie  and  Jim  Fawcwett 
Rear  Pete  Risatti,  Chailie  Urquhart 


We  were  thrilled  to  be  able  to  be  a part  of  the  Millennium 
Celebration  and  thank  all  the  committee  members  and 
Tyringham  residents  for  throwing  such  a fabulous  party. 
The  convocation,  with  its  beautiful  music  and  tributes 
allowed  us  to  reflect  on  the  momentous  date  and  how 
lucky  we  were  to  be  in  Tyringham.  Skating  on  candle-lit 
Shaker  Pond  with  Maggie  Howard's  hot  cocoa  to  fend  off 
the  cold  was  a highlight. 

We  had  to  pass  on  the  hayrides  because  the  kids  were 
freezing,  but  we  thawed  on  the  dance  floor  in  town  hall 
and  loved  all  the  hats  and  decorations.  Our  cousins 
Wolfgang  and  Johann  Kunnecke  and  their  kids,  Jan,  Kai 
and  Paula  took  Tyringham  2000  buttons  and  great 
memories  back  with  them  all  the  way  to  Germany.  Thanks 
for  a great  celebration.! 

-Tonio  and  Barbara  Palmer 
(Caroline,  William  and  Henry) 


Andy  Slater  and  Jake  Frank  at  the  convocation 


We  just  enjoyed  everything,  especially  the  bonfire  and 
fire  works.  It  was  great!  -Terry  and  Marilyn 

Curtin 


Carolyn  Canon  In  her 
familiar  blue  beret 


The  camaraderie  of  friends 
(even  new  ones)  is  the  glue 
that  holds  Tyringham  together.  I 
enjoyed  working  with  the 
kitchen  crew  at  the  church  and 
later  sitting  with  Carolyn  Canon 
and  Chis  Curtin.  Carolyn  told 
many  stories  of  past 
excitements  in  town. 

-Ruth  A.  Heath 


- Dot  Choquette 
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Sidney  Urquhart 


Eugdnie  & Jim  Fawcett 


Maggie  Curtin 


Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 


Angela  McLennan  Syp  & Nora  Toole 


Joe  Curtin 
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Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd  & Anne  Palmer 


My  favorites  were  the  bonfire 
and  skating.  I really  liked  the 
lights  on  Shaker  Pond  and 
enjoyed  skating  at  night.  The 
millennial  cake  was  cool  because 
the  "old  cake"  had  the  old 
fashioned  cars  and  the  "new 
cake"  at  modem  cars  on  it.  I hope 
we  have  another  millennial  party 
just  like  last  year! 

-Dakota  Schaefer 
(9  years  old) 


Dilemma.  What  to  do  for  New  Year's  Eve  2000?  Go  to  a 
restaurant  full  of  strangers,  eat  too  much,  drink  too  much, 
don't  dance  enough  and  go  home  with  a headache  or 
watch  Dick  Clark  and  the  ball  drop  on  TV?  OR  go  to  the 
best  place  on  earth  for  the  most  unique  New  Year's  party 
ever!  Lucky  for  us  we  were  invited  to  Tyringham.  The  pot- 
luck  dinner,  the  service,  the  music,  the  anecdotes,  Charlie 
Slater's  reading  of  Walter  Howard's  story  about  waving 
was  a once-in-a-lifetime  event.  Hearing  the  crunch  of  the 
ice  as  your  skates  glide  across  the  dark  Shaker  Pond  with 
a backdrop  of  bonfire  and  lantern  light  was  magical.  We 
truly  felt  in  tune  with  everyone  with  the  joy  of  singing  and 
dancing  around  the  bonfire  at  midnight.  And  then,  to  put 
frosting  on  the  cake. ...A  predawn  hike  to  the  east-facing 
cliffs  of  Cobble.  We  went  to  watch  the  first  sunrise  of  the 
new  millennium.  Rob  Kimberly,  Bear,  Kristin,  Joey  and 
Nutmeg  all  were  witness  to  the  dawn  of  not  only  a new 
day  but  a new  century.  WOW,  WHAT  A PARTY  !!!!!  TOP 
THAT,  TIMES  SQUARE  !!!!! 

-Kristin,  Joey  and  Baby  "to  be"  von  Korff 


Sunrise  2000 


Where  to  begin?  Where  to  end?  The  cakes!  The 
magnificent,  incredible,  edible  Millennial  Cakes  master- 
minded by  Betty  Cemik  with  Barbara  Adams,  Dot 
Choquette  and  Terry  Clark.  I remember  peeking  at  them 
at  mid-production,  with  the  bakers  were  crawling  around 
Betty's  kitchen  floor  looking  for  tiny  missing  Stedman 
rakes  and  vehicles.  And  Joe  Curtin,  the  Fawcetts  and 
Charlie  and  Thomas  swooping  over  piles  of  snow  on  their 
skates  at  candlelit  Shaker  Pond,  while  the  hay  wagons 
squeaked  through  lines  of  parked  cars.  And  hugging  my 
family  and  friends  at  Jim  Curtin's  bonfire,  under  the  stars 
on  that  beautiful  field,  everyone's  faces  etched  in  firelight. 
And  my  hands,  sore  and  raw  from  making  sand  bags  for 
the  candles,  even  with  Henry  Hall's  welcome  help.  And 
Hoppy's  crazy  hat  and  his  armadillo.  And  the  kids'  brass 


ensemble  in  church.  And  Charlie  Slater's  wonderful 
reading  of  my  brother  Walter's  essay.  How  Walter  would 
have  loved  it  all,  as  would  so  many,  many  other 
Tyringham  loved  ones  now  gone. 

-Maggie  Howard 


The  hayride  through  town  was  great  fun.  Pete  Risatti 

and  Maureen  Lent!  led 
the  singing.  Dot 
Choquette  helped  with 
the  words  we  forgot. 
Even  though  it  was 
cold,  the  laughter  kept 
us  warm.  The  fireworks 


at  midnight  were  won- 
derful. And  Carolyn 
Canon  was  still  going 
strong  past  12:00. 

-Donald  and  Lauria 


Puntin 


Maureen  Lenti  and  Pete  Risatti 


The  whole  ceremony  was  terrific  - a wide  range  of  fine 
people,  teaming  up  to  celebrate,  very  thoughtfully,  a day 
and  a year  that  everyone  feels  has  marked  an  epoch.  I 
remember  that  wonderful  singing  - by  the  millennial  choir 
and  by  a group  of  talented  children.  I remember  some 
great  strumming  on  a guitar  and  tooting  on  horns.  We 
were  surprised  and  delighted  at  the  number  of  fine 
musicians  in  Tyringham.  I remember  fine  speeches,  from 
young  and  old.  Peter  Curtin  looked  at  the  Millennium  with 
the  perspective  of  a zillion  years  in  town  government. 
Brian  Urquhart  looked  at  it  with  the  perspective  of  a zillion 
years  of  international  affairs.  Louisa  Gilder  and  Joe  Curtin 
looked  at  it  with  the  keen  and  sometimes  unexpected 
insight  of  younger  people.  And  I remember  terrific 
readings!  By  Alice  Hale,  especially,  and  by  Charlie  Slater. 
You  can't  take  "historic"  moments  too  seriously,  according 
to  Stephen  Vincent  Benet.  It  was  moving  to  hear  Walter 
Howard's  rueful,  funny,  warmly  human  words  so  elegantly 
spoken  by  Charlie.  The  organizers,  the  dozen  people 
working  long  hours  to  put  this  show  on  stage,  deserve  our 
enthusiastic  thanks. 

-Carey  McIntosh 


Everett  Fennelly.  Mike  McCauley  Mary  Ann  Fennelly  and 
Kate  Harding  at  the  supper 


BUILDING  THE  MILLENNIUM  CAKES 


The  Original  Millennium  Cake 


One  day  in  November,  I was  asked  to  make  the  Millen- 
nium Cake  for  the  celebration.  I sort  of  hesitated  because 
were  going  to  be  in  Texas  for  Christmas  and  I was  not 
sure  if  I would  have  the  time  to  get  the  cake  made  but  fi- 
nally decided  that  I would  have  two  days  when  I got  back. 
I selected  my  committee  from  the  women  in  town  that  I 
knew  had  made  and  decorated  cakes  - Marion  (Terry) 
Clark,  Dorothy  Choquette  and  Barbara  Adams.  They  all 
agreed  to  help.  That  is  when  the 
wheels  in  my  head  started  to  turn, 
not  just  during  the  day,  but  during 
my  wakeful  hours  at  night.  I had 
definitely  decided  that  I wanted  to 
make  a cake  that  would  cover 
Tyringham  achievements  for  the 
whole  20th  century.  Every  time  I 
got  to  thinking  about  it,  I would 
remember  something  else  that  I 
felt  should  be  added.  Every  time  I 
saw  one  of  the  older  town 
residents,  I would  ask  them  for 
information  that  would  help  to 
build  the  memories  that  I wanted  to  cover.  Bill  Fennelly 
was  at  the  landfill  one  day  and  I asked  him  to  jot  down 
some  of  the  important  events  and  the  dates  that  they  hap- 
pened. He  was  very  helpful  and  came  up  with  a list.  I 
needed  plywood  for  the  bases  and  Everett  Fennelly  came 
forth.  I hunted  every  store  I went  into,  looking  for  toy  an- 
tique cars  and  highway  equipment,  evergreen  trees,  farm 
animals,  a school  bus,  numbered  candles,  deer,  bears, 
and  anything  else  that  I thought  would  take  us  down 
memory  lane.  I kept  in  touch  with  my  committee  and  every 
time  1 added  something  to  my  idea,  they  would  shake  their 
heads.  I think  they  thought  I had  lost  my  mind  (maybe  I 
had)  but  it  just  seemed  that  this  had  to  represent  how  I felt 
and  I was  sure  so  many  other  town  residents  felt  about 
our  little  village  surrounded  by  the  Tyringham  hills.  I called 
my  daughters  in  South  Carolina  and  Texas  and  begged 
them  to  send  me  some  of  the  children’s  toy  animals  and 
toy  trucks,  cars,  buses,  fire  engines  and  anything  else 
they  had  that  would  complete  my  dream  for  the  cake.  One 
day  I was  talking  to  Don  Hale  and  told  him  what  I was  do- 
ing. He  offered  to  make  me  a rake  to  represent  the  Sted- 
man  Rake  Factory,  a replica  of  the  town  hall  and  the  town 
library. 
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Cakemaker  Betty  Cemik 


He  said  he  would  have 
them  ready  when  I 
returned  from  Texas,  and 
he  certainly  did.  When  I 
returned  home,  there 
were  the  cutest  little 
wooden  rake,  the  red 
roof  library,  and  the  town 
hall  with  the  windows  and 
front  porch. 

Now  we  had  to  find  a way  to  show  what  our  town  had 
accomplished  in  a century.  We  decided  the  best  way  was 
to  have  little  banners  on  toothpicks  with  the  dates  that 
could  be  stuck  on  the  layers.  We  had  banners  that 
showed  the  dates  of  the  three  wars  that  our  men  and 
women  fought  in,  the  town's  Bugle  Corps,  the  date  that 
the  monastery  was  built,  the  schools,  when  the  Rake 
Factory  burned,  the  dates  the  police  department  and  fire 

department  was  officially 
started  and  so  many  other 
achievements.  For  a final 
touch  we  had  a ribbon  that 
said  "Down  Memory  Lane" 
running  down  the  length  of  the 
cake.  O.K.  Now  I assembled 
my  committee,  and  we  set  up 
a date  for  the  day  before  the 
celebration. 

Lo  and  behold  we  were  told  that  this  cake  would  be  go- 
ing to  the  church  basement  for  the  millennium  supper. 
Now  what  are  we  going  to  do  about  a cake  for  the  mid- 
night celebration?  So  back  to  the  drawing  board  we  went, 
to  come  up  with  a second  cake  for  the  midnight  celebra- 
tion at  the  town  hall.  We  all  put  our  heads  together  and 
decided  that  a red,  white  and  blue  design  would  be  very 
appropriate  for  the  2000  cake.  We  decided  to  alternate 
chocolate  and  white  cake  layers  with  white  frosting,  and 
red,  white  and  blue  coconut  on  each  layer.  This  was  also 
an  extra  large  cake,  with  red  and  blue  streamers  all 
around  the  base.  It  had  a 2000  candle  on  top.  The  four  of 
us  on  the  committee  worked  all  that  day  assembling  the 
cakes 


The  “midnight"  cake . 

We  were  very  happy  with  the  results  of  our  labor.  I think 
that  everyone  that  saw  the  cakes  was  very  proud  of  the 
achievements  that  our  town  had  accomplished  during  the 
20th  century. 

Betty  Cernik 

Ed.  Note;  And  very,  very  proud,  too,  of  the  cakes  and  the 
cake  makers! 


Just  a few  of  the  decorations 


Don  Hale's  “Stedman  Rake" 


Alexis  Brown  & Aubrey  Choquette 


Helen  Curtin 


Mary  Gamer.  David  Garner.  Teresa 
Mottarella  & Alan  Garner 


Town  Hall,  all  dressed  up 


Adrienne  Cosel 


Maryann  & Eddie  Loring 


Sue  Choquette 


Dick  & Dot  Loring  DJ/Emcees 


Candy  Talbert  cleaning  up! 


Was  there  ever  such  an  evening  as  our  evening  on  the 
31st  of  December  1999?  It  seemed  to  begin  early  in  the 
day  with  cooks  and  decorators  and  cake 
bakers  all  turning  their  hands  to  tasks 
that  would  add  up  to  pleasure  for  each 
and  everyone.  When  night  arrived,  it  was 
a perfection  of  winter  - cold,  clear,  dark 
and  starry.  Bundled  up,  people  arrived  at 
the  church  for  supper,  a feast  of  good 
dishes  to  choose  from.  And  then  there 
was  dessert!  Together  with  brownies  and 
cookies  and  other  delectable  sweets, 
was  The  Cake.  And  what  a cake  it  was! 
Everyone  was  too  shy  at  first  to  cut  into 
it,  the  decoration  was  so  perfect.  But  later 
on,  you  may  be  sure,  shyness  took  a 
Madison  Curtin  back  seat.  After  eating  our  fill  and  talking 
and  laughing  with  as  many  as  we  could  , upstairs  we  went 
for  the  Convocation.  This  was  a splendid  meeting:  the 
singing  and  the  talks  encompassed  us  all,  old-time  Ty- 
ringham  and  newcomers  alike.  We  all  knew  we  were  part 
of  a special  occasion  as  we  listened  to  the  singing,  as  we 
waved,  and  as  we  thought  of  Tyringham  as  home,  and  as 
we  were  drawn  into  a deeper  understanding  of  Tyringham 
as  an  unusual  and  beloved  town. 

And  where  did  the  circles  of  light 
come  from?  We  were  out  in  the 
night  walking  towards  the  post  office 
when  circles  of  light  began  to  appear 
on  shoulders  and  arms  and  in 
whirling  hands.  We  went  up  to  the 
skating  on  Shaker  Pond  and  was 
there  ever  a joyful  noise  there! 
Candles  in  sacks  lit  the  way  across 
the  ice,  cocoa  was  being  stirred  at 
the  path,  people  were  skating, 
people  were  sliding,  people  were 
standing  near  a fire.  Figures  slid 
across  the  ice  to  disappear  into  the 
back  again.  On  the  road  came  two 
cartloads  of  frolic;  the  hayrides  had  arrived.  Then,  filled  for 
the  time  being  with  oxygen  and  with  feet  becoming  Just  a 
touch  cold,  we  wended 
our  way  down  the  hill  to 
the  Town  Hall  to  enjoy, 
not  just  dancing,  but  the 
chatter  and  laughter  that 
seemed  everywhere  on 
this  night.  It  seemed  a 
short  while  before  the 
word  went  out  that  all 
should  begin  to  walk  up 
to  the  field  for  the  biggest 
bonfire  that  we'd  ever  see 
or  had  ever  seen. 

We  gathered  in  a large 
circle  for  the  lighting  and  to  remember  for  a moment 
friends  and  family  who  were  gone.  Then  the  heat  of  the 
fire  began  to  meet  the  cold  of  the  night  and  we  moved 
closer  to,  or  further  from,  the  flames  as  we  cooled  or 
warmed.  And  then  it  was  midnight  and  time  for  the  balloon 
to  be  let  loose  to  sail  up  into  the  dark  of  the  night  - 


Kate  Harding  shares  a moment 
with  Madison  Curtin 


Everett  and  Mary 
Ann  Fennelly 


dark  and  then  slid 


Tyringham  going  forth  to  meet  satellites  and  stars.  We 
watched  the  blinking  light  for  as  long  as  we  could  see  and 
then  the  sirens  went  off  and  the  fireworks  began.  We  were 
groggy  with  happiness  and  bursting  with  gratitude. ...for 
our  neighbors,  our  town  and  our  world.  What  better  way 
could  there  be  to  end  an  evening,  a year  or  a century.  Oh, 
Lord!  What  an  evening. 

-Peggy  Harding 


The  millennium  celebra- 
tion was  a very  enjoyable 
night  for  me.  I enjoyed 
every  part  of  it.  It  brought 
back  many  memories  of 
growing  up  in  Tyringham. 
It  was  a wonderful  night  of 
sharing  with  friends  both 
old  and  new.  It  gave  me  a 
great  sense  of  being  part 
of  Tyringham. 

-Karen  Williams 

Bert  and  Karen  Williams 

To  me,  it  meant  UNITY,  another  new  Century  and  year  for 
making  wonderful  memories.  The  first  memory  being  of 
the  Tyringham  2000  Millennium  Celebration.  Every  minute 
was  so  special  that  it  is  difficult  to  say  what  was  my  favor- 
ite. I have  to  say  that  it  always  overwhelms  me  when  I 
think  of  the  Tyringham  residents  bonding  together  during 
special  occasions  in  a way  that  cannot  be  done  in  other 
towns  and  cities  due  to  the  fact  of  their  high  populations. 
In  Tyringham,  we  can  go  on  that  wonderful  hayride  and 
know  everyone  on  the  wagon,  have  a dinner,  prepared  by 
everyone  in  town,  and  know  all  the  people  attending.  The 
bonfire  was  a wonderful,  peaceful  event  that  touched  eve- 
ryone and  bought  an  ending  to  an  old  era  and  a beginning 
to  a new  one.  To  all  those  that  made  the  event  possible,  I 
express  my  appreciation.  - Great  memories  for  life. 

-Dianne  Fennelly 
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MORE  ON  LIFE  IN  TYRINGHAM 

We  are  happy  to  report  that  last  year’s  Topics,  featuring 
a century  of  life  in  Tyringham,  inspired  some  more 
reminiscences: 

Dear  Hop  Brook  Club, 

My  name  is  Darrell  Fennelly.  I'm  thirty-two  years  old  and 
the  son  of  Eddie  and  Dianne  Fennelly  of  Main  Rd.  I now 
live  in  Phoenix  AZ  but  lived  twenty  some  years  growing  up 
in  Tyringham.  After  reading  all  the  incredible  stories  in 
your  1999  AutumnAA/inter  issue  of  Tyringham  Topics  I felt 
compelled  to  write  on  behalf  of  my  generation  that  grew 
up  in  the  valley.  I'm  not  a writer;  heck,  I don't  even  like  to 
write  postcards,  but  I hope  you'll  publish  my  ramblings  in 
your  next  issue. 

Between  vacations  and  work  I've  traveled  all  over  this 
country  as  well  as  the  U.S.S.R.  and  Finland,  but  in  my 
opinion  there's  no  place  quite  like  Tyringham.  Now  since 
I've  moved  away  the  thing  I miss  most  is  the  seasons.  The 
cold  rain  of  Spring,  the  way  the  grass  in  the  fields  moves 
when  the  summer  breeze  blows,  the  sight  and  smell  of  the 
changing  leaves  in  the  fall,  and  the  wood  stove  burning  in 
the  dead  of  winter. 

As  kids,  the  focal  point  of  our  lives  was  the  Tyringham 
Park.  All  year  around  we  would  play  sports  there.  Butchy 
"The  Commissioner"  Curtin  would  organize  all  the  events 
we  staged  there.  Butch  would  occasionally  invite  the  boys 
from  South  Lee  over  to  fill  in  the  numbers  if  we  couldn't 
get  enough  to  play.  Myself,  my  brother  Adam,  Butch, 
Gerry,  Jim,  and  Matty  Curtin,  Dave  Clark,  and  Mike 
Carlson  were  always  constants  on  the  playground.  We 
would  play  baseball  in  the  summer,  football  in  the  fall  and 
winter  and  basketball  in  the  spring.  Once  in  a while  we 
would  even  have  an  impromptu  boxing  match.  All  this 
slowly  came  to  a halt  after  Butch  joined  the  Army.  We  had 
no  one  to  put  everything  together.  Besides,  the  bright 
lights  of  Lee  were  calling  to  us  all. 

As  a kid  Joe  and  Marion  Whalen  were  my  surrogate 
grandparents.  My  father's  parents  passed  before  I could 
really  remember  them  and  my  mother's  father  lived  way 
down  in  Chicopee,  so  Joe  and  Marion  had  the  job.  We 
were  always  over  at  their  house.  I would  swim  in  their  pool 
with  Sissy  and  Kenny.  Denny  would  take  me  to  Curtin's 
store  for  a cream  soda.  Joe  even  took  me  to  get  my 
driver's  license.  Brave  man.  When  I was  sick  with  a cold 
or  the  flu  I was  sent  to  the  Whalens’  because  both  my 
parents  worked.  I would  watch  T.V.  with  Denny  until  he 
got  tired  of  hanging  out  with  some  kid.  Joe  would  tell  me 
stories  of  his  adventures  in  WWII.  And  Marion  would  take 
care  of  me  as  though  it  was  my  last  day  on  earth.  It 
almost  wasn't  bad  being  sick. 

Like  most  of  the  natives  I also  worked  for  someone  from 
Tyringham  when  I was  a kid.  Throughout  high  school  I 
worked  for  Henning  Carlson  at  his  body  shop.  Out  of  the 
blue  one  day  Henning  asked  me  if  I wanted  a job.  I 
jumped  at  the  chance  since  I always  liked  cars.  I think  part 
of  the  reason  he  gave  me  a job  was  because  his  son  Mike 
and  I were  good  friends  but  more  so  because  I was  from 
Tyringham.  Henning  sold  me  my  first  car.  A '75  Mercury 


Cougar.  Joking  around  one  day  at  the  shop  he  offered  to 
sell  it  to  me.  I said  sure.  Being  a man  who  doesn't  go  back 
on  his  word,  he  sold  it  to  me  without  telling  his  wife  Joyce. 
It  happened  to  be  her  favorite  car.  To  this  day  I don't  know 
if  she  has  forgiven  him  for  that.  Best  job  and  best  boss  I 
ever  had. 

The  funniest  thing  I remember  as  a kid  in  Tyringham 
happened  on  a late  sunny  summer  day.  I think  it  was 
Dave  Clark,  Tony  Loring  and  I were  playing  in  my  yard 
when  our  family  dog,  Clarence,  stole  a frozen  chicken  off 
of  Carolyn  Canon's  porch.  The  dog  took  off  like  a shot 
across  Uncle  Tom's  yard  heading  toward  the  post  office 
with  Carolyn  only  about  five  basset  hound  lengths  behind 
him  with  a broom  in  her  hand,  yelling  all  the  way.  Despite 
her  age  she  moved  like  a cat.  Clarence  looked  like  a 
running  back  being  chased  by  an  entire  team,  scared  to 
death.  He  finally  lost  her  at  the  ten-yard  line  between 
Leach’s  and  the  Golden  Goose.  Carolyn  muttered  and 
sputtered  all  the  way  to  our  back  door  to  let  my  mother 
know  what  that  damn  dog  had  done.  Needless  to  say, 
Clarence  went  to  bed  without  any  dinner  that  night.  I 
guess  Carolyn  did  too.  I don't  know.  God  rest  their  souls. 

These  are  just  a few  of  my  memories  of  growing  up  in 
Tyringham.  I could  go  on  forever  but  my  better  half  is 
telling  me  to  wrap  it  up.  As  the  old  joke  goes,  if  you're 
passing  through  Tyringham,  don't  blink  because  you  might 
miss  it.  My  advice  to  anyone  passing  through  the  valley  is 
this:  Keep  your  eyes  open  with  toothpicks  if  you  have  to 
because  if  you  miss  it,  you  missed  the  most  beautiful 
place  on  earth. 

Darrell  G.S  Fennelly 


Writing  from  California  I have  two  very  fond  memories  of 
growing  up  in  Tyringham.  The  first  is  of  the  Fireman's 
BBQs,  then  usually  held  at  Howard's  farm.  I remember  the 
havoc  of  the  preparation  (unknown  to  most  attendees)  that 
took  place  at  Sunset  famn.  My  aunt  Beth  and  grandmother 
Juel  peeling  and  boiling  potatoes,  chopping  onions,  celery, 
etc.  for  the  potato  salad  to  feed  hundreds  (some  years 
helped  by  neighbors,  who  I want  to  name  but  won't  for 
fear  of  leaving  someone  out  - you  know  who  they  are). 
The  husking  of  so  many  ears  of  com. 

And  then  on  to  the  party  - mingling  with  so  many  people, 
townsfolk,  "summer"  residents,  and  preferred  guests.  I felt 
so  privileged  to  know  or  meet  everyone.  I forged 
friendships  beyond  just  the  people  I saw  every  day. 

My  other  memory  involves  the  Tyringham  school.  The 
visits  to  Curtin's  store  for  an  ice  cream  cone  whenever  the 
whole  school  got  100%  on  a spelling  test  was  special.  But, 
my  most  poignant  memory  is  of  the  Christmas  shows  we 
put  on  at  the  Town  Hall.  The  preparations  - making  the 
decorations;  stringing  the  popcorn;  rehearsing  under  Mrs. 
Welch,  Mrs.  Gray;  and  drawing  and  constructing  from  Mrs. 
Darey.  Then  to  perform  before  the  whole  town.  Definitely  a 
Norman  Rockwell  moment. 

If  I may  fill  in  a blank  for  the  statement  made  in  last 
year's  Topics:  Mr.  Curtin  could  not  remember  the  name  of 
a former  fire  chief  That  would  be  Willis  Hale  - my 
grandfather. 

David  Hale 
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THE  DEER  CAMP 


One  day  four  brothers  wanted  to  be  closer  to  heaven 
The  year  was  1967. 

A deer  camp  they  had  in  mind 
Around  60  acres  would  be  just  fine. 

My  first  night  there  was  not  a waste, 

With  gas  lights  and  wood  stoves,  this  was  a cozy  place. 

As  night  fell  our  father  John  was  on  the  couch  just  a-snoring 
While  I laid  in  a sleeping  bag  on  the  flooring. 

As  the  sun  came  up,  I took  a shell  with  me  just  in  case. 

As  my  brothers  left  for  their  favorite  place. 

As  I left  camp  the  air  was  still, 

I spotted  Tommy  sitting  on  Buck  Hill. 

As  I continued  on  there  was  Peter  with  his  gun  cocked. 

He  was  somewhere  near  Fox  Rock. 

At  the  Marker,  Neil  also  known  as  "Gray  Bear" 

Was  waiting  for  deer  to  go  by  if  they  dare. 

In  the  Lagoon  somewhere  carved  in  a log. 

Is  where  Dave  shot  the  first  coy  dog. 

Denny  was  checking  tracks  that  looked  quite  ripe. 

He  was  heading  straight  for  the  Back  Pipe. 

Jimmy  was  waving  his  gun  like  a magic  wand. 

As  he  chased  a buck  toward  the  Beaver  Pond. 

As  the  years  went  by,  the  call  went  out,  we  need  more  meat. 
On  the  scene  came  Matt,  Jamie  and  Pete. 

Young  legs  were  needed  to  chase  a deer  or  two, 

Jim,  Denny,  Jr.,  they  will  do. 

Johnny  and  Jerry  from  Neil's  clan. 

Hoping  to  be  able  to  shoot  like  their  old  man. 

Myself  I couldnl  hit  a buck  or  doe. 

So  I gave  up  hunting  years  ago. 

My  son  Butch  took  up  the  fight 
No  deer  is  safe  that  comes  in  his  sight. 

So  when  the  leaves  turn  and  the  snow  comes  down. 

The  Curtin  clan  heads  out  of  town. 

Where  they  are  going  you  need  no  map. 

You  know  they  are  heading  for  Deer  Camp. 

So  as  I head  for  the  land  of  Dixie 
The  rest  head  for  the  four  C’s  Big  Sixty. 

-Terrence  Curtin 


Births: 

Samuel  Grant  Johnson,  son  of  Tracy  and  Christopher 
Johnson  of  6 Stonebridge  Way  May  24,  2000 


Marriages: 

Charles  Truax  to  Julie  Glenn  June  24,  2000 


Deaths 

Carolyn  G.  Canon  (88  years  old)  January  7,  2000 
Adam  Josiah  Willey  (22  years  old)  March  18,  2000 
Herbert  Wasserman  (69  years  old)  September  8,  2000 
Ruth  H.  “Holly”  Darey  (74  years  old)  November  24,  2000 
Charles  J.  Kittredge  (79  years  old)  November  27,  2000 


SELECTMEN’S  NEWS 

This  year,  the  Selectmen’s  office  was  very  busy.  We 
have  been  attending  meetings  and  trying  to  obtain  our 
State  and  Federal  funds  to  reconstruct  our  Main  Road 
from  Monterey  Road  to  Barnes  Road.  This  has  been  put 
on  hold  to  possibly  2004  because  of  the  Big  Dig  getting 
most  of  the  monies.  Berkshire  County  has  been  getting 
$15  million  annually  for  road  and  bridge  projects  but  in 
2000,  it  received  only  $1  million.  We  are  still  trying  for  an 
earlier  date.  We  did  purchase  a used  pickup  truck  for  the 
Highway  Department  and  a new  snow  plow  for  our  new 
truck.  We  have  started  to  build  up  our  main  dirt  roads  on 
Femside,  McCarthy  and  Goose  Pond  Roads.  We  planted 
an  apple  tree  in  honor  of  Mrs.  McIntosh  at  the  School 
House.  We  chose  this  site  because  of  Mrs.  McIntosh's 
commitment  to  education.  We  continue  to  have  problems 
with  beavers  flooding  our  roadways  in  various  areas  and 
have  placed  piping,  screening,  etc.,  and  have  to  commit 
many  hours  of  labor  to  keep  water  out  of  the  roads.  The 
new  law  passed  this  summer  will  help  us  somewhat 
allowing  special  permits  by  the  Board  of  Health. The  Board 
of  Selectmen  appointed  a Committee  to  look  into  our 
needs  for  a new  Highway  Garage  and  Fire  House.  They 
have  met  several  times  over  this  year,  but  as  of  writing 
have  not  been  able  to  obtain  any  new  areas  for  either  one. 
We  definitely  need  new  areas  for  both,  as  they  are 
inadequate  and  too  small.  We  did  receive  our  grant  for  the 
Town  Hall  and  Library  to  bring  buildings  up  to  A.D.A. 
standards.  We  hope  to  go  out  to  bid  this  winter  and  begin 
work  in  the  spring.  Our  grant  is  about  $460,000.  Berkshire 
Housing  is  overseeing  this  project  and  we  have  hired  Hill 
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Engineering  to  do  our  architectural  engineering  plan.  We 
are  working  on  rules  and  regulations  to  govern  curb  cuts 
and  per  cent  grade  of  all  new  driveways  in  town.  We  hope 
to  have  this  in  place  very  soon.  Our  Chapter  90  monies 
from  the  state  have  been  drastically  reduced  the  last 
couple  of  years  so  we  have  to  plan  on  using  a couple 
years'  monies  to  do  road  projects  such  as  black  topping. 

We  have  hired  a new  Working  Foreman  for  the 
Highway  Department.  He  is  Leslie  Beebe  from  Glendale. 
He  has  many  years'  experience  in  road  work,  mechanics, 
snow  plowing,  etc.,  so  if  you  see  Les,  welcome  him  to 
Tyringham. 

Here  is  wishing  you  all  a Merry  Christmas  and  Happy 
New  Year. 

Come  and  join  us  at  the  “real”  Millennium 
Celebration  on  New  Year's  Eve.! 

For  the  Board  of  Selectmen 
Peter  Curtin,  Chairman 


HELEN  CURTIN  AND  RICHARD  LORING  RETIRE 

The  Town  of  Tyringham  has  had  two  longtime  town 
employees  retire  this  year. 

Helen  Curtin  started  part-time  at  the  Post  Opffice  in 
1977.  A couple  of  years  later,  Liz  Fullerman,  the  full-time 
Postmistress,  moved  to  Pittsfield,  MA,  and  Helen  took 
over.  Irma  Clark  worked  part  time.  After  several  years, 
Helen  switched  with  Irma.  Helen  worked  part  time  and 
Irma  worked  full  time.  Later,  Helen  went  to  Berkshire 
Community  College  and  received  her  degree  as  a 
Licenses  Practical  Nurse  and  continued  working  on 
Saturdays  as  she  was  working  full  time  as  an  LPN  nurse. 
We  appreciate  all  of  your  hard  work.  We  "Thank  You"  for 
your  23  years  of  service  to  the  town.  Best  wishes! 

Richard  Loring  started  with  the  tovm  in  1973.  Fred 
Loring  was  Road  Superintendent  at  that  time.  A few  years 
later,  Fred  retired  and  Richard  took  a couple  of  years  off 
during  his  tenure  as  Road  Superintendent.  When  he 
moved  back  from  Colorado,  he  took  over  Road 
Superintendent  again.  Richard  has  fixed  many  pot  holes 
and  plowed  lots  and  lots  of  snow.  He  has  taken  care  of  us 
here  in  Tyringham.  Richard  retired  this  past  February  and 
his  family  put  on  a surprise  retirement  party  at  the  Log 
Cabin  in  Lee,  MA.  We  "Thank  You"  for  your  25  years  of 
service  to  the  town.  Best  wishes! 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 


COUNCIL  ON  AGING 

Tyringham  has  nearly  100  citizens  of  60+  years,  and  we 
offer  several  programs  in  town  for  them.  Every  week  we 
have  Tuesday  and  Thursday  morning  coffee  hours  for 
socializing  and  each  month  we  have  a potiuck  lunch,  often 
with  a speaker  or  entertainment.  In  addition,  a gentle 
exercise  class  runs  most  of  the  year  on  Wednesday 
mornings.  New  programs  this  year  include  transportation 
volunteers  to  take  housebound  seniors  to  medical 
appointments,  shopping  or  other  trips.  Just  call  1-800-544- 


5242  two  or  more  days  ahead.  Another  service  is  a foot- 
care  clinic  held  every  other  month.  Please  join  us  for  any 
or  all  of  these  activities. 

Barbara  Adams,  Chairperson 


SISTERS  OF  THE  VISITATION 

This  year  we  plan  to  send  out  our  own  annual  newsletter 
before  Christmas  so  each  of  our  Tyringham  neighbors  will 
be  receiving  one  soon.  We  want  you  to  know  that  you  are 
always  welcome  to  come  and  worship  in  our  chapel.  We 
would  be  very  happy  to  have  you  at  our  mass  or  Liturgy  of 
the  Hours  on  Christmas  and  New  Year's.  The  schedule  is 
as  follows; 

December  24,  2000 

Vigils  - 1 1:00  pm 
Midnight  Mass  - at  midnight 
Mass  on  Christmas  morning  - 9:30  am 
December  31,  2000 

Vigils  - 11:00  pm 

Midnight  Mass  - at  midnight 

Mass  on  New  Year's  Day  - 9:30  am 


TYRINGHAM  VOLUNTEER  FIRE  COMPANY 

This  past  year,  July  1,  1999  through  June  30,  2000,  we 
were  called  45  times  for  various  reasons.  Fifteen  were 
medical,  seven  were  false  alarms.  The  most  serious  was  a 
structure  fire  at  Bill  Lunt's  house.  This  was  the  most 
stubborn  fire  we  have  ever  had  and  it  took  several  hours 
to  put  out.  The  house  received  major  damage.  It  was 
investigated  by  the  Fire  Marshall's  office  and  was 
determined  to  be  accidental.  We  have  several  new  young 
members  that  are  doing  quite  well  and  are  very  welcome. 
Fire  fighting  is  a "young  man's  game"  and  I am  very 
pleased  to  have  these  younger  members. 

Our  big  activity  for  the  year,  the  Steak  and  Fish  Roast, 
went  very  well  again.  A big  'Thank  You"  to  the  women 
whom  we  couldn’t  do  without.  Thank  you. 

James  J.  Curtin, 
Tyringham  Fire  Chief 

HALLOWE’EN 

We  gathered  at  the  Tyringham  Park.  Some  of  the 
costumes  I saw  included:  Ninja,  Siamese  Twins,  Ashe,  the 
Pokemon  Trainer,  Scream,  an  angel,  panda  bear,  cowboy, 
cheerleader,  dinosaurs,  football  player.  The  fire  truck  led 
our  annual  parade.  It  was  very  cold  trick  or  treating  this 
year,  but  this  didn't  spoil  the  fun.  A Hallowe'en  party  was 
held  at  the  Town  Hall,  The  kids  bobbed  for  apples,  ate 
donuts  off  the  string  and  had  a great  time. 

Thank  you  to  everyone  who  donated  money,  food  and 
drinks.  A special  Thank  You  to  the  people  who  put  this 
evening  together  and  helped  make  Hallowe'en  a great 
night  for  all  the  children!! 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 
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TYRINGHAM  LIBRARY 

The  Tyringham  Library  Trustees  wish  to  invite  all 
residents  to  visit  your  Library.  Our  building  is  unique  and 
contains  many  things  of  interest  - books  by  local  authors, 
paintings  by  local  artists,  Indian  artifacts,  rakes  from  the 
Stedman  Rake  Factory,  spinning  wheels  and  more.  In 
addition,  you  will  find  an  excellent  selection  of  current 
adult  books,  children's  books,  and  videos,  as  well  as 
popular  books  from  years  past.  We  have  a small  selection 
of  large  print  books  and  audio  books  and  can  obtain 
others  through  the  Bookmobile  or  the  Inter-Library  Loan 
system.  The  Library  is  equipped  with  a computer  which 
offers  Internet  access  to  all  residents  free  of  charge.  This 
is  an  excellent  source  of  reference  material  for  students  as 
well  as  adults. 

To  make  the  Library  more  accessible  to  all  year-round 
residents  and  those  who  are  here  only  on  weekends  or  in 
the  summer,  we  plan  to  increase  the  number  of  hours  and 
days  the  Library  is  open.  The  hours  will  be  posted  at  the 
Post  Office  and  on  the  Library  door.  We  look  forward  to 
seeing  you. 

Mary  Garner,  Librarian 
Kate  VanOrman,  Trustee 


VALLEY  CLUB 

This  year  the  Valley  Club  did  the  usual  planting  of 
flowers  in  the  circle,  by  the  Post  Office,  the  monument  and 
the  boxes  in  front  of  the  Town  Hall.  In  December,  we  put 
up  the  Christmas  decorations.  In  July,  we  had  a very 
successful  Flea  Market.  This  is  held  every  other  year. 
Thank  you  to  all  who  were  involved  in  any  way. 

Any  woman  in  town  is  very  welcome  to  join  us.  Meetings 
are  on  the  last  Wednesday  evening  of  the  month. 

Dorothy  Choquette,  President 


TYRINGHAM  UNION  CHURCH 

The  Union  Church  was 
pleased  to  provide  the  setting 
for  the  wonderful  Potiuck 
Dinner  and  Millennium 
Convocation  on  New  Years 
Eve  1999. 

The  restoration  of  our 
glorious  steeple  using  a new 
system  designed  by  Viggo 
Rambusch  has  been  a great 
joy  to  all.  It  is  an  architectural 
focal  point  from  many  remote 
parts  of  town  and  a tribute  to 
the  faith  of  Tyringham’s  Methodists  of  the  1840’s. 
Hundreds  of  contributions  made  this  restoration  work 
possible  through  the  Friends  for  the  Preservation  of  Union 
Church.  Thank  you  all  so  much.  We  have  also  installed 
new  flooring  in  the  basement  and  a new  furnace,  and  our 
next  concerns  for  the  structure  will  be  the  roof  and  re- 


painting the  main  part  of  the  church. 

We  are  currently  searching  for  a new  part-time  pastor  as 
Rev.  Earl  Goss  sadly  left  us  this  fall.  It  is  our  hope  to  have 
the  parsonage  occupied  once  again.  We  welcome  any 
leads  in  our  pastoral  search.  In  the  meantime  our  9:30  AM 
Sunday  School  and  11  AM  services  continue.  We  are 
blessed  with  a series  of  substitute  preachers,  many  of 
whom  are  long-time  friends  and  supporters  of  our  little 
church. 

Please  join  us  with  your  friends  and  guests  for  our 
Candlelight  Service  on  Christmas  Eve,  Sunday  Dec.  24  at 
7:30  PM. 

NinI  Gilder,  Clerk  of  the  Union  Church  in  Tyringham 


HOP  BROOK  CLUB 

I have  had  the  honor  and  pleasure  of  being  the 
president  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club  for  another  year.  This 
year  we  have  seen  the  realization  of  a project,  which  we 
have  dreamed  about  since  Penelope  Littell  first  did  the 
drawings  for  the  Tyringham  quilt.  Those  of  you  who  have 
seen  the  quilt  know  that  it  is  exceptionally  beautiful.  We 
now  have  our  eighteen-month  calendar  based  upon  the 
pictures  in  the  quilt.  With  funding  assistance  in  the  form  of 
a grant  from  the  Cultural  Council  we  were  able  to  have  the 
calendar  made.  Some  other  projects  that  the  Cultural 
Council  helped  us  fund  were  the  summer  Crafts  Camp 
which  is  open  to  all  of  the  Tyringham  little  ones,  under  the 
guidance  of  Kate  Harding  and  her  sister-in-law  Susie 
Harding,  with  input  of  course  from  Peggy  Harding;  and  the 
Topics,  our  annual  holiday  newsletter.  We  were  also  able 
to  give  two  scholarships  to  two  deserving  high  school 
graduates  who  went  on  to  college  and  we  gave  a 
graduation  gift  to  another  graduating  student  who  had 
other  plans.  Our  swimming  program,  which  is  also  open  to 
all  Tyringham  children,  was  once  again  successful  and  a 
lot  of  fun.  A major  fundraiser  for  us  that  helped  enable  us 
to  do  some  of  these  things  was  a talk  given  by  John 
Demos  about  his  new  book  We  also  have  been  the 
grateful  recipients  of  generous  contributions  from  the 
Fernside  families,  in  memory  of  Robert  Schell  Rudd. 

We  hope  to  continue  in  these  efforts  and  others,  so  that 
we  are  always  finding  ways  to  contribute  to  our  town. 

Any  woman  from  Tyringham  is  welcome  to  join  the  Hop 
Brook  Community  Club.  Once  each  month,  on  the  third 
Wednesday,  we  meet  in  the  home  of  a member  who  has 
the  room  for  all  of  us.  After  our  meetings  we  lunch 
together  and  enjoy  a dessert  made  by  one  of  the 
members.  We  also  feast,  annually,  at  Katharine 
McLennan's  home  where  she  hosts  a holiday  lunch  for  the 
club  members.  Please  let  us  know  if  you  would  like  to  join 
us. 

Gail  Charpentier,  President 

Dear  Hop  Brook  Club: 

I wanted  to  thank  all  of  you  for  organizing  the  wonderful 
play  group  and  the  swimming  lessons  this  past  summer. 
My  son  Theo  loved  them  both  more  than  I can  say. 

Thank  you  for  giving  the  kids  of  Tyringham  such  terrific 
summer  memories!  Rachel  Urquhart 
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IN  MEMORIAM 


When  Carolyn  Canon  died  in  early  January,  age  88,  she 
left  her  bird  feeder  full  and  had  not  missed  a minute  of 
Tyringham’s  Millennial  festivities.  A native  of  our  town,  she 
hardly  left  Tyringham  except  to  go  to  the  Holy  Land  in  her 
sixties.  An  indefatigable  fruit  picker,  entrepreneurial  Hop 
Brook  member,  trail  angel,  and  benefactor  of  the  State 
Police,  Carolyn  was  a unique  Tyringham  legend.  A sample 
of  tributes  grew  out  of  the  many  offered  at  her  memorial 
service. 

Carolyn  and  the  Law 

Although  I never  solved  the  housebreak  at  Carolyn’s 
place  in  the  1970’s,  a failure  she  never  hesitated  to  rub  in, 
Carolyn  Canon  became  my  loyal  friend.  For  eighteen 
years  a birthday  card  would  arrive  at  the  Lee  Barracks  just 
prior  to  November  11.  It  would  be  signed,  “Your  Friend, 
C.C.”  There  will  be  no  card  this  year,  but  this  gentle 
kindness,  often  accompanied  by  food  offerings,  will  always 
be  remembered.  I miss  her  nightly  telephone  call  to 
assure  me  that  she  was  “doing  just  fine”,  her  eager  talk 
about  friends  at  the  Union  Church  and  the  Hop  Brook  Club 
or  her  anticipation  of  an  invitation  from  Everett  and  Mary 
Ann  to  Christmas  or  a special  family  function.  I also  miss 
her  tales  of  bygone  Tyringham,  and  her  own  recollections 
of  bringing  the  milk  to  Pittsfield  from  the  family  farm. 

State  Trooper  Sgt.  Richard  Samuelson 

The  Milk  Run  with  Aunt  Carolyn 

Every  summer  when  staying  at  my  grandparents’  farm 
with  Clifford,  Abbie  and  my  Aunt  Carolyn,  I always  rode 
the  milk  truck  to  the  Pittsfield  Milk  Exchange  with  Carolyn. 
This  adventure  never  met  with  my  mother’s  approval,  as 
she  had  no  faith  in  Carolyn’s  driving  expertise  nor  her 
common  sense,  so  I always  had  to  “duck  down”  while 
driving  through  Lee  and  at  various  stops.  Carolyn’s 
outlandish  outfits  fascinated  me  and  much  to  my  mother’s 
dismay,  I frequently  tried  to  emulate  them. 

Along  the  route  we  dropped  off  fresh  eggs  and  glass 
quart  bottles  of  raw  milk,  thick  with  cream,  at  family 
households  in  Tyringham  and  Lee.  Once  in  Pittsfield,  we 
backed  up  to  the  loading  dock  of  the  Exchange  with  our 
rich  treasure  in  large  galvanized  cans.  There  I got  my  hair 
ruffled,  my  cheeks  pinched,  received  an  endless  supply  of 
Chicklets  and  heard  my  first  off-colored  jokes  from  the 


other  drivers  whom  Carolyn  knew  on  a first  name  basis. 
She,  the  only  woman  driver,  was  just  “one  of  the  boys”. 
She  would  joke,  tease  and  bully.  “Do  us  all  a favor  and 
take  a hot  bath  once  in  awhile!” 

Carolyn  knew  most  of  their  personal  histories  and  would 
relate  these  “epics”  on  our  way  home,  unexpurgated  and 
most  certainly,  greatly  embellished.  And  thus  my  slightly 
zany  dear  aunt  educated  me  during  those  milk  runs.  The 
ample  supply  of  “unauthorized  treats”  kept  my  sugar 
energy  level  on  a constant  high  and  corroded  my  teeth. 
The  cab  of  the  truck  never  seemed  to  have  heat  in  the 
winter,  so  Carolyn  maintained  a large  thermos  of  extra  rich 
cocoa  on  board,  complete  with  bullet-hard  marshmallows, 
of  unknown  duration,  in  the  glove  compartment. 

We  waved  and  stopped  and  chatted  with  all  sorts  of 
folks,  both  familiar  and  strange,  along  the  way,  even  at 
stop  signs  and  red  lights.  Whenever  we  got  “pulled  over” 
by  the  state  police  (which  was  often)  for  “weaving”, 
“driving  on  the  shoulder”  or  “exceeding  the  limit”,  Carolyn 
could  always  outtalk  the  officer  and  convince  him  of  her 
innocence.  We  never  received  a ticket. 

We  filled  up  bottles  of  water  at  the  spring  on  the 
Tyringham  Road  and  arrived  back  with  news  to  relate  to 
the  old  great-aunts,  who  clucked  and  shook  their  heads  in 
mock  disapproval,  but  hung  on  every  word. 

Christina  Canon  Craighead 

Carolyn  and  her  last  babysitting  charges 

“My  favorite  memory  of  Carolyn  was  when  she  put  the 
pizza  in  the  oven  with  the  plastic  wrap  on  it.  When  it 
melted,  Carolyn  said  ‘Eat  it  anyway  or  I’ll  hit  you  with  a 
stick.”  Pip  Deely 


“On  that  first  evening  when  Carolyn  threatened  to  hit  my 
brother  ‘with  a stick’  after  he  hesitated  to  partake  in  a 
plastic  wrapped  pizza,  she  instructed  me,  on  emerging 
from  the  bath  with  wrapped  in  a towel,  to  put  my  head  in 
the  oven  to  dry  my  hair!  After  this  inauspicious  start  she 
decided  to  get  things  on  a better  footing.  She  sat  us  down 
in  the  living  room,  took  out  her  teeth  and  told  us  the  story 
of  Breakneck  Road  - named  for  an  uncle  who  fell  off  the 
back  of  a wagon.  We  were  spellbound  and  soon  happily 
went  off  to  bed.” 

Maisie  Deely 

The  Wisdom  of  Carolyn  Canon 

“I  first  met  Carolyn  Canon  when  I was  a young  bride 
some  twenty-eight  years  ago.  I extended  my  hand  and 
Carolyn  grasped  it,  peered  into  my  face  and  said  “If  you 
put  a clove  of  garlic  in  your  shoe  you  wouldn’t  have  that 
bad  breath”.  When  I think  of  Carolyn  now,  I can  still  see 
her  in  her  favorite  periwinkle  blue  beret  with  her  clear, 
beautiful  light  eyes  twinkling,  ail  dressed  up  and  looking 
quite  glamorous  for  Hop  Brook  Club.  And  while  I never  did 
put  that  piece  of  garlic  in  my  shoe,  Carolyn’s  country 
wisdom  and  her  honest  outlook  on  life  will  always  be  with 
us! 

Hilary  Deely 
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irma  Clark 


Josephine  Irma  Laurenti  Clark  moved  here  in  1941 
and  lived  with  my  father,  Duffy's  family  (Wilbur  S. 
Clark,  Jr.)  in  what  is  now  Pat  Clark's  house.  They 
moved  into  their  own  home  down  the  road  a short 
time  later.  Irma  became  involved  in  life  here,  making 
friends  with  all  the  townspeople.  She  and  other 
young  mothers  in  town  (she  had  two  boys,  Jerry  bom 
in  1942  and  Chucky  born  in  1947)  were  active  in 
town  life.  I came  along  in  1960  and  she  was 
definitely  a joiner  at  this  point.  She  was  in  the 
Tyringham  Valley  Club  and  the  Hop  Brook  Club. 

She  enjoyed  participating  in  the  political  process  in 
town.  Mom  kept  notes  on  the  Democratic  delegates 
and  being  a "counter"  at  the  town  elections,  she 
saved  every  ballot  sheet  she  ever  counted.  She 
loved  being  a library  trustee  and  a librarian.  She 
didn’t  even  mind  rearranging  her  schedule  for  the 
Bookmobile  (much)!  Another  big  part  of  her  life  was 
the  Historical  Commission.  She  was  quite  an  asset 
there,  having  been  involved  with  so  many 
townspeople  and  with  so  many  times  in  Tyringham. 
She  loved  her  church  and  was  the  Sunday  School 
Superintendent  for  a time.  She  helped  "dig  up"  the 
town  pool!  Her  slides  of  this  event  show  much 
community  spirit.  Irma  was  also  postmistress  for  12 
years  and  quite  a goodwill  ambassador  for  the  town. 
All  those  hikers  she  helped  out  remembered  all  the 
kindnesses  shown  them  by  Irma,  and  they  wrote 
many  cards  and  letters  to  show  how  much  they 
enjoyed  "trekking"  through  this  Hinterland 
Settlement. 

Mom  was  such  a big  part  of  Tyringham  for  so  long, 
knew  so  many  people  and  their  families,  had  such 
wonderful  life-long  friends  that  we  can  only  "Thank 


I"  You"  for  making  her  home  a place  like  no  other.  The 
tribute  you  gave  her  at  the  end  will  never  be 
forgotten  by  her  family. 

Kerry  Clark  Sullivan 


Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy 


When  I was  asked  to  write  about  Katy,  tears  came 
to  my  eyes  as  I was  so  touched  and  honored  to  be 
asked.  But  what  do  you  write  about  when  a life  has 
been  taken  away?  Especially  a young  woman  who  is 
in  the  prime  of  her  life  and  leaves  behind  a husband, 
son,  parents,  siblings,  countless  aunts  and  uncles, 
cousins  and  friends. 

Katy  died  on  December  26,  1999,  after  spending  a 
special  Christmas  at  home  with  her  family.  She  had 
fought  a long  and  hard  battle  with  cancer  and  lost. 
But,  I think  we  lost  more.  Thank  God  for  memories. 

Let's  go  back  a bit.  Katy  was  born  on  January  22, 
1964.  She  grew  up  in  Tyringham,  went  to  school 
here  and  in  Lee,  graduating  from  Lee  High.  Kate 
loved  life.  She  loved  to  sing,  to  participate  in  sports 
and  she  worked  hard,  asking  very  little  of  anyone.  I 
can  see  her,  Molly  and  Kelly  riding  their  bikes, 
playing  ball  or  just  sitting  around  talking.  Where  one 
was,  the  other  two  weren't  far  behind.  Going  through 
picture  albums,  I find  her  with  Mike  and  a box  of 
ginger  snaps  on  my  living  room  floor.  At  that  time, 
they  were  her  favorite  cookie.  Then,  there  is  the  one 
of  her,  Molly,  Mike  and  a Holstein  calf  out  here  on 
our  stone  wall.  School  pictures,  graduation,  her 
wedding.  They  are  all  memories  ...great  ones,  at 
that! 
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After  Katy  got  married  to  Tim  Murphy  and  moved  to 
Otis,  we  kind  of  lost  touch.  She  had  her  son  Shaun 
and  he  was  the  light  of  her  life.  Oh,  we  saw  each 
other  at  Price  Chopper  or  going  by  each  other  in  the 
car,  but  nothing  to  sit  down  and  write  home  about. 
But,  I am  so  thankful  that  during  her  last  stay  in  the 
hospital  I got  to  spend  some  quality  time  with  her. 
We  talked  of  old  times,  and  of  things  she  still  wanted 
to  do.  We  talked  about  her  son,  her  husband,  about 
her  Mom  and  Dad  and  how  much  every  one  of  them 
meant  to  her.  Especially  her  Mom,  Kathy,  who  spent 
night  after  night  with  her  in  the  hospital.  She  loved 
them  all,  Denise,  Joe,  Jim,  Helen,  Kara  and  Anita. 
Two  hundred  words  aren't  near  enough  to  let  you 
know  all  about  Katy.  About  her  hopes,  her  fears,  her 
wants  and  desires.  But,  do  know  that  I am  so 
thankful  that  she  was  a part  of  my  life  and  that  I got 
to  spend  the  time  with  her  that  I did.  When  you  look 
up  at  the  stars  at  night  and  there  is  one  especially 
bright  and  twinkling,  it  is  Katy,  watching  over  all  of 
us. 

Good-bye,  Kate.  We  miss  you. 

Sissy  Curtin 


Herb  Wasserman 


On  the  clear  morning  of  Friday,  September  8, 
2000,  Herbert  Wasserman  lost  a two  year  battle  with 
colon  cancer.  He  died  at  his  home  on  Jerusalem 
Road  in  Tyringham. 

He  adored  telling  people  about  his  Tyringham 
address,  proudly  announcing  with  a big  smile  that  he 
lived  on  Jerusalem  Road.  Jerusalem,  the  city  of 
peace,  representing  an  ideal  of  spiritualism  and 
timelessness,  yet  forever  in  strife. 

These  were  his  views  from  the  hill  - a world 
evoking  spiritualism,  beauty,  timelessness  and 


drama.  In  the  beauty  of  the  valley  he  witnessed  the 
colors  of  the  seasons-  from  spring’s  millions  of  new 
greens  to  fall’s  glowing  ambers.  And  always,  in  every 
season,  there  were  tumultuous  storms  over  the  hills 
with  lightning,  mists  and  dark  clouds  of  thunder.  In 
one  day  there  might  be  all  of  these.  That  was  what 
was  so  fascinating  to  him.  To  top  it  off,  he  always 
watched  the  peaceful  patterns  of  the  cows  who  came 
across  the  street  to  graze  below  the  hill... as  well  as 
the  morning  sun  which  jumped  through  the  windows. 

He  lived  in  Tyringham  for  only  five  years.  He 
enjoyed  his  home  on  Jerusalem  Road  for  reasons 
other  than  its  address.  He  loved  its  story  and  brought 
it  up  to  date  to  make  it  his  own.  In  the  past  it  was 
built  as  a bam,  then  became  a town  dance  hall  with 
rollicking  parties,  and  after  that  the  music  studio  of 
Walter  Damrosch,  housing  two  grand  pianos.  Herb 
derived  great  pleasure  from  continuing  the  tradition 
of  social  gatherings  and  artistic  innovation  in  that 
great  space.  He  and  his  wife,  Cece,  often  hosted 
flocks  of  family  and  friends  and,  at  times  produced 
concerts  of  contemporary  music  - all  in  the  same 
space  they  called  home.  In  the  last  weeks  of  his  life 
and  Cece  had  been  finalizing  the  details  of  a concert 
featuring  the  music  of  the  composer,  John  Harbison. 

Before  Tyringham,  Herb  and  his  family,  Cece,  and 
daughters  Emily,  Stephanie  and  Wendy,  lived  in 
another  historical  place  - a pre-civil  war  Georgian 
house  in  Larchmont,  New  York,  a stop  on  the 
underground  railroad.  Clearly,  the  family  was 
attracted  to  old  houses,  genuine  architecture  and 
romantic  stories. 

That’s  why  he  loved  51  Jerusalem  Road  in 
Tyringham. 

Cece  Wasserman 


As  we  go  to  press, 
we  mourn  the  recent  deaths 
of  two  Tyringham  residents: 

Ruth  H.  (Holly)  Darey 
and 

Charles  J.  (Jim)  Kittredge 
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TYRINGHAM  RIDGE  RUNNERS  SNOW  MOBILE 
CLUB 


The  Tyringham  Ridge  Runners  Snowmobile  Club  has 
reformed  after  being  dormant  since  1982. 

Currently  we  have  35  members,  and  invite  any  and  all 
to  join,  whether  you  snow  mobile  or  not.  Meetings  are 
held  on  the  2"'^  and  4*^  Wednesdays  at  the  Firehouse  at 
7 p.m..  Elections  have  been  held  with  the  following 
results: 

President:  Richard  “Hoppy”  Loring 
Vice  President:  David  Gamer 
Secretary:  Lori  Curtin 
Treasurer:  “Sissy”  Curtin. 

For  more  information  feel  free  to  call  “Sissy”  at  243-2999 
or  write  to  the  club  at  P.  O.  Box  423  Tyringham,  MA 
01264. 

Hope  to  see  you  on  the  trails!! 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 


Tyringham  Topics  FallAVinter  2000 
Editor  Roberta  Myers 
Editorial  and  production  staff: 

Toodie  Alsop,  Mini  Gilder, 

Maggie  Howard,  Sarah  Hudson 
And  the  many  Tyringham  residents 
who  shared  their  photos  and  memories. 
Especially  Bill  Cosel  and  Molly  Curtin-Schaefer. 


Tyringham  Topics  is  sent  to  each  post  office  box  in 
Tyringham  and  first  class  to  contributors  to  the  Hop 
Brook  Scholarship  Fund.  Contributions  to  the  fund  and 
holiday  greetings  are  solicited  each  fall  by  mail. 

To  be  on  the  mailing  list,  please  write  to 

Tyringham  Topics  P.  O.  Box  443 
Tyringham,  MA  01264 


Copies  of  this  issue  are  available  at  the 
Post  Office. 
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Tyringham  residents  turned  out  in  large  numbers  on  October  28^^,  working  alongside  staff  and  volunteers  from  the 
Trustees  of  Reservations  to  clear  the  brush  along  the  Cobble  side  of  Hop  Brook.  As  Selectman  Gilly  Palmer  reflected, 
“The  clearing  project  was  an  exceptional  example  of  the  wonderful  cooperation  of  the  residents  of  this  town!” 

The  Cobble  Committee  thanks  all  those  who  participated  in 
making  Tyringham  ever  more  beautiful  Thanks  to  all  those 
who  participated  in  making  Tyringham  ever  more  beautiful;  It 
looks  fantastic  and  we  hope  this  can  become  an  annual  event! 


Mary  Ar\n  Fertnelly  hauling  brush 
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NEWS  FROM  NEAR  AND  FAR  Great  to 

hear  from  Tyringham  Topics  readers  from  all  over  the 
globe! 

Peter  and  Ann  Herbst  write  from  Paris  where  they, 
Willie  and  Nicky  are  spending  the  year  “We’ve  certainly 
missed  everyone  and  the  beautiful  Berkshires,  particularly 
in  October.  There  was  some  trick  or  treating  set  up 
through  the  boys’  school  but  nothing  like  the  great  hay 
rides  or  Haunted  House  at  Town  Hall...  Believe  us, 
Tynngham’s  Halloween  is  the  best  on  either  side  of  the 
Atlantic!".  Meanwhile  ‘We’ve  been  pleasantly  surprised  by 
how  friendly  everyone’s  been.  We  don’t  know  why  people 
say  Parisians  are  rude  (of  course  they  say  that  about  New 
Yorkers,  too!)  Amazingly  we’ve  been  able  to  make 
ourselves  understood  and  managed  to  get  a bank 
account,  phone  number,  doctor’s  appointments,  haircuts, 
spare  keys,  train  tickets  and  even  videos  all  in  French! 

The  boys  are  still  somewhat  culture-shocked,  though 
they’ve  developed  nice  French  accents  and  Willie  is 
especially  courageous  trying  out  his  new  French 
vocabulary.  We  can’t  wait  to  get  back  to  Riverside  for  the 
holidays.  Joyeux  Noel  et  bonne  nouvelle  annee! 

After  a long  period  abroad  John  and  Carol  Fawcett  and 
Eliza  returned  to  American  life  in  September. 

From  Arizona  Christine  Bienvenue  writes  she  is  now  a 
qualified  EMT  and  majoring  in  microbiology  at  Arizona 
State  University.  She  hopes  to  go  into  the  field  of 
forensics.  Bill  Corcoran,  originally  from  Lenoxdale, 
received  his  Masters  from  Arizona  State  in  manufacturing 
engineering  and  works  for  Simula,  a manufacturer  of  bullet 
proof  vests,  air  bags  and  seats  for  the  presidential 
helicopters.  Christine’s  sons  are  doing  well.  Camille 
(D.C.)  is  an  Executive  Chef  at  “Angels  over  Naragansett” 
in  R.l.  He  graduated  from  Johnson  and  Wales  University 
in  Providence  and  is  married  to  Kristina,  who  works  in  the 
emergency  room  at  Rhode  Island  Hospital  in  Providence. 
She  also  is  an  EMT  and  considering  medical  school. 
Christian  has  his  own  carpentry  business  in  Lake  Tahoe 
and  works  at  Mt.  Rose  ski  area  building  jumps  and  on  the 
avalanche  patrol  in  the  winter. 

The  Cosels  are  deep  in  academia  - Adrienne  taking  on 
Assistant  Head  of  the  BCD  High  School,  Molly  finishing 
her  senior  year  at  Miss  Hall’s,  Gabey,  her  junior  year  at 
Yale. 

Tyringham  talent  goes  far  and  wide.  A Rambusch 
designed  banner  was  hung  from  the  balcony  of  St.  Peter’s 
in  Rome  for  the  beatification  of  Katherine  Drexel,  a 
Philadelphian  who  became  a nun  and  founded  schools  for 
native  American  and  black  children.  Viggo  Rambusch 
was  invited  to  attend  the  celebration.  Catha  has  co- 
authored an  encyclopedia.  Pioneers  of  American 
Landscape  Design,  the  first  of  its  kind.  It  includes  160 
entries  and  over  400  illustrations. 

Georgia  Birkett  reports  on  many  generations.  Her 
granddaughter  Allison  Joyner  is  on  the  Dean’s  List  in  her 
junior  year  at  UMass.  Her  English  paper  on  “The  Great 
Depression”  has  been  published!  Jason,  her  brother,  is  in 
the  trucking  business.  Their  mother  Martha  Joyner  is  busy 
as  director  of  housing  in  Lenox. 


She  is  a true  Tyringham  native  born  when  her  father  was 
running  the  Howard  Farm.  Tara  Birkett  Monteroso  is  an 
English  teacher  at  Monument  Mountain  High  School;  her 
sister  Jennifer  is  an  artist.  They  are  the  daughters  of 
Georgia’s  son  Richard  and  Eva  Birkett.  Donald  Birkett  is 
making  plans  to  return  from  England  with  his  wife  Arlene. 
Donald’s  twin  Diane  and  her  husband  Carl  Butler  have  a 
flower  shop  in  Pine  Plains  NY. 

Margaret  Dillon  Katz,  writes,  'We  had  a very  special 
vacation  planned  (for  last  New  Year’s  Eve)  but  I seriously 
considered  canceling  it  because  the  Tyringham  plans 
sounded  so  wonderful.  Of  all  the  many  and  varied  events 
planned  around  the  world,  I heard,  of  none  that  came  close  to 
the  kind  of  special  fun  planned  in  Tyringham.  Truly  it  seemed  the 
most  unique  of  all  the  world's  celebrations! 

Ann  Moffett’s  sad  news  is  that  her  daughter  Sarah’s 
husband  John  Waterman  died  on  June  19  after  a seven- 
month  battle  with  cancer.  They  would  have  celebrated 
their  third  wedding  anniversary  in  November. 

Writing  from  Germany,  Helena  Palmer  von  Gatterburg, 
mother  of  three  children  under  the  age  of  frve,  regrets  she 
has  only  been  in  Tyringham  “in  spirit”  this  year,  but 
enjoyed  hearing  news  through  Tonio  and  Barbara  this 
summer. 

Mary  Curtin’s  grandson  Kevin  is  engaged  and  “expects 
to  become  a married  man  sometime  next  June”. 

Judy  Morehouse  of  Goose  Pond  reports  on  Ray’s 
retirement.  He  “is  busying  himself  with  his  tractor,  hunting, 
grandchildren,  his  honey-do  list  and  napping!  What  life!” 

Also  from  Goose  Pond  comes  the  news  that  Chris  and 
Tracy  Johnson  had  a new  baby  boy,  Samuel  Grant,  on 
May  24. 

When  Kate  Van  Orman  retired  from  Country  Curtains 
this  summer,  she  and  Gordon  took  a month-long  cross- 
country trip,  stopping  to  see  Brenda  and  her  family  in 
Colorado.  “We  had  a great  time!” 

George  and  Betty  Kramer  report  that  on  June  23  Julie 
Glen  and  Charles  Truax  were  married  at  the  Tyringham 
Church. 

Hylie  and  John  Pappenheimer  are  pleased  to 
announce  the  marriage  of  their  son  Richard  (stage  name 
Ricky  Plant)  to  Sharon  Valier-Berther  (stage  name  Sherry 
Rich)  of  Melbourne  Australia  on  January  8 in  Melbourne. 
The  couple  are  both  musicians  living  in  Nashville,  TN. 

Ruth  Heath  is  relieved  to  report  that  her  son  Jimmy’s 
cancer  is  in  remission.  “Thank  you  all  for  your  prayers”. 

From  Florida,  Katharine  McLennan  reports  the  arrival 
of  her  new  grandson  Nathaniel  David  Epstein  on  October 
23.  He  is  the  son  of  Jennifer  Bishop  and  Daniel  Epstein. 
Just  before  his  arrival  Jennifer  had  a one-woman 
photography  show  in  Baltimore  in  September.  Judith 
Bishop’s  daughter  Maia  is  a freshman  at  San  Diego  State, 
and  Susie’s  daughter  Rachel  is  on  the  news  desk  of 
Bloomberg. 

Virginia  Gorman’s  daughter  Susan  and  grandson 
Conor  “pass  each  other  in  the  halls  of  Marymount,  Susan 
adding  to  her  old  Masters  in  psych  and  Conor  finding 
Shakespeare  as  magical  as  he  did  as  a tot  at  The  Mount”. 


20 


NEWS  FROM  NEAR  AND  FAR 

Walt  and  Rosa  Alward  have  a new  grandson  Perry 
William  Alward,  born  on  February  18  to  Walt  and  Joanna. 
Rosa  writes  that  while  her  son-in-law  David  Nutt  has  been 
serving  in  Kosovo  for  the  past  six  months  with  the  U.S. 
Army  peace-keeping  mission,  “we  have  had  the  pleasure 
of  enjoying  our  granddaughter  Emily  and  our  daughter 
Heidi”. 

Kate,  Peggy,  Mason,  Susie  and  Jim  Harding  all  send 
Christmas  greetings  and  rejoice  in  the  arrival  of  Susie  and 
Jim’s  new  baby  Benjamin  born  on  October  27,  a little 
brother  to  Maggie, Jack  and  Sam. 

Bill  and  Marilyn  Fennelly’s  daughter  Catherine  Elma 
Fennelly  and  Brian  Bailey  were  married  on  September  23 
at  St.  Andrew’s  Chapel  in  the  town  of  Washington,  MA. 
Brian  is  the  son  of  Gordon  and  Marguerite  Bailey  of 
Dalton.  Catherine  and  Brian  are  living  in  Lenox. 

‘With  a bit  of  nostalgia”  Peggy  Rector  notes  that  her  old 
house  in  Tyringham,  most  recently  owned  by  Alan  Hicks, 
has  been  bought  by  Linda  Tvrdy  and  Robert  Pees.  “ I wish 
them  many  happy  years  and  hope  they,  too,  can  become 
an  integral  part  of  the  community.” 

Robert  Pees  and  Linda  Tvrdy  write,”  We  just  bought 
our  place  in  August.  We  look  forward  to  hearing  all  the 
stories  and  meeting  our  new  neighbors.” 

Anne  and  Gilly  Palmer  are  great-grandparents  with  the 
arrival  of  John  Andrew  Homschek,  known  as  Drew,  son  of 
John  and  Spring  Palmer  Homschek  of  Wake  Forest,  NC. 

Mary  Smith  has  moved  to  Senior  Lodge  on  Onota 
Street  in  Pittsfield  and  is  very  happy  there.  She  sends  her 
love  to  everyone  in  the  Hop  Brook  Club  and  misses 
coming  to  the  meetings. 

Lori  Curtin  graduated  from  Westfield  State  cum  laude 
in  June. 

The  Curtin  Family  held  a reunion  on  August  18  at  the 
original  Curtin  homestead. 

Molly  Curtin  Shaefer  reports  on  the  festive  day  at 
Shaker  Pond.  “ We  had  82  in  attendance  and  enjoyed  a 
full  day  of  picnicking  and  swimming.  We  played  volleyball, 
had  a golf  contest  and  our  traditional  egg  toss.  The 
youngest  was  one  year  old  Michael  Loring,  the  oldest 
Kathleen  Harrod.  The  ones  who  traveled  the  farthest 
were  Gene  and  Nancy  Curtin  and  family  from  Maryland. 
Everyone  had  a great  day  and  enjoyed  being  at  Shaker 
Pond.  A special  Thank  You  to  Sidney  and  Brian  Urquhart 
and  Maggie  Howard  for  the  use  of  Shaker  Pond  for  the 
day.” 

Molly,  Tim,  Cody  and  Ben  Shaefer  went  out  west  this 
summer  to  visit  relatives  in  the  State  of  Washington. 

Neil  and  Helen  Curtin  celebrated  their  50*^  wedding 
anniversary  on  March  13  at  The  Pillars  resturaunt  with  a 
surprise  “card  shower”  by  neighbors,  friends  and  relatives. 
They  received  90  cards! 

Ed  and  Dianne  Fennelly  announce  the  engagement  of 
their  son  Darrell  to  Marcey  Naventi  of  Lee.  An  early  fall 
wedding  is  planned.  Darrell  is  a police  officer  in  the  towns 
of  Becket  and  Tyringham.  Marcey  is  a child-care  provider 
at  the  Lee  LYA. 

On  March  7 Simon  Herrera,  son  of  Rachel  Urquhart 
and  John  Herrera  was  born  weighing  in  at  a whopping 
9lbs,  6 ozs. 


Cece  Wasserman  and  her  daughters  report  the  passing 
away  of  their  husband/father.  Herb  Wasserman,  on 
September  8. 

MaryAnn  Fennelly  writes  “Amy  and  Byron  are  settled  in 
their  new  home  in  Upper  Jay,  NY.  Kathy  and  Andrew 
Bardwell  send  holiday  greetings  from  Melbourne, 
Australia”. 

Terry  Curtin  retired  from  Schweitzer/Mauduit  on  June  3 
after  42  years  of  service.  Marilyn  and  Terry  have  a new 
granddaughter  Amanda  Joan  born  on  September  15.  She 
is  the  daughter  of  Kelly  and  Kevin  Gadaier  of  Otis. 

Kristin  and  Joey  von  Korff  are  expecting  their  first 
baby  in  the  spring! 

Our  most  senior  senior  citizen  Millie  McIntosh  had  two 
new  great-grandchildren  in  this,  her  102"'‘ , year  - Adelaide 
Lloyd  in  California,  and  Sam  Dusinberre  in  Colorado 
joining  Janet  Barkdall,  last  year’s  great-grandchild  born  in 
Michigan.  Another  McIntosh  is  expected  in  California  in 
2001. 

Looking  back  on  New  Years  2000,  Angelica  McLennan 
Syp  writes  from  South  Burlington  VT  “Millennium  was 
fabulous  and  forever  memorable.  Bravo!  So  glad  I was 
there!” 

Lots  of  news  from  the  Littells!  Walter  Littell  married 
Eleanor  (Leli)  C.  Sudler  on  August  16  in  North  Haven,  ME. 
They  will  be  making  their  home  in  Concord  MA.  Leli’s 
daughter,  Isabel  Black,  is  in  the  seventh  grade.  Fanny 
Littell  and  her  husband  Adam  Heath  will  be  purchasing 
Walter’s  house  in  Somerville  early  in  2001.  Their  son  Max 
attends  second  grade.  Matthew  Littell  and  his  wife  Sheila 
Gallagher  live  in  Dorchester,  MA,  Matthew  is  working  for 
an  architectural  firm;  Sheila  teaches  art  at  several 
institutions  of  higher  education.  Andrew  Littell  and  his  wife 
Brooke  Russell  are  living  in  London.  Andrew  is  working 
on  internet-related  activities  fora  consulting  firm;  Brooke 
works  part-time  for  a management  consulting  firm  and 
daughter  Grace  is  developing  a fine  English  accent  at 
kindergarten. 

Shaun  Murphy  reports  that  Eamonn  has  transferred  to 
Westfield  State  where  he  is  in  Broadcast 
Communications.  Niall  had  started  school  in  Utah!  He 
loves  to  ski,  rock  climb,  hike  etc.  and  is  in  the  right  place 
for  the  2002  Olympics.  Siobhan  has  entered  high  school 
is  involved  in  field  hockey  (manager),  acting,  piano  and 
recently  guitar.  Holly  has  left  the  law  firm  after  ten  years 
in  exchange  for  a “cheesy  job”  in  town  - that  is,  she  is 
gainfully  employed  at  a wonderful  kitchen  supply/cheese 
shop  called  La  Grande  Pantrie  aka  Say  Cheese.  She 
loves  it.  Shaun  is  adjusting  to  a new  position  with  Searle, 
which  recently  merged  to  become  Pharmacia,  one  of  the 
largest  pharmaceutical  firms  in  the  world. 

Holly  Ketron  writes  from  New  Jersey  that  she  is 
thinking  of  Tyringham  often  and  old  friends 

Jim  and  Karen  Gralla’s  son  Spenser  will  graduate  from 
Lee  High  School  this  June  and  is  bound  for  college.  “We 
are  grateful  that  he  has  had  the  chance  to  grow  up  in 
Tyringham  - the  best  place  on  earth!” 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

In  memory  of  Stet 

Steve  & Barbara  Adams 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop 
Walt  & Rosa  Alward; 

David,  Heidi  & Emily  Nutt; 

Walter  Jr.,  Joanna  & Perry  Alward 
Happy  Holidays,  Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Betty,  Bill  & Whitney  Bean 
Christine  Bienvenue  & Bill  Corcoran; 

Camille  & Kristina  Bienvenue; 
Christian  Bienvenue 

Mrs.  Richard  E.  Birkett  (Georgia)  & Family 
Jennifer  Bishop,  Daniel  Epstein, 

Teddy  & baby  Nathaniel 
Judith  Bishop  & Maia  Bishop  Bookoff 
Teresa  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 
Bob  & MaryAnn,  Nicole  & Alexis  Brown 
In  memory  of  Nort  and  Eleanor  Canon  & 
Carolyn  G.  Canon 

John  & Marie  Canon,  Brian  Canon, 
Scott  & Carly  Canon; 

Gary,  Jennifer  & Ryan  Storti 
Larry  & Betty  Cernik 
Edgar  Chamorro 

Peter,  Gail,  Lissy  & Matt  Charpentier,  and 
Grandma  Edith  Charpentier 
Bob  & Sue  Choquette,  Aubrey,  Noah  & 

Nicky 

Dorothy  Choquette 

In  loving  memory  of  Duffy  & Irma  Clark 
Chuck,  Terry,  Jon  & Kevin  Clark; 
Gerry,  Mary  Ann  & Chelsea  Clark 
Pat  Clark,  Yogi,  Robin,  John,  Lucas  & Ben, 
Kristie 

Francis  & Betty  Clark  & Family 
Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gaby  & Molly 
Player  & Bobbie  Crosby  & Family 
Merry  Christmas  to  all!  Carl  & Chris  Curtin; 
Christopher  & Christine  Curtin 

Barry  & Quinn  Alma;  C.  Larry  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joey,  Jim, 
Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin,  Tim  & 
Shawn  Murphy 

Johnny  & Sissy  Curtin,  Mark,  Lori,  Mike, 

Pam  & Madison  Curtin 
Mary  Curtin;  Gene  & Nancy  & sons;  Kevin, 
Eugene  & Scott 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Michelle 

Goodfellow,  Peter  Curtin  Jr.,  & sons 
Ethan  & Collin;  Jamie  Curtin  & 
Family;  Joshua,  Nissa  & Asia;  Matt 
& sons;  Dillon  & Devin 
Terry  & Marilyn  & Stephen  Curtin;  Butch, 


Lisa  & Darby  Curtin;  Kevin, 

Kelly  & Amanda  Gadaier  & Tony 
Haywood;  Beth,  Gregg  & 

Kyle  Poulin 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 
Putt  Darey 
Betty  L.  Dennis 

Warm  Christmas  greetings  to  all  our 

neighbors,  Harry  Ellis  Dickson;  Kitty 
& Mike  Dukakis;  Jinny  & Alfred. 

Tom  & Therese  Dillon 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax,  David  & 

Adam  Donald;Peggy  Snider,  Gypsy 
Snider  & Lorenzo  Pisoni 
Bill  & Connie  Dyer  & Family 
Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott 

Rosy  Elliott,  Hank  Glassman,  all  the 
Aldriches;  Susannah  Elliott  & Kim 
Novick,  Eliza  & Cray 
Gino,  Mary  & Nicholas  Errichetto 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  Annette  & James 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 
Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly;  Parker,  Cheryl  & 
Ethan;  Catherine  & Brian 
Eddie  & Dianne  Fennelly:  Adam  Fennelly, 
Michelle  & Justin; 

Darrell  Fennelly  & Marcey;  Pat  & 
Mike  Boyle,  Lynette,  Diana 
& Michael 

Everett  & MaryAnn  Fennelly;  Everett  & 
MaryBeth  & Luke  Fennelly; 

Amy  Fennelly  & Byron  Renderer; 
Kathleen  & Andrew  Bardwell 
Nan  & Paul  Freed 

Ann  & Joe  Gallo,  Francesca,  Adriana  & 
Phoebe 

Allan  & Mary  Garner;  Stephen  & Nancy 
Wood 

Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie, 
Richard  & Nannina 

Mellie  Gilder;  Josh,  Anne-Lee  & Max  Gilder; 

David,  Cindy  & Allison  Gilder 
Virgina  Gorman;  Susan  & Conor  Moran 
Larry,  Sally,  Eric  & Laura  Griffin 
Spenser  Gralla,  Jim  Gralla,  Karen  Gralla 
Arnold  B.  Hale  & Alice  M.  Hale 
David  Hale 
Don  & Mary  Hale 
Dorothea  Hanson 

Peggy  & Mason  Harding;  Kate  Harding;  Jim 
& Susie,  Maggie,  Jack,  Sam,  & 
Benjamin  Harding 

Kathleen  & Stuart  Harrod,  Lyn  Harrod 
Sandy  & Arnold,  Cathy  & Suzie  Hayne 
Maggie  Howard 
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Herbert  Heath,  Jr.,  Connie,  Brian,  Eric  & 
Shawn  Heath 

Happy  holidays  from  Ruth  Heath,  John 

Heath  & Adam  Wade;  Steve,  Ruth  & 
Shannon  LeCompte  & Tom  & Eric 
Hart;  Nancy,  Randy  & Robert 
Wade;  Don  & Karie  Heath;  Jimmy  & 
Christina  Heath 

Peter  & Ann  Herbst,  Willie  & Nicky 
Sarah  Hudson 

Barclay  & Kerstin  Hudson  & Colin 
Sean  & Elayne  Hudson 
Arlene  Jennings  & Blase  Katterhagen;  Kate 
Chris.  Tracy,  Alex  & Sam  Johnson 
Joe  & Margaret  Dillon  Katz  & Rebecca 
Holly  (McLennan)  & Roger  Ketron  & kids 
Wil  & Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & 
Sophie;  Nick  & Lisa 

George  & Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Hawley 
Truax  & Jane  Thrailkill 
& Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & Charles 
Truax 

Lucyan,  Alan  & Lisa  Kraszeski;  Nancy 
Robitaille  & Family 
Selina  & David  Lamb 

Merry  Christmas  from  Doug  & Marion  Leach 
Walter  Littell  & Family 
Ben,  Roberta,  Benny  & Kell  Loring;  Robin, 
Chuck  & Jarret  Dohn 
Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Richard  Loring;  Ricky  & Alisha;  Ed  & 
Marion  & Family;  Deby  Hall 
& Family,  Kevin  Dougherty,  Amy 
Hunt  & Marcus,  Ashley  Hunt 
& Drew,  Elizabeth  & Henry  Hall 
In  memory  of  Joe  Loring,  Jr. 

Joe,  Evie  & Rod  Loring 
In  memory  of  Beatrice  & Charlie  Loring 
Margaret  & Russ  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

Tunk,  Dede  & Tony  Loring;  Bill,  Rhonda  & 
Dylan  & Isaac  Winters,  Ed, 

Elaine,  Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold; 
Chuck,  Kathie  MacKenzie  & 
Michaela  Loring 

Millicent  McIntosh,  Carey,  Jim,  Ken,  & Dick 
McIntosh  & Sue  Lloyd 
In  memory  of  John  McLennan 

Katharine  McLennan  & Family 
Helena  Gilder  Miller  & Family:  Rodman  & 
Gabriel;  Julia,  Tess,  Nadia  & 

Steven  Hartman;  Amasa,  Anita,  Elisa 
& Ayla;  Ginny,  Molly,  Christopher. 
Anne  Dort  Moffett;  Jonathan,  Sam,  Fiona  & 
Ian,  Sarah  Waterman 
Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 


In  memory  of  Paula  Mattlin 

Bob  Moskin  & Family 
Shaun  & Holly  Murphy,  Eamonn,  Niall, 
Siobhan 

Gilder  & Anne  Palmer;  Reese  & Laura 
Palmer,  Jake  & Hallie  Frank; 

Walter  Palmer,  Spring  & John 
Homschek,  Drew;  H.  Camp  & 
Comfort  Gordinier,  Jeremy,  Andrew 
& Adele 

Tonio,  Barbara,  Caroline,  William  & Henrik 
Palmer 

LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelly  & Butch  Palmer 
John  & Hylie  Pappenheimer;  Will  & Mary 

Pappenheimer;  Ros  Pappenheimer 
Zimmermann  & Family;  Rick 
(Pappenheimer)  Plant  & Sherry 
Robert  Pees,  Linda  Tvrdy  & Savannah  & 
Jessica  Pees 

Ned  & Petey  Perkins  & Family 
Jesse  Pierce 

Diana  Hitt  Potter;  Horatio  & Liz  & Jeffrey 
Lauria  & Donald  Puntin  & Family 
Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch  & Family 
Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun 
Judy  Reber;  Dennis  & Peggy  Shapson 
Margaret  Rector;  William  & Susan  Barkin, 
Lily  & Eliza 

Chuck,  Julie,  Gabriel  & Benjamin  Reich 
Margaret  & Ben  Richards,  & the  Luchars 
Lilja  & Joseph  Rizzo 

Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Ina  Schnell,  Eric  & Nancy,  Vicki  & Jay 
In  memory  of  Grace  Slater  and  Dan  Slater 
Charlie  & Liz  Slater  & Heidi 
Mary  & Gene  Smith;  Mary-Gene,  Norene, 
Shaun  & Families 

Kathryn  Greenthal  & Ted  & Tommy  Stern 
Asher  Treat;  Philippa  Claude  & Tony 
Stretton 
Ruth  S.  Swart 

Angelica  McLennan  Syp,  Marc  & Miranda 
Rachel  Urquhart,  John  Herrera, Theo 
&Simon 

Sidney  & Brian  Urquhart 

Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & Family 

The  Sisters  of  the  Visitation, 

Helena  (Palmer)&  Stefan  von  Gatterburg, 
Damian,  Francesca  & Therese 
Kristin  & Joey  von  Korff 
Cece,  Emily, Stephanie,  Wendy  Wasserman 
Joe,  Marian  & Denny  Whalen 
Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi, 
Ashley,  Linsey,  Cayce  Williams; 

Tim  & Diane  Williams 
Liz  & Mark  Williams 
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The  200  Millennium  Celebration  Bonfire 
Toodie  Alsop 


Hop  Brook  Community  Club 

P.  O.  Box  443 
Tyringham,  MA 


Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  in  the  interest  of  the  church  and  community 


Tyringham  Topics  2001 

Topics  2001  editor  Roberta  Myers 

The  theme  for  this  year’s  Topics  is  “What’s  on 
Your  Minds.”  We  asked  for  poetry  and  prose  on  any 
subject  written  by  Tyringham  residents  of  all  ages. 

We  were  delighted  by  your  responses!  Poets  as 
young  as  eight  and  others  long  deceased  are 
represented,  in  addition  to  reports  from  town  groups 
and  photo  documentation  of  yet  another  memorable 
year  in  beloved  Tyringham.  With  space  limitations, 
we  had  to  do  some  editing. 

Included  are  your  greetings  and  news.  Your 
donations  help  provide  scholarships  to  Tyringham 
youth  and  winter  fuel  for  the  Church. 

Thanks  again.  Hop  Brook  Club,  for  the  opportunity 
to  be  a part  of  this  annual  project  I enjoy  so  much. 


The  Thrush 

Georgia  Hoyt  Birkett 

Tis  the  evening 

And  across  the  dusky  twilight 

Comes  a song 

Melodious,  sweet  and  clear 

My  heart  is  awakened  and  thrilled 

Joy  comes  again  in  a sudden  rush 

There  - can  you  hear  it? 

Tis  the  song  of  the  thrush. 


NEW  ENGLAND  TREE 

Elizabeth  Elliott 

God  so  loved  the  elm 
that  as  its  trunk  divided  and 
strong  branches  went  their  separate 
journeys  to  the  freshly  painted  sky, 

God  could  simply  not  resist, 

but  cupped  His  palm  about  these  boughs, 

and  felt  them  growing  there, 

through  his  hand,  beneath  his  eye, 

a moment 

And  then  He  set  them  loose, 
and  once  again  they  grew  away, 
each  in  its  own  direction  dravm, 
until  the  tree  was  lovely  grown; 

But  the  imprint  of  God’s  palm, 
the  curve  of  His  careful  fingers, 
is  there  on  the  elm  behind  the  barn, 
on  every  elm  that  we  may  know. 
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My  Day's  Play 

Adriana  Gallo,  Age  8 


I eat  my  breakfast  and  run  out  the  door 
while  my  sisters  are  playing 

games  on  the  floor. 

Once  I get  out  I realize  I hadn't 
stopped  to  say  goodbye. 

Then  I'm  looking  round  again 

thinking  how  happy  I am. 


The  Unexplained  • A Golf  Story 

Terrence  Curtin 

1 was  golfing  with  my  brother  Jimmy,  Gordon  Van 
Orman  and  Ted  Bombadier.  I had  been  playing  with 
the  same  ball  all  day,  a Strata  with  a logo  on  it.  On 
the  eighteenth  hole,  I hit  my  second  shot  into  some 
pine  trees.  Unable  to  find  my  ball,  I dropped  a 
Pinnacle  ball  on  the  fairway  and  hit  it  up  to  the  green. 
When  I went  to  chip  it  on  to  the  green,  I called  my 
playing  partners  over.  To  our  amazement,  there  was 
my  original  ball  - the  Strata  with  the  logo  - sitting 
there.  We  couldn't  believe  it!  The  good  Lord 
changed  the  ball,  is  my  only  explanation.  This  took 
place  at  the  Pontoosuc  Country  Club  in  the  year 
2000. 

This  year,  I was  golfing  with  Gordon  and  Teddy  at 
Bas  Ridge.  On  the  first  hole,  Teddy  and  I hit  our 
drives  straight  down  the  middle.  Gordon  hit  his  way 
to  the  right  over  a steep  bank.  I was  playing  a Top 
Flite  2000,  Gordon  a Molitor  with  three  blue  dots,  and 
Teddy  a Pinnacle.  We  couldn't  find  Gordon's  ball,  so 
he  dropped  a Titleist  on  the  fairway  and  we  played 
the  hole  out.  On  the  second  hole,  we  hit  our  drives. 
Gordon  was  about  ten  yards  ahead  of  me.  We 
chipped  to  the  green  and  putted  out.  When  I took 
my  ball  out  of  the  cup,  I couldn't  believe  it.  It  wasn't 
my  Top  Flite  2000,  but  a Molitor  with  three  dots  - the 
ball  Gordon  had  lost  on  the  first  hole.  After  last  year, 
and  now,  it  has  happened  again.  These  stories  are 
both  true. 


A Fairy  Tale  Come  True 

Hazel  Tinker 

Written  on  the  occasion  of  her  birthday 
in  the  late  1930s 

I am  happy,  as  happy  and  proud  as  can  be. 

For  the  best  party  ever  thought  of  was  given  for  me. 

Miss  Beulah  Canon,  most  gracious  lady  and  a swell  sport 
Gave  the  whole  town.  Orchard  House  in  which  to  hold  fort. 


It  surely  vtas  an  inspiring  sight, 

To  see  that  big  house  ablaze  \A/ith  light. 

The  girls  with  their  aprons  and  cute  little  hats, 

And  the  boys  with  their  yellow  flowers,  and  green  cravats. 

The  table  was  a sight  to  behold 

With  its  favors  and  nuts  and  flowers  the  color  of  gold. 

And  the  candy,  if  you  please. 

Was  given  by  our  friend  Frank  R.  Pease. 

There  were  sandwiches  and  coffee  supreme. 

And  fancy  cakes  and  real  ice  cream. 

And  what  was  a whole  lot  more 
A great  big  cake,  on  top  of  which  was,  'Tinker's  Store". 


There  was  a telegram  that  increased  my  pride. 

And  letters  from  friends,  far  and  wide. 

No  words  can  express  my  thanks,  kind  friends,  to  you 
But  you  made  a most  charming  fairy  tale  come  true. 


Tinker’s  Store,  1939 


There  I was  lured,  at  first  against  my  will 
But  the  memory  of  it  will  always  bring  a big  thrill. 
As  I entered,  eighty  voices  shouted,  "Surprise!" 
And  a camera  flashed  before  my  eyes. 


Newton  Heath  and  his  boys  furnished  music  sweet 
And  brought  pleasure  to  many  dancing  feet. 

There  was  a song  by  the  crowd  about  something  for  you  and  I 
'Neath  the  crust  of  the  old  apple  pie. 

Then  Mr..  Job  arose  and  talked  about  time 
And  presented  me  with  a watch  that  was  most  wonderfully  fine. 
Then  came  a large  suit  case  that  was  most  neat. 

Followed  by  a weekend  one,  all  complete. 
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Days  of  Grace 

R.  Hawley  Taiax,  Femside,  1968 

No  longer  numberless,  the  Berkshire  breakfasts  on 

a mountainside  that,  behind  us,  we  can  see 

only  as  if  reflected  by  the  counterpart 

across  the  narrow  Valley  at  our  feet.  Through  its 

very  V a stream  of  snowy  mist,  any  wamn 

summer  morning,  may  as  from  a ballet  bar  come 

sweeping  - Les  Sylphides  - up  the  long  slope  of  our  sheep 

meadow:  pose.  . . advance.  . . retreat. . . advance  again 

...  to,  and  fro,  but  never  overstep  their  stage's 

border  of  this  knee-high.  Shaker-kitchen-garden,  wall. 

At  my  shoulder,  an  indomitable  ivy's 
mountaineering  has  fingered,  green-deep,  all  the  nicks 
and  crevices  of  English  bonded,  pale  pink,  bricks 
(circling  only  owl-eyed  windows)  almost  to  the  eaves. 

The  high  triangle  under  rooftree  tells  what  time 
have  leaves  of  life,  or  ivy,  to  complete  our  climb. 


Winter 

Dakota  Schaefer,  Age  10 


Cody  Schaefer  at  Halloween 


Originally  published  in  The  New  Yorker  Copyright  © 1968 
Reprinted  by  permission  All  rights  reserved 


Doug  Leach  and  Carl  Curtin  at  lunch  after  brush  clearing 


Tyringham 

Carl  Curtin,  1957 


Tyringham  is  where  I live. 

No  place  could  I love  more. 

Each  day  it  beckons  to  me 
With  all  its  hidden  lore. 

The  cobble  and  its  majesty, 

"Old  Baldy's"  shining  dome 
Call  out  to  me  while  I'm  in  Lee, 

And  I long  to  hurry  home. 

I dream  of  roaming  through  the  hills 
And  fishing  in  the  lake. 

And  any  time  I have  my  choice. 

It's  Tyringham,  I'll  take. 


When  trees  start 
to  lose  their  leaves,  the  bears 
look  for  a place 
to  hibernate. 

Mother  Nature 
sends  cool  winds 
and  Jack  Frost  to 
paint  pictures 
on  your  windows, 
then  a white 
rain  comes  then, 
it's  like  a 
winter  fairy 
land  of  white. 


Six  Miles  Nearer  Heaven 

Elizabeth  Elliottt 

The  man  has  spread  his  silver  wings 
is  six  miles 
nearer  heaven, 

has  climbed  the  tumbleweed  of  cloud 
conquers  where  no  bird 
has  striven; 

his  wings  wink  joy  before  his  breeze, 
his  pockets  billow 
and  let  loose  the  sky, 

two  streaming  trails,  the  fountains  of  his  play, 
lie  smoking  on, 
though  he  has  catapulted  by. 
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I Can  Tell  You  What  I Need 

Sarah  Hudson 


Silence  to  be  broken 
To  cut  away  toxic  protection 
To  autopsy  an  old  doll 

And  dissect  the  smell  of  alien  shoes. 

Let  me  fall  on  my  knees  on  the  soil 
Plant  kisses  among  roots  and 
Rub  the  marrow  of  atoms 
Place  nets  for  stars  and 
Bruise  the  textures  of  soft  fruit. 


Tyringham 

Theo  Kalogerakis,  Age  8 


I love 

the  smell  of  the 
freshly-cut  fields. 

I love 

the  sound  of  the  cows 
mooing. 

I love 

the  taste  of  the 
sweet  apples  in  autumn. 

I love 

the  sight  of  a 
hawk  soaring  high 
above  the  hills. 

I love 

the  feel  of  the 
cool  velvet  moss 
under  my  feet. 

I love  the  color  of  a 
fiery  orange  newt 
as  it  crawls 

between  the  raindrops. 

I love 

when  the  mist 
makes  the  valley 
vanish. 

I love 

the  white  wooden  church 
where  my  parents 
were  married 

I love 

the  thyme  that 
covers  the  old  graveyard 
like  a cozy  green  blanket. 

I love 

the  friendly,  tired  hikers 

who  hang  around 

the  gray  stone  Post  Office. 

Tyringham  is  one  of  my  favorite  places. 


Theo  Kalogerakis  and  his 
rabbit  at  the  pet  show 


Will  Twing  with  his  team  of  oxen 


Tyringham:  1762  - 1912 

Alexander  Zerban,  1912 

An  excerpt  from  a poem  written  for  Tyringham's  IStf^  anniversary 

As  time  progressed  a commerce  grew. 

The  cotton,  paper,  grist  mills  whirred. 

The  Hop  Brook  waters  gave  their  due 
So  that  activity  was  heard. 

They  came,  they  went,  yet  to  this  day 
The  saw  and  rake  mills  still  survive. 

The  rakes  are  famous  far  away 
And  justly  their  good  names  derive. 

As  mills  decayed  the  census  fell. 

All  traffic  lessened  - silence  reigned 
Still,  here  and  there,  old  landmarks  tell 
The  height  of  what  \was  once  attained. 

This  valley  turned  to  quiet  dreams. 

Tobacco  held  its  short-lived  sway 
But  simple  agriculture  seems 
To  be  the  standby  - once,  alway. 

The  times  have  changed,  so  have  some  folks; 

We  see  new  faces  ev'ry  year. 

Yet,  here  and  there,  with  oxen  yokes 
A settler's  offspring  does  appear. 

On  hundred  fifty  years,  'tis  true. 

Make  dents  in  all  eternity. 

But  all  the  people,  old  and  new. 

Compose  one  great  fraternity. 

I wish  an  abler  pen  might  rhyme 
The  history  of  this  beautiful  vale  - 
Fair  Tyringham,  may  future  time 
Preserve  thee  restful,  soothing,  hale! 
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On  My  Mother's  English  Bulldog 

Maggie  Howard,  1951 


You  hear  a snort 

You  hear  a wheeze 

You  feel  him  slobber  on  your  knees 

You  tell  the  oily  creature,  please 

To  go  away. 

You  see  his  eyes  a drunken  red 
You  watch  him  climb  up  on  your  bed 
You  push  his  greasy  flabby  head 
You  start  to  scream  what  you've  just  said. 
He  only  grunts. 

You  wipe  his  breakfast  off  his  snout 
You  put  his  leash  on,  take  him  out 
The  neighbors  sigh  that  he's  about 
The  nicest  thing  without  a doubt 
That  ever  was. 

You  give  his  writhing  tail  a crack 
You've  done  it  lots  - you've  got  the  knack 
And  then  you're  off  and  down  the  track 
He  climbs  into  some  Cadillac 
The  chauffeur  has  a heart  attack 
And  you  apologize. 

Home  for  the  day  - the  same  routine 
You  mix  his  meat  and  Ovaltine 
Long  for  the  courage  to  slip  unseen 
An  lethal  drop  of  Benzedrine. 

If  anybody  feels  inclined 

To  want  this  bulldog  - 1 won't  mind 

I'll  send  him  absolutely  free 

And  if  you  loathe  him,  don't  blame  me. 


"Hay  Bales  ” by  Smette  Alsop 


Evening  In  The  Tyringham  Valley 

Richard  Watson  Gilder,  circa  1895 

What  domes  and  pinnacles  of  mist  and  fire 
Are  builded  in  yon  spacious  realms  of  light 
All  silently,  as  did  the  walls  aspire 
Templing  the  ark  of  God  by  day  and  night! 
Noiseless  and  swift,  from  darkening  ridge  to  ridge. 
Through  purple  air  that  deepens  down  the  day. 
Over  the  valley  springs  a shadowy  bridge. 

The  evening  star’s  keen,  solitary  ray 
Makes  more  intense  the  silence,  and  the  glad. 
Unmelancholy,  restful,  twilight  gloom  - 
So  full  of  tenderness,  that  even  the  sad 
Remembrances  that  haunt  the  soul  take  bloom 
Like  that  on  yonder  mountain. 

Now  the  bars 

Of  sunset  all  burn  black;  the  day  doth  fail, 

And  the  skies  whiten  with  the  eternal  stars. 

O,  let  thy  spirit  stay  with  me  sweet  vale. 


It  Is  As  Much 

Elizabeth  Elliott 

It  is  as  much 

To  be  done  to  as  to  do. 

As  much  to  receive  and  nourish 
As  to  sow. 

As  much 
As  difficult 
As  beautiful 

To  accept  as  be  the  giver. 

It  is  as  much 

To  be  done  to,  as  to  do. 


Quest  For  The  Golden  Fleece 

Elisabeth  Charpentier 

The  Promised  Land 
Bleeds 

Sandy  moons 
Immortal,  the  river  breathes 
I try  to  discover 
What  a great  time  2001 
Is  to  be  alive 

With  humans  living  in  caves 
The  land  reeks  disaster 
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‘S  Wonderful 

Bill  Cosel 

It’s  my  first  drive  to  the  cardiac  rehab  center  at  BMC... Who 
do  I bump  into?  Ozzie  Rathbun,  looking  wonderful  and 
exercised!  Glenn  Miller  is  playing  “In  the  Mood.”  Everyone 
at  work.  Blood  pressure  cuffs  around  arms,  pulses  being 
taken,  ‘Weigh  ini”,  she  says,  “Ten  mins  on  this,  5 mins  on 
that.”  They  watch  their  TV  sets  as  wireless  news  from  our 
chests  sends  back  spikes  and  lines.  I can’t  believe  I’m  here. 
I don’t  want  to  believe  it.  Well,  I am  and  I’m  grateful. 

My  friends  from  Australia  called  it  a wobbly. 

The  doctors,  an  angioplasty. 

I wanted  it  to  remain  nameless  - 
Something  that  would  never  happen. 

Never  happen. 

Imagine, 

61  years  and  no  time  off 
Relentless  pumper 
What  heart! 

Opening  and  closing. 

Delivering  to  every  address. 

Supplying  itself. 

Then  imagine 

What  intimate  wires  probed  it. 

What  tiny  wrenches  tweaked  it. 

What  poetic  hands  knew  its  despair 
And  fixed  it. 

Four  days  later,  back  on  my  feet 
I realize  how  lucky  I am. 

Listening  for  and  feeling  each  beat 
Like  never  before. 

“I’ll  take  care  of  you,”  I promise. 


Left  to  Right:  Walter  Howard.  John  Curtin.  Bill  Cosel,  Sarah  Hudson. 
David  Curtin.  Tom  Curtin.  Ed  Pothul.  Hazel  Pothul 


The  Time  of  the  Mac 

Walter  Howard,  1984 

Would  we  live  in  a safer  world  today  if  Eve  had  been 
offered  a scabby,  wormy  fruit  off  an  unpruned  tree?  Or  if 
the  goddess  of  discord  had  tossed  Hera,  Aphrodite  and 
Athena  something  picked  up  at  the  supermarket? 

Who  knows. 

And,  at  this  season,  who  really  cares?  What  counts  is 
that  the  apples  are  ready  for  picking,  and  all  the  goodness 
that  goes  \with  them.  They  are  the  fruit  of  history.  Cormac 
mac  Art,  a pre-Christian  king  of  Ireland,  almost  got  tempted 
from  his  kingdom  and  family  by  nine  golden  apples  that 
hung  from  a branch.  Almost,  but  not  quite.  In  those  days, 
people  thought  twice  before  shaking  the  branches.  King 
Arthur,  badly  wounded  at  Camelot,  found  sanctuary  and 
survival  at  Avalon,  the  island  of  magical  apple  trees. 

We  are  sometimes  annoyed  by  apple-polishers,  less  so 
by  apple-knockers.  Apple-pie  order,  a commendable  goal, 
usually  waits  until  tomorrow  and  certainly  does  in  the  days 
before  the  primary  election,  days  filled  with  talk  and  no 
cider. 

A Macintosh  won’t  guarantee  the  kind  of  immortality  that 
saved  old  Arthur.  But  there’s  something  about  biting  into  a 
Mac  in  September  that  makes  one  think  of  a happiness, 
even  glory  down  the  road,  autumn  sunshine  and  promises 
that  may  be  kept  after  all.  Daily  doses  keep  the  doctor 
away  (not  that  he’d  make  a house  call,  but  the  advice  is  still 
valid).  And  in  a pie,  with  cheese,  it  pretty  much  demands 
the  ritual  kiss  and  squeeze  - demonstrations  of  affection 
that  this  autumn  world  is  better  off  with  than  without. 


THE  BATTLE 

Matthew  Kyle  Charpentier 


The  battle  is  cold  outside. 

It  is  about  to  rain  in  the  cold  blustery  sky. 

Yet  I am  \A/arm, 

Unlike  other  people. 

It  is  useless  to  fight  the  cold. 

My  back  is  weak  as  I walk  through  empty  halls. 
I ponder  math  as  it  rushes  through  my  head. 
My  brain  is  empty  of  thoughts. 

I can't  think  as  I write  standing  in  the  wind. 

It  is  bitter  and  blustery. 

I become  cold  looking  at  the  freezer. 

I have  lost  the  battle. 
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Small  Forks  in  the  Wrong  Drawer 

Elizabeth  Elliott 


Winter  In  The  Hayloft 

Louisa  Gilder  1998 


Who  can  stand  before  an  ancient  bam 
and  not  feel  the  weight  of  summer  stored  inside 
while  snow  in  drifts  like  twisting  scarves  of  silk 
wraps  wonders  round  your  ice-encircled  eyes? 

Dry  tongue  licks  lips  now  clean  of  black  hay  dust 
While  hay-sweat  smeared  on  row  and  row  and  row 
Remembers  summers  spent  and  past  and  gone 
While  horses  shuffle  contentedly  below. 

Summer  lies  in  sunny  heaps  from  beam  to  beam 

smells  of  haying  brew  and  tractor  oil 

The  clanks  of  baler  against  wagon  somehow  seem 

to  echo  in  this  ice  bound  bam  of  all  our  toil 

Summer  glows  from  every  window  pane 

like  steam  from  horses  coming  in  from  rain. 


Remembering  Tyringham 

By  Theresa  Bragdon 

How  many  times  did  I walk  the  valley 
Or  the  trails  near  serene  Goose  Pond 
The  views  - the  beauty  - are  not  soon  forgotten 
In  this  land  of  which  we  are  so  fond 

The  time  that  v\/e  spent  here  - so  much  work,  little  play 
Fades  quickly  as  years  fly  by 
My  hope  at  this  time  is  that  all  those  on  earth 
Know  such  peace  as  in  where  we  reside 

Pray  that  this  valley  - indeed,  our  nation  - 
No  longer  know  terror  or  strife 
Pray,  too,  that  this  season  of  joy  and  kindness 
Be  with  us  the  rest  of  our  life. 


A twinge,  a somersault  of  love,  to  see 
the  small  forks  in  the  wrong  drawer; 
they  mean:  my  daughter  was  just  here; 

Instantly  the  morning  aches  are  gone, 

I am  back  in  yesterday  when  she  left  on  the  first  train, 
back  in  the  day  before,  when  she  arrived, 

I think  how  I watch  her  soul  paint  beauty  on  her  face; 

A bluebird  feeds  on  the  rail, 
the  first  I've  ever  seen. 

But  oh,  the  small  forks  in  the  wrong  drawer. 


Goose  Pond  - Tyringham  Historical  Commission 


One  Last  Visit  to  Goose  Pond 

Excerpts  from  an  article  by  Eric  Vohr 

When  I was  a child,  I spent  my  summers  on  a small  lake 
in  the  Berkshire  Mountains  called  Goose  Pond.  My 
grandparents  owned  a house  and  a few  hundred  acres  on 
the  lake's  eastern  shore.  ... 

All  summer  long  I would  work  with  my  grandmother  - for 
candy  money  - in  her  enonnous  flower  gardens  that 
surrounded  the  house.  And  all  summer  long  a constant  sea 
of  through-hikers  and  day-hikers  would  march  past  our 
door. 

More  times  than  not,  seeing  us  out  in  the  yard,  the 
people  would  stop  and  ask  if  they  might  fill  their  water 
bottles  and  rest  for  awhile.  Inevitably  my  grandmother 
would  invite  them  to  sit  down,  fill  their  bottles  and  even  offer 
them  a cookie  or  two  if  she  was  in  the  mood. . . . 

My  grandmother  has  passed  away  and  my  grandfather 
has  since  sold  the  house  and  mov^  to  Florida.  Some  of 
the  land  still  remains  in  the  family.  But  it  had  been  years 
since  I visited  those  memorable  woods. 

Just  this  past  month,  however,  I decided  to  make  the 
...two-hour  journey  [from  my  Vermont  home]  and  re- 
experience the  past.  ... 

When  we  were  kids  we  used  to  play  a game  on  our  way 
to  grandma's  house  trying  to  guess  what  color  the  water 
would  be  coming  out  of  the  old  mill.  Depending  on  what 
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paper  they  were  dying  at  the  time  the  water  could  be  bright 
red,  dark  blue,  pale  yellow  or  any  kind  of  mixture  in 
between. 

After  a long  climb  up  the  mountain  the  road  turned 
sharply  to  the  left.  At  this  point  I was  on  the  old 
Appalachian  Trail.  ...  Further  up  the  road  I reached  the  end 
of  the  pavement  and  a fork  in  the  road.  The  old  trail  used  to 
run  down  to  the  lake  on  the  left  fork.  A hundred  feet  past 
my  grandmother’s  house  it  would  turn  into  the  woods  and 
go  up  and  over  the  mountain  to  Upper  Goose  Pond.  ... 

I grabbed  my  water  bottle  and  a hat  - the  deer  flies  can 
be  persistent  - and  stepped  out  onto  the  trail,  heading  north. 
The  path  intersects  a number  of  abandoned  stone  walls  - 
left  behind  from  when  the  region  was  farmed  - before 
dropping  down  to  a quaint  little  wooden  bridge  that  crosses 
a little  beaver  pond. 

Often  in  the  late  afternoon  my  cousins  and  I would  come 
up  to  this  pond  to  spy  on  the  beavers.  Of  course,  they 
knew  we  were  coming  long  before  we  ever  saw  them  and 
would  stop  whatever  they  were  doing,  dive  into  the  pond 
and  slap  the  water  v/ith  their  big  fat  tails  as  a warning. 
When  we  arrived  we'd  find  them  swimming  back  and  forth 
keeping  a watchful  eye  out  until  we  left.  The  pond  they 
created  with  their  dams  also  serves  as  a breeding  ground 
for  Goose  Pond's  wild  brown  trout  population. 

My  cousin  had  a grandfather  from  North  Adams  who 
used  to  fish  the  creek  that  runs  from  this  beaver  pond  to 
Goose  Pond.  I remember  there  were  days  I'd  be  wandering 
in  the  woods  alone  and  I'd  come  upon  this  wily,  older  man, 
a fish  basket  hanging  by  a leather  strap  over  his  shoulder, 
carefully  working  a small  pool.  ...Waving  me  over,  he  would 
eagerly  show  me  at  least  a couple  of  large  gasping  browns 
he  recently  pulled  from  the  stream.  ... 

As  kids,  my  brothers  and  I would  paddle  the  whole 
length  of  Lower  Goose,  pass  through  the  small  channel  that 
connects  the  two  lakes  and  make  our  way  to  this  very  spot. 
We'd  unpack  our  little  sandwiches  and  while  away  the 
•summer  afternoons  inventing  countless  different  stories 
about  the  remains  of  a hunting  lodge  - an  old  chimney  and 
the  cabin  that  was  once  attached  to  it. 

They  were  always  dangerous  and  mysterious  tales 
involving  criminals  and  outlaws.  But  like  kittens  playing 
endlessly  with  a piece  of  string,  we'd  wind  our  tales  until  the 
sun  got  low  in  the  sky  and  we  knew  we  had  to  paddle  back 
for  dinner. ... 

I removed  my  pack  and  walked  down  to  the  lake.  From 
the  little  stone  beach  I could  clearly  make  out  the  tiny  island 
that  was  another  source  of  many  adventures  of  my 
childhood.  Across  the  pond  was  a small  campsite  - used 
many  times  by  my  friends  and  me  - that  has  been  empty  for 
years  since  they  banned  camping  and  fires.  As  I looked 
toward  the  marshy  end  of  the  pond,  I remembered  seeing 
my  first  giant  snapping  turtle,  one  I accidentally  disturbed 
on  the  murky  bottom  with  my  paddle  on  a hot  summer  day 
too  long  ago  to  even  remember  the  year.  And  I 
remembered  finding  my  first  tiny  painted  turtle  resting  on  a 
lily  pad  in  full  bloom. ... 

A half  hour  later,  replete  with  memories,  hungry  and  out  of 
water,  I stood  up,  put  on  my  pack,  ...  and  headed  back 
down  the  trail.  ...  I decided  to  drive  down  the  old  trail  past 
my  grandmother’s  old  house. 


I was  just  about  to  pull  into  the  old  circular  driveway  - 
where  my  brothers  and  I used  to  race  the  go-cart  grandpa 
bought  for  us  - when  I noticed  the  house  wasn't  empty. 
There  was  an  older  woman  working  in  the  garden  on  the 
front  of  the  house  ...  who  looked  up  from  under  her  large 
straw  sun  hat  and  smiled. 

I told  her  who  I was  and  of  course  she  remembered  my 
grandfather  who  sold  her  the  house.  She  laughed  and  said 
she  has  not  been  able  to  keep  the  gardens  the  way  my 
grandmother  did  and  I smiled  and  told  her  the  gardens  look 
great. 

And  then,  oddly  enough,  I asked  her  if  I could  take  a 
look  at  the  old  spigot  on  the  side  of  the  house  where  my 
grandmother  used  to  fill  water  bottles  for  all  those  hikers 
from  so  long  go. 

It  was  a strange  request,  but  she  smiled  and  said  yes. 
When  I reached  the  front  door  and  laid  eyes  on  the  tiny  little 
waterspout,  I was  glad  to  see  it  hadn't  changed.  After  ail 
these  years  it  was  the  same  old  spigot  splashing  over  the 
same  old  stones.  There  was  even  the  old  shoe  scraper 
where  my  grandmother  religiously  made  us  dean  the 
bottoms  of  our  sneakers  before  we  were  allowed  in  the 
house. 

My  journey  was  complete.  I thanked  the  new  owner  for 
her  kindness  and  climbed  back  into  my  car.  As  I reached 
the  top  of  the  road,  I noticed  a for-sale  sign  I hadn’t  seen  on 
my  way  in.  It  sat  on  the  comer  of  the  last  remaining 
hundred  acres  of  my  family's  land.  And  it  suddenly  hit  me 
that  this  could  very  well  have  been  my  last  visit  to  my 
beloved  Goose  Pond. 


Two  Weeks  At  Ground  Zero 

Excerpts  from  an  article  by  Guy  Lounsbury  Oct.  2001 
(Betty  Cemik’s  nephew) 

I had  the  honor  of  being  chosen  by  the  109*^  AW, 
NYANG  to  assist  in  the  efforts  currently  underway  at  the 
WTC  disaster  site,  commonly  known  as  Ground  Zero.  Our 
part  in  this  effort  was  from  September  22  to  October  6. 
During  that  time  I kept  a journal  of  what  we  did,  what  we 
saw,  and  what  my  thoughts  and  emotions  were... and  I had 
the  opportunity  to  see  first  hand  the  utter  devastation  that 
the  terrorists  had  caused.  I also  had  the  privilege  to  see 
Americans  at  their  best. 

The  first  hint  of  what  is  coming  when  entering  lower 
Manhattan  is  the  smell.  The  smell  was  evident  as  soon  as 
we  exited  the  Brooklyn  - Battery  Park  tunnel.  I had 
expected  the  smell  of  decay.  We  had  arrived  on  site  almost 
two  weeks  after  the  terrorists  had  struck  and  it  seemed 
natural  that  with  all  the  dead  still  in  the  rubble  that  this  smell 
would  be  the  most  pervasive.  That  wasn’t  the  case  though. 
The  best  way  I can  describe  the  smell  is  that  of  burning 
garbage.  It  is  obvious  upon  entering  lower  Manhattan  that 
something  has  happened.  There  are  (X)lice  and  military 
personnel  everywhere.  Traffic  is  routed  in  crazy  patterns  to 
try  and  keep  it  flowing  past  the  affected  area.  Battery  Park 
on  the  southern  tip  of  Manhattan  has  the  appearance  of  a 
military  camp.  Marines  are  guarding  the  entrances  and  will 
not  let  anyone  through  without  a proper  military  ID.  All  the 
street  comers  in  this  area  have  military  personnel  checking 
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ID’S.  Security  is  very  serious  and  very  thorough.  Traffic 
moves  very  slowly.  ... 

I had  thought  that  I was  somewhat  prepared  for  what  I 
was  about  to  see.  The  site  has  been  shown  countless 
times  on  television,  and  in  newspapers  and  magazines.  I 
was  wrong.  Nothing  could  prepare  anyone  for  the  sights  in 
that  place.  My  mind  still  recoils  at  the  images  I have  seen. 

There  are  thousands  of  workers  at  the  site:  firemen, 
policemen  and  construction  workers  mostly,  but  also  a fair 
amount  of  military  personnel  and  civilian  contractors.  And, 
of  course,  the  relief  workers,  who  make  the  whole  thing 
even  remotely  bearable.  They  all  seem  to  share  the 
common  traits  of  exhaustion,  filth,  and  a vacant  stare  in 
their  eyes.  Most  of  them  had  been  in  there  everyday  since 
the  disaster  occurred.  There  is  so  much  death  in  there,  it 
presses  against  you.  Everywhere  you  look  you  feel  it 
staring  back.  It  is  an  incredible  testament  to  human 
determination  that  these  people  are  able  to  continue  on  as 
they  do.... 

There  is  dust  and  paper  debris  everywhere.  It  covers 
the  ground  like  snow.  The  fire  escapes  of  the  surrounding 
buildings  are  filled  with  paper  from  the  WTC.  The  dust 
makes  everything  grey  in  the  area,  even  the  people  that 
work  in  there.  It  seems  like  it  would  be  a 
gritty  substance,  but  it  isn’t.  It  is  actually 
quite  fluffy.  I pinched  off  some  from  a 
destroyed  car  and  was  surprised  how 
light  it  actually  was. 

There  is  a parking  lot  not  far  from 
where  the  towers  stood.  In  it  are  the  cars 
that  were  parked  there  at  the  time  of  the 
attack.  They  are  for  the  most  part 
destroyed  - smashed  and  twisted,  some 
with  roofs  ripped  off  and  other  with  just 
the  windows  blown  out.  In  Ground  Zero, 
there  is  very  little  glass  left  in  either  the 
buildings  or  the  cars  that  were  present  on 
Sept.  11.  Interestingly,  one  car  might  be 
completely  destroyed,  but  another  right 
next  to  it  remained  untouched  except  for 
the  dust  and  broken  glass.  Just  a matter 
of  wherever  debris  happened  to  land. 

The  debris  that  remains  of  what  was 
the  WTC  towers  are  mountains  of  rubble 
at  least  5 or  6 stories  high.  The  smoke  pours  off  of  them. 
There  is  construction  equipment  on  these  mountains  filling 
an  endless  stream  of  dump  trucks.  These  trucks  run  in  and 
out  of  the  site  24  hours  a day.  They  never  stop  and  the 
mountains  of  rubble  don’t  appear  to  be  getting  any  smaller. 
Smoke  is  constantly  pouring  from  these  mountains.  ... 

Massive  steel  girders  are  sandwiched  in  with  crushed 
concrete.  They  are  huge,  bigger  than  any  that  I have  ever 
seen.  Someone  told  us  that  they  weigh  1000  lbs.  a foot. 
They  are  all  blackened  and  twisted.  They  are  really  the  only 
thing  that  is  recognizable  in  the  rubble. 

There  are  no  pieces  of  furniture  apparent.  You  don’t  see 
bits  of  computers  or  filing  cabinets  or  any  of  the  other  things 
that  make  up  an  office.  Once  we  got  up  to  the  edge  of  the 
rubble  there  were  some  small  traces  of  such  things,  but  for 
the  most  part  everything  was  pounded  into  dust  when  the 


towers  collapsed.  ...At  the  top  of  one  of  the  remaining  walls 
was  an  American  flag.  It  was  a poignant  sight.... 

After  the  shock  of  the  towers  had  somewhat  subsided, 
we  were  finally  able  to  notice  our  surroundings.  The 
buildings  around  the  towers  are  all  damaged.  Whole 
comers  of  huge  skyscrapers  are  missing;  they  have  been 
tom  completely  away.  There  are  huge  holes  gashed  out  of 
building  faces,  50  - 60  feet  long.  One  building  has  a gash 
running  down  the  face  of  it  at  the  end  of  which  is  a piece  of 
the  WTC.  We  were  told  that  this  dangling  piece  of  building 
weighs  approximately  60  tons  and  no  one  was  sure  what  is 
holding  it  there. ... 

As  we  walked  up  the  street,  we  passed  by  the  morgue. 
Just  at  that  time,  the  body  of  a firefighter  was  brought  out. 
Everyone,  firemen,  police  and  military,  were  lined  up  on  the 
street.  A police  officer  called  us  all  to  attention  as  the  dead 
fireman  was  placed  into  a waiting  ambulance.  As  the 
ambulance  left  with  its  heroic  cargo,  under  motorcycle 
escort,  the  call  was  given  to  present  arms.  I have  been  in 
the  military  for  almost  19  years.  Of  all  the  salutes  that  I 
have  given,  that  one  was  by  far  the  most  meaningful  of  my 
career.  There  are  signs  everywhere  down  there  that  say, 
“You  rushed  in  when  other  were  rushing  out.”  On  Sept.  1 1 , 
the  NYPD  and  the  FDNY  were  the 
bravest  of  the  brave. 

The  people  working  at  Ground  Zero 
have  taken  to  writing  in  the  dust  of  the 
buildings  still  standing.  There  are  names 
there  from  all  over  the  country.  Many  tell 
what  fire  or  police  department  they  are 
with.  I saw  firemen  from  as  far  away  as 
Miami  and  Los  Angeles.  It  seems  that 
everywhere  in  the  country  has  sent 
people  to  help.  There  are  also  pictures 
of  the  missing.  Each  picture  has  a plea 
for  information.  These  pictures  are 
everywhere  and  reminded  us  of  the 
terrible  toll  that  was  suffered  that  day. 
At  Ground  Zero,  you  see  the  worst 
imaginable  things,  but  you  also  see  the 
best.  Everyone  that  is  working  there  is 
polite  and  respectful  of  each  other.  All 
say  some  type  of  greeting  when  passing 
each  other.  There  is  a feeling  of  being  on 
sacred  ground.  Many  heroes  gave  their  lives  that  day  and 
we  were  all  respectful  of  that.  Never  have  I seen  such 
camaraderie  as  I have  of  the  people  working  in  that  awful 
place.  I cannot  even  begin  to  describe  the  feeling  I had 
when  some  exhausted,  filthy  fireman  would  pass  me  on  the 
street  and  sincerely  inquire  how  I was  doing.  How  trivial  my 
condition  seemed  to  be  when  compared  with  theirs.  No 
one  could  look  at  these  men  and  not  wish  to  do  something 
to  help  them. 

There  are  letters  from  school  children  posted 
everywhere.  I don’t  know  why,  but  these  got  to  me  more 
than  anything  else.  These  pictures  and  simple  letters  from 
the  most  innocent  of  us  all,  thanking  all  the  workers  for  their 
efforts  - it  seems  unimaginable  that  these  children  should 
even  be  aware  that  such  horror  can  exist. 

I think  that  we  sometimes  forget  our  identity  as 


Ben  Schaefer 
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Americans.  . Of  course  we  all  know  who  we  are,  but  our 
emphasis  on  individuality  tends  to  overshadow  the  feeling 
of  unity.  But  that  feeling  of  unity  is  there,  and  it  is  strong 
....I  am  so  proud  of  the  character  of  Americans,  I am  so 
proud  to  be  a part  of  it.  ...E  Pluribus  Unum,  "One  from 
many."  These  are  more  than  just  words;  they  are  our 
national  conscience. 

God  Bless  America 


Hop  Brook  Lunch 

At  Katharine  McLennan’s  in  October 


AFTER  NEW  YORK 


Elisabeth  Charpentier 
Dead  limbs 

Flutter  through  the  rose  garden 
Dead  flies  cluster  in  the  hall 

Dead  heads  dance 
On  the  smoking  desert 
Under  the  hemlock  canopy 


A World  Sad 

Sarah  Hudson 

Seaweed  crowded  into  a box 
Waves  aloft  in  a room 
Shadows  shimmering  in  a window 
A bridge  floating  on  rain 
A hand  longing  for  wood 
A world  sad 


Larry  and  Betty  Cernik  with  Marilyn  Curtin 


Liz  Slater.  Alice  Hale  and  Laura  Corey 


Blase  Katterhagen 


Virginia  Gorman,  Robin  Almgren 
and  Selina  Lamb 


The  Lethal  Series 

Elisabeth  Charpentier 

Purple  sailing  canoes 
Waiting  under  scarlet  canopies 
We  heard  about  the  melodeon 
In  Chi  Chi 
On  the  T.V. 

German  voices 

These  people  were  identified 

One  daring  camera  man  after  the  other 

Willing  to  colonize 

Breaking  traditions 

Focusing  fully  on  cultural  myths 

Intrigued  by  over  population 

As  we  sit  back  and  watch 

Only  expecting  international  concern. 


Elizabeth  Elliott,  Nini  Gilder  and 
Hop  Brook  Club  President,  Gail  Charpentier 
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Dakota  Ketchen 


Liza  and  Ellie  Slater 


Craig  Slater 


Anita  and  Kara  Curtin 


Rebecca  Katz 


Halloween  - 


Amara  Hale  and  Nicole  Delmolino 


October  2001 


Alisha  Loring 
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The  Tyringham  Pet  Show  - August  2001 


The  Judges:  Maggie  Curtin,  Terry  Curtin 
and  Molly  Cosel 


Lori  Curtin  leading  the  parade 


Peter  <&  Colin  Curtin  with  "Little  Scottie 


Ben  Havill  A “Eric  ” the  calf 


Eliza  & Carol  Fawcett  and  poodle,  "Monday 


Madison  Curtin  & her  pet 
rabbit,  “Dipsy" 


Craig  Slater  & "Heidi " 


Donald  & Rudd  Fawcett  & “Sheep 


Simon  Herrera 
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Brian  Urquhart  & Celia  Kittredge 


David  Lamb 

Maggie  Curtin  and  Jerry  Curtin 


Steve  Adams 


James  Fawcett.  David  Lamb, 
Nan  Fawcett  and  Maggie  Howard 


Doug  Leach  A Steve  Adams 
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SELECTMEN’S  NEWS 


VITAL  STATISTICS 
From  the  Office  of  the  Town  Clerk 


MARRIAGES 

6-16-01 

John  Player  Crosby,  Jr. 
to  Hisa  Dawn  Shinbein 

DEATHS 

1-3-01 

Millicent  Carey  McIntosh 

1-13-01 

Alice  M.  Stringer 

1-18-01 

Edna  Bahnson 

2-11-01 

Arnold  Bertram  Hale 

5-15-01 

William  Stewart 

5-28-01 

Kenneth  Edgar  Jones 

BIRTHS 

6-5-01 

Colby  Wyatt  Burbank  Curtin 
to  Pamela  & Michael  Curtin 
31  Main  Rd. 

6-23-01 

Hannah  Lindsay  Barth 
to  Rebecca  & Brian  Barth 

1 George  Cannon  Rd. 

7-23-01 

Evelyn  Elizabeth  Brown 
to  Sharon  & Andrew  Brown 
2 Stonebridge  Way 

TYRINGHAM  LIBRARY 

Mary  Gamer,  Librarian 

Kathleen  Van  Orman,  Teresa  Mottarella,  Trustees 

The  Library  Trustees  wish  to  thank  the  Hop  Brook  Club 
for  their  generous  donation  to  the  library  for  use  in 
updating  our  catalog  system. 

Because  of  the  increase  in  the  town  appropriation  and 
in  individual  donations  to  the  Library,  we  are  able  to 
provide  a larger  selection  of  current  bc^ks  for  our  readers’ 
enjoyment.  We  are  also  grateful  for  the  donations  of 
books,  both  juvenile  and  adult,  and  the  flag  and  flagpole, 
which  indicate  that  the  library  is  open. 

In  addition  to  Tuesday  hours  from  3-5  pm,  we  have 
had  an  overwhelming  response  to  the  new  Saturday 
library  hours  from  10  to  noon.  They  have  been  very 
popular  and  we  have  seen  many  new  visitors  as  well  as 
people  who  haven’t  been  in  the  library  in  years. 
Attendance  and  circulation  have  almost  doubled.  In 
addition  to  hardcover  books,  we  have  added  a section  of 
paperbacks.  We  continue  to  borrow  adult  and  children’s 
books,  videos,  audio  books  and  large-print  books  from  the 
Bookmobile.  The  library  computer  is  available  for  use  by 
all  residents  during  library  hours  and  by  appointment  for 
access  to  the  Internet. 


We  have  had  another  busy  year.  We  have  been  very 
active  with  the  renovations  of  the  Town  Hall  and  Post 
Office  entrance.  We  found  contaminated  soil  under  the 
Town  Hall  and  had  to  have  extensive  testing  and  some 
removal  of  soil.  This  took  a big  bite  out  of  our  grant  for  the 
project.  The  contaminated  soil  was  from  fuel  oil  caused  by 
either  an  oil-line  leak  or  equipment  leakage  over  the 
years.  We  are  now  moving  along  with  a completion  date  of 
January  2002. 

We  have  just  recently  put  down  black  top  on  Monterey 
and  Jerusalem  Roads,  and  Main  Road  on  Graden  Hill. 

Western  Mass  Electric  purchased  a large  tractor  with  a 
22  foot  reach  for  its  mower  deck  and  we  are  one  of  five 
towns  that  share  the  use  of  this  machine.  Our  main  job  is 
to  cut  underneath  the  electric  wires  but  we  also  can  mow 
other  areas  in  the  town.  We  rotate  this  tractor  every  three 
weeks.  We  were  able  to  get  quite  a bit  done  as  it  helped  to 
open  up  our  roadways,  making  them  safer. 

We  are  presently  going  through  a town  audit  (this 
hasn’t  been  done  for  a long  time).  The  audit  was  voted  at 
the  annual  town  meeting. 

We  are  presently  working  on  a drainage  plan  to  help 
about  fourteen  homes  and  properties  with  water  in 
basements  and  flooded  septic  systems  in  the  center  of 
town.  We  will  soon  be  starting  the  study  of  moving  our 
highway  department  over  the  transfer  station.  All  our 
blacktop  roads  have  recently  had  lines  painted. 

We  are  also  working  with  the  Planning  Board  on  future 
issues  for  the  town.  We  are  always  open  to  any  ideas  or 
discussions  you  would  like  which  might  make  our  town 
better. 

After  the  Sept.  11  tragedies,  which  have  affected 
everyone  throughout  the  world,  we  feel  you  have  to  go  on 
with  your  everyday  lives  but  just  be  more  alert  in 
everything. 

We  wish  you  all  a safe  and  happy  Holiday  Season. 

For  the  Board  of  Selectmen 
Peter  L.  Curtin 


Tyringham  Topics  Fall/Winter  2001 

Editor  Roberta  Myers 

Editorial  and  production  staff:  Toodie  Alsop, 

Betty  Bean,  Mini  Gilder,  Maggie  Howard, 

Sarah  Hudson,  Vivi  Mannuzza 

Tyringham  Topicsjs  sent  to  each  post  office  box  in 
Tyringham  and  first  class  to  contributors.  Contributions 
to  the  fund  and  Holiday  Greetings  are  solicited  each 
fall  by  mail.  To  be  on  the  mailing  list,  please  write  to 
Tyringham  Topics  P.  O.  Box  345  Tyringham,  MA 
01264 

Copies  of  this  issue  are  available  at  the  Post  Office. 
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Ty^ihgham^jSHSb  Runners 
Ridge 

Sissy  Curtin 

The  Ridge  Runners  are  looking  forward  to  another 
great  season!  We  would  like  to  thank  all  land  owners  who 
graciously  gave  us  permission  to  ride  on  their  property,  to 
all  members  and  riders  who  kept  to  the  marked  trails  and 
to  the  Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company  for  letting  us 
use  their  meeting  room. 

Our  annual  elections  were  held  at  the  October  24 
meeting  with  the  following  members  being  elected  as 
officers:  Billy  Stanard,  President:  Noah  Choquette,  Vice 
President;  Lori  Curtin,  Secretary;  Janice  “Sissy”  Curtin, 
Treasurer. 

We  would  also  like  to  take  this  time  to  invite  anyone 
interested  in  our  club  to  join  us.  We  meet  on  the  second 
and  fourth  Wednesdays  of  the  month  at  the  Tyringham 
Fire  House  at  7 pm.  Last  year  we  had  over  100  SAM 
registrations  and  hope  to  do  as  well  this  year.  SAM  stands 
for  Snowmobile  Association  of  Massachusetts.  A SAM 
sticker  entitles  members  to  ride  trails  which  are  affiliated 
with  the  Association  but  are  not  in  state  parks. 
Membership  with  a SAM  sticker  is  $20.00  per  sled;  without 
a sled  it  is  only  $10.00.  A portion  of  the  registration  fee 
goes  to  the  Ridge  Runners.  We  put  on  a spaghetti  dinner 
at  Jim  Guachione’s  camp  on  Beartown  Mountain,  and  had 
several  rides  where  a lot  of  the  members  just  got  together 
to  enjoy  each  other’s  company. 

So  join  us  if  you  can!  It  is  a lot  of  fun!  For  further 
infomnation  call  243-2999 


THE  VALLEY  CLUB 

Dorothy  Choquette,  President 

Although  we  are  a small  group,  we  did  the  town  flowers 
as  usual. 

This  coming  July  we  v/ill  hold  our  semi-annual  Flea 
Market  at  the  Firemen’s  Pavilion. 

We  usually  meet  on  the  last  Wednesday  evening  of  the 
month  - new  members  are  always  welcome. 


The  town  flowers  planted  by  the  Valley  Club 


FRIENDS  OF  UNION  CHURCH  IN  TYRINGHAM 

Mini  Gilder,  President 

This  fall,  despite  all  the  shock  and  tragedy  of 
September  11th,  The  Friends  for  the  Preservation  of 
Union  Church  were  blessed  with  a tremendous  response 
to  our  fundraising  appeal  for  continued  restoration  of  the 
church.  Over  eighty  donors  - both  townspeople  and 
former  residents  - have  helped  us  raise  a match  for  a 
$26,000  grant  which  we  were  awarded  in  mid  November 
from  the  Massachusetts  Preservation  Projects  Fund  of  the 
Massachusetts  Historical  Commission.  These  funds  will 
enable  us  to  fix  longstanding  drainage  problems,  install  an 
historically  appropriate  roof  and  repaint  the  exterior  of  the 
structure.  We  expect  to  start  work  in  the  spring.  All 
summer  long,  the  vast  windows  have  been  meticulously 
restored  pane-by-pane  by  Scott  Crawford  of  Crawford 
Glass  in  Stockbridge.  Thank  you  all  for  your  support! 


UNION  CHURCH  IN  TYRINGHAM 

Pastor  David  Hurst 

Since  this  summer  I have  had  the  opportunity  to  preach 
at  the  Union  Church  in  Tyringham.  I have  met  many 
people  through  this  time,  and  the  congregation  has  now 
welcomed  me  as  their  new  Pastor.  I have  lived  in  Lenox 
all  my  life,  so  I am  familiar  with  the  Berkshires.  As  a 
seminary  student  at  Boston  University  in  my  final  year,  I 
welcome  the  opportunity  to  preach  in  your  church  and  visit 
with  you.  I have  much  experience  in  counseling  and  hope 
you  may  call  upon  me  to  help  with  your  spiritual  needs. 

We  are  beginning  a monthly  youth  group  on  Sundays 
from  4-6  PM  for  fun  and  spiritual  growth,  and  we  hope  to 
plan  a mission  together.  Our  regular  worship  services  are 
1 1 AM  on  Sundays  with  Bible  Study  at  9:45. 

I would  like  to  welcome  all  to  our  Candlelight  Service  at 
TPM  on  Dec.  23,  the  Sunday  evening  before  Christmas. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  families  throughout  the 
coming  holidays. 
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THE  YEAR  2001 

FOR  THE  HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 

Gail  Charpentier,  President 

Thanks  to  the  generosity  of  the  local  Cultural  Council 
which  assisted  us  in  our  funding,  we  were  able  to  print 
calendars  which  were  based  on  the  squares  of  the 
Tyringham  quilt;  we  were  also  able  to  publish  the  Topics, 
and  we  were  able  to  staff  the  children's  Nature  Camp 
offered  by  Jeanne  Schnackenberg  at  Bear  Town  State 
Park.  Jeanne's  helpers  were  Lori  Curtin  and  Heather 
Ketchen.  The  Hop  Brook  Club  also  arranged  to  have 
Jeanne  give  swimming  lessons  to  our  children  at  the  town 
swimming  pool. 

In  our  attempts  to  give  support,  we  contributed  to  our 
local  library,  to  the  Union  Church  for  their  restoration 
project  and  for  the  cost  of  heating  oil,  and  some  of  us 
have  volunteered  to  be  drivers  for  our  senior  citizens. 

With  the  generous  support  of  the  Fernside  families  in 
memory  of  Robert  S.  Rudd,  we  granted  scholarships  to 
Courtney  Talbert  and  Spencer  Gralla  who  are  furthering 
their  education  after  graduating  from  high  school. 

At  the  urging  of  Katharine  McLennan,  and  after  a great 
deal  of  hard  work  from  Maggie  Howard  and  Arlene 
Jennings,  we  were  able  to  publish  our  own  Tyringham 
telephone  book. 

Through  the  generosity  of  Excelsior  Printing,  where 
Ned  Perkins  manages  to  get  us  a better  than  good  price 
on  all  of  our  projects,  we  had  beautiful  note  cards  and 
holiday  cards  printed.  The  cards  are  based  upon  the 
Tyringham  quilt  and  depict  the  pictures  that  were  part  of 
our  calendar  last  year. 

It  saddens  me  to  report  that  two  extraordinary  women 
who  contributed  enormously  to  the  Hop  Brook  Club  and  to 
Tyringham  passed  away  during  this  year.  We  have  lost 
Milly  McIntosh  and  Peggy  Harding.  They  are  fondly 
remembered  and  sorely  missed. 

The  Hop  Brook  Club  meets  each  month  at  11:30  AM 
on  a Wednesday.  The  membership  has  grown  quite  a bit 
in  the  recent  past  and  we  welcome  every  new  member 
most  heartily.  If  you  are  interested  in  becoming  a member, 
please  contact  Nini  Gilder  or  Gail  Charpentier,  and  we  will 
let  you  know  where  we  are  meeting  next.  We  would  be 
delighted  if  you  wish  to  join. 

TYRINGHAM  COUNCIL  ON  AGING 

Barbara  Adams,  Chairman 

Tyringham  Council  on  Aging  sponsors  several 
programs  for  seniors  over  the  age  of  60,  and  all  of  them 
are  at  present  being  held  at  the  Union  Church  basement 
while  the  Town  Hall  is  being  renovated.  Programs  are  as 
follows: 

Coffee  Hours  on  T ues.  & Thurs.  from  1 0 - 1 1 :30  am 

Monthly  pot-luck  lunches  with  a program  to  follow 

(notifications  are  sent) 

Exercise  classes  on  Wednesdays  11  am  - 12  noon 

We  have  several  volunteers  to  provide  transportation  to 
appointments  or  shopping.  Call  Pittsfield  Elder  Services  1- 
800-5242  and  ask  them  to  find  a Tyringham  volunteer 
driver  for  your  appointment. 


Dot  Choquette  sorting  quilt  note  cards  for  The  Hop  Brook  Club 


HOP  BROOK  CLUB  NOTE  CARDS 

Available  at  the  Post  Office 
$10  for  a box  of  18  mixed  images 
of  Tyringham  Quilt  Squares. 


Tyringham  Quilt  In  Progress 

Roberta  Myers 

Each  night  autumn's  elves 

Stitch  with  icy  needles 

Vivid  patches  into  an  ever-changing  quilt 

Inspiring  morning  wonder. 

I drive  to  check  my  favorite  tree 

Only  to  discover 

Each  the  most  favored 

In  ever  increasing  vibrant  display 

Lit  by  morning  sun 

Or  long  late  rays  of  afternoon 

Gusty  winds  produce 

Frost's  promised  "Shower  of  Gold" 

Blurring  the  scene 

Like  a watercolor  caught  in  a shower 
Its  colors  running  together  into  ditches. 

As  wedges  of  geese  fly  south 
Grey  feathers  appear  on  every  hill. 
Magically,  Tyringham's  quilt 
Av\/aits  its  annual  transformation 
By  a snow-white  coverlet 
Into  winter's  cozy  comforter. 
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Milicent  McIntosh 


][ 


Arnold  Bertram  Hale 

1902-2001 


Arnold  Hale  at  his  birthday  party 

My  father  was  bom  at  Sunset  Farm  in  Tyringham  in 
1902.  I was  told  that  he  was  late  being  bom,  and  the 
doctor  got  tired  of  waiting  around  in  the  house.  So  he  took 
off  his  coat  and  collar  to  hoe  com  until  the  moment  came. 

Arnold  Hale  was  first  and  foremost  a fanner.  Farming 
was  his  whole  life.  He  always  said  he  got  his  education 
driving  his  grandfather’s  team  of  oxen  drawing  wood. 
With  my  uncle  Willy  (Willis  Hale)  he  showed  his  Ayrshire 
herd  at  county  fairs  in  Lee,  Danbury,  Northampton, 
Greenfield,  and  Great  Barrington,  and  his  Ayrshire  bull 
won  prizes  everywhere.  "I  was  a good  milker,"  I recall  him 
saying  when  the  Tyringham  Topics  interviewed  him  for  the 
Millennium.  "My  father  was  a good  milker.  When  I was 
going  to  school  we  had  a hired  man  named  Giles  Gilmore. 
He  didn't  like  to  milk.  He'd  come  in  and  say  'Bub,  I'll  get 
your  horse  ready.  You  do  the  milking.'  ” 

He  and  my  uncle  Willy  were  also  drivers  at  horse 
draws  around  the  county.  And  he  was  a member  of  the 
"Potato  Club,"  which  was  an  early  version  of  the  4-H  Club. 
He  won  first  prize  for  his  potatoes,  although  I can't 
remember  whether  the  prize  was  for  the  biggest  potato,  or 
the  most  potatoes  in  a hill.  He  held  many  agricultural 
positions  in  the  county  and  state  throughout  his  life. 

He  was  also  very  interested  in  the  welfare  of 
Tyringham  and  served  in  many  town  positions.  In  the 
1950s  and  60s,  he  was  a Selectman  along  with  Everett 
Hale  and  Thomas  Curtin,  a position  he  held  for  nineteen 
years.  They  presided  overlhe  famous  1939  bicentennial 
celebration.  He  was  Moderator  of  the  Tyringham  Union 
Church,  and  served  on  the  School  Committee  for  12 
years.  He  was  also  Tyringham's  first  Fire  Chief.  He 
married  my  mother,  Elizabeth  Loring,  in  1924. 

My  father  had  a phenomenal  memory,  and  could  tell 
you  stories  about  events  in  Tyringham  spanning  his  whole 
lifetime.  He  saw  the  plane  come  down  near  the  Slater 
Farm  in  1914,  and  he  watched  the  Norwegian  masons 
who  did  the  stone  work  at  Ashintully  go  skiing  alongside 
his  grandfather's  sleigh.  He  knew  where  all  the  families 
lived  and  where  their  farms  were. 

He  loved  Tyringham  with  all  his  heart.  'Tyringham 
land  was  more  open  when  I was  young,"  he  said  late  in 
his  life.  "It's  grown  up  too  fast.  It's  too  bad." 

Alice  Hale 


1898-2001 


Millicent  McIntosh  at  Barnard 


Milly  McIntosh  died  peacefully  on  Jan.  3,  2001,  in  her 
Tyringham  home.  She  had  enjoyed  visits  from  all  five  of  her 
children  during  the  holiday  season,  plus  seven  grandchildren 
and  four  greats.  Music,  guests,  visitors,  parties,  children,  and 
cats  gave  her  great  pleasure  to  the  very  end. 

Milly  was  the  product  of  a devout  Quaker  upbringing,  tuned 
to  ideals  of  charity,  austerity,  hard  work,  and  equal  rights.  Both 
parents  were  elders  in  the  Baltimore  Friends'  Meeting.  Her  first 
job  was  social  work  with  the  YWCA,  in  1 920. 

A scrapbook  that  we  found  in  a closet  just  last  year  shows 
that  Milly  had  a wonderful  time  in  college.  She  played  on  varsity 
teams  in  field  hockey,  softball,  tennis,  basketball,  and  water 
polo.  She  wrote  songs  and  poems  for  class  skits.  In  her  senior 
year  she  was  president  of  her  class  and  Queen  of  the  May! 
During  the  1920s  she  taught  school,  served  as  a dean  at  Bryn 
Mawr,  studied  at  Cambridge  (England),  and  got  a Ph.D.  from 
Johns  Hopkins  in  medieval  English  literature. 

"I  really  never  did  get  tired."  Milly  once  remarked.  She  wasn't 
afraid  of  anyone,  but  "tact"  was  her  middle  name.  As  an 
educational  leader  she  was  extraordinarily  alive  to  changing 
needs. 

While  she  was  head  of  the  Brearley  School  (193047)  Milly 
revised  the  curriculum  and  started  classes  in  ethics  and 
"modem  living,"  including  sex  education,  a fairly  radical 
innovation  in  those  days.  Both  at  Brearley  and  at  Barnard 
(President,  1947-62)  she  opened  up  admissions  to  students 
who  had  not  had  access  to  elite  educational  institutions.  She 
was  on  the  cover  of  Newsweek  in  1951,  with  a condescending 
subtitle:  "Something  for  the  Girls."  Her  five  children  were  bom 
between  1934  and  1939,  and  served  as  evidence  that  an 
energetic  woman  could  have  both  a profession  and  a family; 
Milly  spoke  and  wrote  forcefully  over  the  years  about  the 
responsibility  of  women  not  to  let  themselves  be  imprisoned  by 
the  important  but  endless  duties  of  homemaking. 

Shortly  after  Milly  was  married,  the  Mclntoshes  bought  the 
Crittenden  farm  in  Tyringham  (1935).  Here  they  spent 
weekends  and  summers,  entertained  guests,  raised  vegetables, 
and  made  apple  wine.  Here  they  came  to  live  in  1962.  After 
retirement  Milly  was  active  in  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  in  Recording 
for  the  Blind,  in  the  church,  and  in  other  community  activities. 
She  liked  people,  she  loved  Tyringham.  Extreme  old  age  is  not 
a comfortable  experience  for  anyone,  but  I never  heard  my 
mother  utter  one  liable  of  complaint.  She  was  interested  in 
all  human  activities,  she  was  unquenchably,  even  heroically 
positive  to  the  last. 


Carey  McIntosh 
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Margaret  Riker  Harding 

1932-2001 


Peggy  Harding  quilting 


A few  weeks  ago  at  a dinner  party  in  New  York  State 
the  table  hushed  as  Peggy  Harding’s  name  came  up. 
Everyone  seemed  to  have  a story  to  tell  of  this  beloved 
teacher,  wise  friend  and  role  model.  I never  got  a chance 
to  get  my  word  in  there,  so  now  I shall. 

My  first  paycheck  in  the  early  1960’s  was  written  in 
Peggy’s  meticulous,  schoolteacherly  hand.  As  a 
worshipful  12-year-old  babysitter,  I watched  Peggy 
effortlessly  freeze  bushels  of  peas  with  a chortling  baby  on 
her  willowy  hip.  She  could  sew  enchanting  seersucker 
rompers  - pink  for  two  year  old  Margaret,  blue  for  one 
year  old  James.  During  her  summers  in  Lenox,  she 
managed  an  enormous  house,  acres  of  vegetables,  five 
rambunctious  kids,  and  yet  always  maintained  a peaceful 
adult  “Mason  zone”  beyond  the  fray. 

Twenty-five  years  later  we  were  neighbors  again  when 
Peggy  and  Mason  moved  to  Tyringham  in  1987.  Lucky 
Tyringham!  In  no  time  Peggy  was  sharing  her  years  of 
Breaiiey  School  experiences  with  young  Hales  and 
Havills,  Schaefers  and  Slaters.  Who  else  could  command 
such  love  and  attention  from  a band  of  wriggly  six-year- 
olds  with  the  mere  raising  of  an  eyebrow  or  lifting  of  a 
finger?  Her  children’s  Tuesday-Thursday  Group  will  never 
be  forgotten. 

Peggy  was  made  for  Tyringham.  She  and  Mason 
walked  everywhere  - Cobble,  the  Appalachian  Trail,  Main 
Road  at  the  far  end  of  the  valley.  She  reveled  in 
community  events  - the  Steak  Roast,  the  Coffee  Hour, 
quilting  on  Tuesday  night.  Hop  Brook  meetings.  In  her 
gentle  way  she  kept  the  adults  in  line,  just  as  she  did  with 
the  children,  gracefully  steering  away  from  any  hint  of 
gossip  or  unkind  words. 

This  time  last  year,  just  as  her  final  illness  was  upon 
her,  Peggy  poured  out  her  feelings  for  this  “unusual  and 
beloved  town’  in  her  reminiscence  of  the  Millennial 
celebration  for  The  Tyringham  Topics.  As  the  bonfire 
crackled  and  the  balloons  drifted  away,  she  remembered 
‘^we  were  groggy  with  happiness  and  bursting  with 
gratitude...  for  our  neighbors,  our  town,  our  world.”  And 
so  are  we  for  you,  Peggy! 


Helena  Gilder  Miller 

1913-2001 

Born  to  Rodman  and  Comfort  Gilder  on  November  1 1 , 
1913,  Helena  deKay  Gilder  did  not  spend  her  first  weeks 
in  Tyringham  Valley  as  all  her  children  later  would.  She 
spent  them  in  an  apartment  in  the  New  York  townhouse 
of  her  maternal  grandfather,  Louis  Comfort  Tiffany.  Early 
in  her  childhood,  however,  she  came  to  love  visits  to  Four 
Brooks  Famri  in  Tyringham,  home  of  her  Gilder 
grandparents.  Helena  went  to  the  Brearley  School  and 
later  to  the  Master’s  School  in  Dobbs  Ferry,  NY. 

After  graduating  from  Vassar  in  1935,  she  was  bitten 
by  the  bug  of  academic  irv  leal  research  in  her  aunt  Julia 
Tiffany  Weld’s  bacteriology  lab  at  Cornell,  and  went  on  to 
medical  school  there  herself.  While  her  husband  Dr. 
Robert  Alan  Phillips,  was  in  Cairo  during  World  War  II, 
Helena  brought  her  infant  son  Rod  to  spend  his  first 
month  in  Tyringham  at  Singlebrook  on  Webster  Road  with 
her  parents.  The  vegetable  basket  was  used  to  weigh 
him  on  the  scales.  With  a Mary  Putnam  Jacobi  fellowship 
at  Rockefeller  Institute,  Helena  was  learning  to  be  a 
single  mother,  while  being  a pioneer  as  a female  medical 
academician.  When  her  own  vacation  was  over,  Helena 
would  leave  the  children  (I  was  bom  in  1945)  in 
Tyringham  with  Jeanne,  a French  friend,  and  make  the 
weekly  trek  to  New  York  to  study  small  pox,  muscular 
dystrophy  and  infectious  hepatitis.  During  these  years 
her  sister  Joy  and  Asher  Treat  started  to  spend  their 
summers  at  the  Red  House  on  Jerusalem  Road. 

Balancing  the  Tyringham  visits  became  more 
complicated  in  the  1950's  when  Helena  married  Ted 
Miller  and  started  her  second  brood  of  children  - Amasa, 
Ginny  and  later  Little  Helena.  A month  in  Tyringham  was 
filled  with  berry  picking,  pies,  jelly  making,  long  walks, 
picnics  on  Cobble,  in  the  Night  Pasture  and  on  Baldy. 
The  Tyringham  Block  Dance,  when  they  really  block^ 
traffic  and  we  danced  in  front  of  Carl  Curtin's  Store,  was 
never  to  be  missed.  At  her  biochemistry  research  lab  at 
Cornell’s  Department  of  Surgery,  Helena  studied  post- 
operative stress. 

Despite  her  inherent  shyness,  she  became  the 
president  of  the  Women's  Medical  Association  of  New 
York,  and  later  helped  to  found  the  Council  of  Women  in 
Medicine.  Although  Ted  retired  in  1967,  Helena 
continued  her  research,  including  studies  of  lung 
chemistry  implicated  in  Sudden  Infant  Death  Syndrome. 
After  T^  died  in  1985,  Helena  found  solace  in 
Tyringham.  When  her  family  wanted  to  visit,  they  usually 
found  ways  to  meet  Helena  here,  and  thus  encouraged 
yet  another  generation  to  love  the  hills  and  valley  and  call 
it  home.  Helena  died  on  April  6,  2001  at  87  years  old. 

Judy  Miller  Hartman 


Nini  Gilder 
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Charles  J.  Kittredge  1 1 Kenneth  Edgar  Jones 


1921-2000 


This  picture  was  taken  in  1987  when  Jim  was  doing  what  he  loved  best, 
sailing  the  coast  of  Maine. 

Charles  J.  Kittredge  of  107  Main  Road  died  on 
November  27,  2000  after  a long  illness.  Jim  was  born  on 
May  24  1921  in  Dalton,  MA.  He  graduated  from  Phillips 
Academy  and  from  Yale  University.  After  serving  in  the 
Navy  during  World  War  II,  as  commander  of  a 
minesweeper  in  the  Mediterranean,  Atlantic  and  Pacific, 
he  returned  to  the  Berkshires  and  joined  the  First 
Agricultural  Bank.  In  1949  he  left  to  vw)rk  for  the  First 
National  Bank  of  Boston  until  his  retirement  in  1988.  Jim 
and  I were  married  in  1985  when  we  bought  “Merrybrook” 
from  Robert  and  Toodie  Alsop.  He  felt  very  much  at  home 
in  Tyringham  from  the  beginning.  He  loved  the  valley,  and 
one  of  the  first  things  he  said  as  he  looked  up  at  the 
Cobble,  ‘What  a great  hill  to  ski!” 

He  never  attempted  that  but  we  often  went  cross 
country  skiing  on  the  Cobble,  and  he  loved  taking  his  dog, 
“Bingo”  for  long  walks  there.  He  also  enjoyed  taking  his 
Boston  friends  up  to  the  top  and  showing  them  the  view  of 
the  valley  below,  and,  of  course,  “Merrybrook.”  Jim  had  a 
severe  stroke  in  1989  but  despite  his  physical  handicaps 
he  continued  to  take  a keen  interest  in  Tyringham. 

Celia  Kittredge 


Jim  was  the  leading  force  in  the  compiling  and  writing 
of  Tyringham’s  Open  Space  Program.  This  huge 
compendium  of  data  describing  the  town’s  topography, 
soil,  rock  and  water  sources,  weather,  fauna  and 
population  patterns  ran  into  a mighty  200  pages.  Jim  also 
brought  his  financial  expertise  to  the  Tyringham  Land 
Trust  which  he  served  as  trustee,  treasurer  and  wise 
mentor. 

Clint  Elliott 


1912-2001 


Ken  Jones  at  Harvard  Forest  1987 


When  my  Dad  died  on  May  28,  he  had  lived  in 
Tyringham  for  over  fifty  years,  but  he  never  forgot  his 
Maine  roots.  As  a teenager  at  Bangor  High  School  he 
acquired  valuable  practical  math  skills  running  the  cash 
register  in  his  father’s  general  store  and  woods  skills  at  his 
Uncle  Ed’s  camp  at  Molunkus  Lake,  Maine.  He  earned  his 
Bachelor  of  Forestry  degree  in  1934  from  University  of 
Maine  in  Orono  and  a Master’s  Degree  at  Yale  School  of 
Forestry  in  1936. 

Hurricane  salvage  work  in  western  Maine  in  1938  took 
him  also  into  northern  New  Hampshire  where  he  met  my 
mother,  Alberta  Fissette,  a schoolteacher  in  Woodsville 
near  the  Canadian  border.  Their  wartime  romance  was 
interrupted  when  Dad  entered  the  Navy.  He  was  a 
gunnery  instructor  in  Jacksonville  and  Pensacola.  In  June 
1945,  as  a thirty-three-year-old  lieutenant  commander,  he 
shipped  out  of  San  Diego  on  the  aircraft  carrier  Belleau 
Wood  for  the  final  stages  of  World  War  II  in  the  Pacific. 

Returning  to  civilian  life  he  married  my  mother,  and 
they  moved  to  the  Berkshires,  initially  to  work  in  hardwood 
with  John  Kelly  of  Pittsfield.  For  almost  forty  years  he 
served  as  the  Western  Massachusetts  forester  for  the 
New  England  Forestry  Foundation,  consulting  with  private 
landowners,  marking  boundary  lines,  cruising  timber, 
supervising  logging  and  preparing  timber  management 
plans. 

After  a long  day  alone  in  the  woods  he  enjoyed 
community  activities  in  Tyringham.  He  served  as  a Boy 
Scout  Leader,  was  treasurer  of  the  Fire  Company,  and  a 
deacon  and  trustee  of  the  Union  Church.  He  will  be 
remembered  for  his  ready  smile,  twinkling  eye  and 
unlimited  store  of  jokes  and  one-liners,  as  well  as  his 
meticulous  maps  and  accurate  financial  accounts  for  the 
town  institutions  he  served.  He  was  dedicated  to  the  task 
of  decorating  Tyringham  veterans’  graves  with  flags,  and  it 
is  fitting  that  he  died  on  Memorial  Day. 

Kenny  Jones 
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1916-2001 


Grandma  Edith  and  Matt  Charpentier,  1991 

Quiet  in  Her  Ways 


This  October  she  is  not  here 

No  "merry  sunshine"  at 
The  kitchen  table 

This  old  house 

Is  dark,  where  no  breath  escapes 
And  the  heat  is  not 
On  in  the  back 

Elisabeth  Charpentier 

Years  ago  Edith  Charpentier,  my  mother-in-law,  told  me 
about  the  poem  Invictus.  She  would  quote  from  it  from  time  to 
time  and  so  it  has  special  significance  to  us  all,  particularly  since 
her  death  in  October.  Edith  also  took  great  delight  in  having  a 
granddaughter  who  is  a poet. 

Gail  Charpentier 

Invictus 

William  Earnest  Henley 

Out  of  the  night  that  covers  me 
Black  as  the  Pit  from  pole  to  pole 
I thank  whatever  gods  may  be 
For  my  unconquerable  soul 

In  the  fell  clutches  of  circumstance 
I have  not  winced  nor  cried  aloud 
Under  the  bludgeonings  of  chance 
My  head  is  bloody  but  unbowed 

Beyond  this  place  of  wrath  and  tears 
Looms  but  the  hoaor  of  the  shade 
And  yet  the  menace  of  the  years 
Finds  and  shall  find  me  un^raid. 

It  matters  not  how  strait  the  gate 
How  charged  with  punishment  the  scroll 
I am  the  Master  of  my  fate 
I am  the  Captain  of  my  soul. 


Holly  Darey 


1926-2000 

Holly  was  an  artist,  heart  and  soul.  Her  creativity 
touched  the  children  of  Tyringham  and  the  surrounding 
towns  for  thirty  years,  from  scenery  at  the  high  school 
proms  and  theater  productions  to  kindergartners’  first 
glimpse  into  the  magical  world  of  primary  colors.  Her 
patient  teaching  manner  and  encouragement  cultivated  in 
many  children  the  desire  to  pursue  the  arts  as  a career. 

As  a mom  she  was  forever  exposing  me  to  the  lessons 
of  this  lifetime.  As  a neighbor  and  friend  she  was  always 
available  and  willing  to  help,  as  a wife  she  was  loving  and 
supportive  but  it  was  as  a grandmother  that  she 
transformed  into  “Hannah’s  Nana.”  - a woman  with 
boundless  desires  to  share,  laugh  and  experience  the  joy 
of  her  only  grandchild. 

When  you  think  of  my  Mom  I hope  you’ll  remember  the 
art  projects  your  children  came  home  with,  her  home 
decorated  for  Christmas,  a teacher,  a loving  wife,  a good 
baker,  a dedicated  gardener  but  most  of  all  a soul  whose 
journey  was  full  of  blessings  and  learning  opportunities. 

Jennifer  Darey  Miller 


Tyringham  Center  School  1977 


Edith  Charpentier 
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News  From  Near  and  Far -2001 

The  Tyringham  Topics  mailbox  was  filled  with 
correspondence  from  far-flung  townsfolk,  and  we  were 
particularly  pleased  to  have  news  and  best  wishes  from 
newcomers  including  David  Carriere  who  settled  into 
Carolyn  Canon’s  old  house  at  1 15  Main  Road  in  August 
and  Yo-Yo  Ma  and  Jill  Homor  who  are  still  waiting  to  move 
into  their  new  house  further  down  the  valley. 

Writing  from  Mason,  Ohio  Sam  and  Debbie  Slater 
report  that  7-  year-old  Daniel  began  first  grade  this  year. 
He  loves  school  and  is  now  reading  on  his  own.  He  has 
joined  the  Cub  Scouts  and  enjoys  baseball  and  soccer. 
Megan  at  31/2  attends  preschool  daycare,  takes  computer 
class  and  tap/ballet  lessons.  They  enjoyed  several  trips 
this  year  including  one  to  Granny  and  Grampa  Slater  in 
Tyringham! 

Hilary  Deely  writes  that  Philip  is  enjoying  his  year  as 
Interim  Headmaster  of  Brooklyn  Heights  Montessori 
School.  Molly  Cosel  has  entered  Emerson  College  in 
Boston  and  Gabey  will  graduate  from  Yale  this  spring. 
David  Donald  has  begun  college  with  a Regent’s 
Scholarship  at  University  of  California,  Irvine. 

In  other  news  from  the  Donald  family,  Penny  Borax 
writes  that  her  niece  Gypsy  Snider  and  Patrick  Leonard 
have  just  had  a baby  girl  on  Thanksgiving  Day  November 
22  in  San  Francisco. 

Dianne  and  Eddie  Fennelly’s  son  Darrell  was  married 
on  October  6 to  Marcy  Naventi,  daughter  of  Pam  & 

Michael  Naventi  of  Lee.  Darrell  and  Marcy  went  to  the 
Dominican  Republic  for  their  honeymoon  and  are  now 
safely  home  in  Lee. 

Mary  D.  Kierstead  writes  that  Nick  was  married  to  Lisa 
Cavender  in  Mill  Valley,  California  on  June  23.  Plum  and 
Susanna’s  second  child  Willem  Cornelius  Kierstead  was 
bom  on  September  1 and  is  keeping  that  household  busy 
in  Brooklyn  NY. 

Chris  and  Carl  Curtin  have  a second  granddaughter 
Paige  Curtin  Barry  bom  on  March  16.  Her  parents  are 
Christopher  and  Christine  Curtin  Barry  of  Lee  and  Quinn 
Alma  is  her  big  sister. 

Lauria  and  Donald  Puntin  of  Goose  Pond  have  a new 
grandson  Adam  Robert.  He  was  bom  Dec.  13  and  lives 
on  Art  School  Road  with  his  parents  Brian  and  Jamie 
Puntin. 

Nell  Marie  Allen  was  bom  on  July  30  to  Shawn  and 
Sarah  Marie  Burtt  Allen  in  Jamaica  Plain  MA.  Her  grand 
parents  are  Kevin  and  Carol  Burtt  on  George  Canon 
Road,  Goose  Pond. 

Harry  Ellis  Dickson  sends  greetings  to  all  Tyringham 
friends  and  neighbors.  He  has  six  grandchildren  and 
seven  great  grandchildren  with  one  more  on  the  way. 


Yo-Yo  Ma  writes  “For  many  years,  my  family  and  I 
considered  ourselves  fortunate  to  summer  in  the  Berkshires. 
We  love  the  quiet  beauty  and  history  of  the  region,  and 
treasure  the  tranquility  as  a true  haven  for  the  soul.  Wanting 
to  expand  our  visits  to  include  winter  as  well  as  summer 
months,  we  were  thrilled  when  we  found  the  Spencer 
property.  The  setting,  style,  vistas  and  history  of  the  house 
appealed  to  us,  and  we  purchased  it  with  the  intent  of 
preserving  its  familiar  presence  as  a landmark,  while  making 
some  interior  renovations  to  accommodate  our  family’s  , 
needs.  Regrettably  once  the  alterations  began  and  aspects 
of  the  building  not  previously  open  to  view  were  revealed,  it 
became  apparent  that  we  would  be  unable  to  save  the  long- 
standing stmcture.  We  shared  the  feeling  of  loss,  for  the 
residents  of  the  community  as  much  as  for  ourselves,  when 
the  inevitable  demolition  work  began.  Now  months  later,  our 
new  house  is  nearing  completion.  We  look  forward  to 
becoming  part  of  the  Tyringham  community,  and  to  viewing 
the  Berkshire  panorama  from  our  open  windows!” 

Georgia  Birkett  has  a new  great  grandson,  Mitchell 
Birkett  Monteroso,  son  of  Tara  Birkett  and  David 
Monteroso  of  Pittsfield  and  grandson  of  Richard  and  Eva 
Birkett  of  Becket. 

Donna  Heath  Drake  reports  on  two  new  grandchildren 
bom  in  quick  succession  last  winter.  On  Dec.  14,  2000,  a 
girl,  Corrie  Michaela,  to  Mike  and  Christine  Drake 
Kingsland,  and  on  Jan.  5,  2001,  a boy.  Cole  William  to 
Steve  and  Patty  Drake  Raby. 

Gilly  and  Anne  Palmer  are  anticipating  the  arrival  of 
their  great-grandson,  1 1/2  year  old  John  Andrew 
Homschek,  for  his  first  Christmas  at  Four  Brooks  Famn  in 
Tyringham  with  his  parents  Spring  Palmer  and  John 
Homschek  of  Wake  Forest,  North  Carolina. 

A Christmas  message  from  Rainsford  and  Judy 
Morehouse  “May  the  glow  of  Christ’s  love  light  your 
holidays  with  joy,  brighten  your  New  Year  with  blessings 
and  warm  you  with  everiasting  hope.” 

Writing  from  Rosewood,  an  assisted  living  home  on 
Onota  Street  in  Pittsfield,  Mary  Smith  misses  Tyringham, 
thinks  of  everybody  a lot  and  sends  her  love.  Her 
grandson  Lance  Kaplan  of  Broken  Arrow,  OK  commutes 
regularly  to  Switzerland  and  Leichtenstein  for  the  Hilty 
Corporation. 

The  Gallos  - Joe,  Ann,  Adriana,  Phoebe,  and 
Francesca-  are  moving  to  Milan,  Italy  in  early  March  2002 
(complete  with  Digger  and  Spider)!  They  expect  it  will  be 
for  3 or  4 years  but  promise  to  come  home  to  Tyringham 
every  August.  They  write  “We  will  miss  our  time  here  very 
much  but  know  we  are  returning  and  that  gives  us  great 
comfort.” 

Ann  and  Peter  Herbst,  Willie  and  Nick  are  back  from 
their  year  in  Paris  and  “very  happy  to  be  in  Tyringham 
amongst  our  wonderful  neighbors,  especially  after  the 
events  of  September  1 1 . We  have  never  been  prouder  to 
be  Americans”. 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 


Steve  & Barbara  Adams 
In  memory  of  Stet 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop 
Kenny  & Robin  Almgren,  Gunnar,  Suzanne 
Walt  & Rosa  Alward; 

David,  Heidi  & Emily  Nutt; 

Walter  Jr.,  Joanna  & Perry  Alward 

Betty,  Bill  Bean  & the  “witless  wonder,”  Whitney 

Susan  G.  Berndt 

Georgia  H.  Birkett  & family 

Jennifer  Bishop,  Daniel  Epstein, 

Teddy  & Nathaniel 

Judith  Bishop  & Maia  Bishop  Bookoff 
Teresa  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 
Bob  & MaryAnn,  Nicole  & Alexis  Brown 
Jacob  & Irmgard  Bucher 
John  & Marie  Canon,  and  family; 

Gary,  Jennifer  & Ryan  Storti 
In  loving  memory  of  Nort  and  Eleanor 
Canon  & Carolyn 

Henning,  Joyce  and  Kim  Carlson,  Michael 
Zachary  & Ryan  Carlson 
David  Carriere 

The  Cernik  Family  (near  ‘n  far) 

Peter,  Gail,  Lissy  & Matt  Charpentier 
In  memory  of  Grandma  Edith 
Edgar  Chamorro 

Bob  & Sue  Choquette,  Aubrey,  Noah  & Nicky 
Dot  Choquette 

Chuck,  Terry, Dave,  Jon  & Kevin  Clark;  Michael, 
Kerry,  Kelly  and  Micheal  Sullivan 
In  loving  memory  of  Duffy  & Irma  Clark 
Francis  & Betty  Clark  & Family 
Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gaby  & Molly 
Season's  Greetings  from  the  Cowells 
Player  & Bobbie  Crosby  & Family 
Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Christine 
Barry,  Quinn  & Paige;  C.  Larry  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joey,  Jim, 

Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin,  Tim  & 

Shawn  Murphy 

Johnny  & Sissy  Curtin,  Mark,  Lori,  Mike  & 

Pam,  Madison  & ColbyCurtin 
Mary  Curtin;  Gene  & Nancy;  Cindi  &Kevin, 

Gene  & Scott 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 

Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Michelle  Goodfellow, 
Peter  Curtin  Jr.,  & sons  Ethan  & Collin; 
Jamie  Curtin  & family;  Joshua,  Nissa  & 
Asia;  Matt  & sons;  Dillon  & Devin 
Terry  & Marilyn  & Stephen  Curtin;  Terry  jr., 

Lisa  & Darby  Curtin;  Kevin, 

Kelly  & Amanda  Gadaier  & Tony 
Haywood;  Beth  Ann,  Gregg  & Kyle  Poulin 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 


Putt  Darey,  Jennifer  Darey  Miller, 

Hannah  Miller 
In  memory  of  Holly  Darey 
Nina  Dawe  & Al  Pollinger 
Hilary  & Philip  Deely,  Maisie  & Pip 
Betty  L.  Dennis 

Harry  Ellis  Dickson;  Kitty  & Mike  Dukakis; 

Jinny  & Alfred  Peters. 

Tom  & Therese  Dillon 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax,  David  & 

Adam  Donald;Peggy  Snider,  Gypsy 
Snider  & Patrick  Leonard;  Lorenzo  Pisoni 
Gerry  & Donna  (Heath)  Drake  & family  in 
North  Carolina 

In  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath 
William  & Connie  Dyer;  Beverly  & 

Wayne  Phillips;  Arthur  & Jane  Dyer 
Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott 

Rosy  Elliott,  Hank  Glassman,  all  the 
Aldriches;  Susannah  Elliott  & Kim 
Novick,  Eliza  & Cray;  Alex  Elliott 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  Annette;  James 
& Katherine  Park 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 
Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly;  Parker,  Cheryl  & 

Ethan;  Catherine  & Brian 
Eddie  & Dianne  Fennelly:  Adam  Fennelly, 
Michelle  & Justin; 

Darrell  Fennelly  & Marcy;  Pat  & 

Mike  Boyle,  Lynette,  Diana 
& Michael 

Everett  & MaryAnn  Fennelly;  Everett  & 

MaryBeth  & Luke  Fennelly; 

Amy  Fennelly  & Byron  Renderer;  Kathleen 
& Andrew  Bardwell 
Nan  & Paul  Freed,  Gizmo  & Mazzie 
Sandy,  Jason  & Aaron  Frigon 

In  memory  of  Agnes  Curtin 
Ann  & Joe  Gallo,  Adriana,  Phoebe  & Francesca 
Allan  & May  Garner, Stephen  & Nancy  Wood 
David  Garner,  Teresa  Mottarella,  Deanna  & Levi 
Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard  & Nannina 

Mellie  Gilder;  Josh,  Anne-Lee  & Max  Gilder; 

David,  Cindy  & Allison  Gilder 
Virgina  Gorman;  Susan  & Conor  Moran 
Kathryn  Greenthal  & Ted  & Tommy  Stern 
Larry,  Sally,  Eric  & Laura  Griffin 
Alice  M.  Hale 

In  memory  of  loved  ones 
David  Hale 
Don  & Mary  Hale 
Dorothea  Hanson 

Mason  Harding;  Stephen,  Thomas  Harding; 

Jim  & Susie,  Maggie,  Jack,  Sam, 
Benjamin  Harding 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS 


Sandy  & Arnold  Hayne,  Catharyn  & Jeff; 

Suzie  & Ron. 

Herbert  Heath,  Jr.,  Connie,  Brian,  Eric  & 
Shawn  Heath 

Happy  holidays  from  Ruth  Heath,  John 
Heath  ; Steve,  Ruth  & 

Shannon  LeCompte  & Tom  & Eric  Hart; 
Nancy,  Randy,  Adam  & Robert  Wade; 
Don  & Karie  Heath;  Jimmy  & Christina 
Heath;  Sue,  Don,  Karie  Heath 
Peter  & Ann  Herbst,  Willie  & Nick 
Maggie  Howard 
Sarah  Hudson 

Arlene  Jennings  & Blase  Katterhagen; 

Kate  Geis 

Cecilia  Jones  & John  Muller 
Chris,  Tracy,  Alex  & Sam  Johnson 
Heather  & Bill  Ketchen  & Dakota 
Wil  & Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & 
Sophie,  Willem;  Nick  & Lisa 
Celia  Kittredge,  Jay  Ogden, 

Tom  Ogden  & Catharine  Clucas, 
Lucinda  Sullivan, 

Charlie  Kittredge,  Ellen  Scott,  Martha 
Rowley  and  families 
In  memory  of  Jim  Kittredge 
George  & Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax; 

Hawley  Truax  & Jane  Thrailkill  & 

Olivia  & Naomi; 

Julie  & Charles  Truax 
Lucyan,  Alan  & Lisa  Kraszeski;  Nancy  & 
Ronald  Robitaille  & family 
Selina  & David  Lamb 

Merry  Christmas  from  Doug  & Marion  Leach 
Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Richard  Loring;  Ricky  & Alisha;  Ed  & 
Marion  & Family;  Deby  Hall  & Family, 
Kevin  Dougherty,  Amy  Hunt 
& Marcus,  Ashley  Hunt 
& Drew,  Elizabeth  & Henry  Hall 
Joe,  Evie  & Rodney  Loring 

In  memory  of  Joe  Loring,  Jr. 

Margaret  & Russ  Loring 

In  memory  of  Beatrice  & Charlie  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

Tunk,  Dede  & Tony  & Sara  Loring; 

Rhonda  & Dylan  & Isaac  Winters; 

Ed,  Elaine  Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold; 
Chuck,  Kathie  MacKenzie  & Michaela 
Loring 

Jill,  Yo-Yo,  Nicholas  and  Emily  Ma 
Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante, 

Ken  & Peggy  McIntosh, 

Jim  McIntosh  & Elaine  Gazda; 

Sue  and  Bob  Lloyd 


Katharine  McLennan  & Family 

In  memory  of  John  McLennan 
Rodman  & Gabriel  Miller;  Julia,  Tess, 

Nadia  & Steven  Hartman;  Amasa,  Anita, 
Elisa  & Ayla;  Ginny,  Molly,  Christopher. 

In  memory  of  Helena  Gilder  Miller: 

Anne  Dort  Moffett;  Jonathan,  Sam,  Fiona  & Ian, 
Sarah  Waterman 
Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 
Bob  Moskin,  Lynn  Goldberg  & family 
Shaun  & Holly  Murphy,  Eamonn,  Niall,  Siobhan 
Gilder  & Anne  Palmer; 

Reese  & Laura  Palmer, 

Jake  & Hallie  Frank; 

Walter  Palmer, 

Spring  & John  Homschek,  Drew. 

Tonio,  & Barbara,  Caroline, 

William  & Henrik  Palmer 
LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelly  & Butch  Palmer 
John  & Hylie  Pappenheimer  & family 
Ned  & Petey  Perkins  & family 
Jesse  Pierce 

Diana  Hitt  Potter;  Horatio  & Liz  & Jeffrey 
Lauria  & Donald  Puntin  & family 
Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon, 
Kenzie  & Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie 
Nichols,  Jackson  & Frederick,  Neil  & 
Lucia,  Kristin  & Sandy. 

Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun,  Kris  Herlihy 
Judy  Reber;  Dennis  & Peggy  Shapson 
Chuck,  Julie,  Gabriel  & Benjamin  Reich 
Margaret  & Ben  Richards,  & the  Luchars 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Ina  Schnell  & Eric  Schnell 
Charlie  & Liz  Slater  & Heidi 

In  memory  of  Grace  Slater  and  Dan  Slater 
Sam,  Debbie,  Daniel  & Megan  Slater 
Mary  & Gene  Smith;  & family 
Frances  Stracuzzi 

Asher  Treat;  Philippa  Claude  & Tony  Stretton 
Angelica  McLennan  Syp,  Miranda  , Marc 
Rachel  Urquhart,  John  Herrera, Theo  & Simon 
Sidney  & Brian  Urquhart  & family 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 
The  Sisters  of  the  Visitation, 

Helena  (Palmer)  & Stefan  von  Gatterburg, 
Damian,  Francesca  & Therese 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 
Cece,  Emily, Stephanie  Wasserman, 

Wendy  Wasserman  & Michael  Schiffer 
Joe,  Marian  & Denny  Whalen 
Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams;  Keith, 

Sandi,  Ashley,  Linsey,  Cayce 
Williams;Tim  & Diane  Williams 
In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Red  Winters 
Liz  & Mark  Williams 
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Published  from  time  to  time  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  in  the  interest  of  the  church  and  community 


The  Hop  Brook  Club  is  honored  to  dedicate  this  issue  of  the  Tyringham  Topics  to  all  Tyringham  farmers  - past  and  present.  We  are 
very  grateful  to  all  those  who  contributed  their  reflections,  recollections  and  artwork  to  this  farm  issue. 

Roberta  Myers,  Editor 


The  Valley  Gleaner  June  5'*’  1869  Mr.  Thomas  Stedman  of 
Tyringham  owns  a bull  calf  which  at  one  day  old  weighed  one 
hundred  and  twenty-one  pounds.  He  would  like  to  find  a 
match  for  him. 

SO  GOD  MADE  A FARMER 

On  the  eighth  day,  God  looked  down  on  his  planned 
paradise  and  said,  "I  need  a caretaker." 

So,  God  made  a farmer. 

God  said,  "I  need  somebody  willing  to  get  up  before 
dawn,  milk  cows,  work  all  day  in  the  field,  milk  cows 
again,  eat  supper  and  then  go  to  town  and  stay  past 
midnight  at  a meeting  of  the  Township  Board." 

So,  God  made  a farmer. 

"I  need  somebody  with  arms  strong  enough  to 
wrestle  a calf  and  yet  gentle  enough  to  cradle  his 
own  grandchild.  Somebody  to  call  hogs,  tame 
cantankerous  machinery,  come  home  hungry,  have 
to  wait  for  lunch  until  his  wife  is  done  feeding  visiting 
ladies,  then  tell  the  ladies  come  back  real  soon  and 
mean  it." 

So,  God  made  a farmer. 

God  said,  "I  need  somebody  willing  to  set  up  all 
night  with  a new  born  colt  and  watch  it  die, 
then  dry  his  eyes  and  say,  'maybe  next  year'. 

I need  somebody  who  can  shape  an  axe  handle 
from  an  ash  tree,  shoe  a horse, 
who  can  make  harness  with  hay  wire, 
feed  sacks  and  shoe  scraps. 


Who,  during  planting  time  and  harvest  season, 
will  finish  his  40-hour  week  by  Tuesday  at  noon  and 
then,  paining  from  tractor  back, 
put  in  another  72  hours." 

So,  God  made  a farmer. 

God  had  to  have  somebody  willing  to  ride  the  ruts  at 
double-speed  to  get  the  hay  in  ahead  of  the  rain 
clouds  and  yet  stop  in  mid-field 
and  race  to  help  when  he  sees 
the  first  smoke  from  a neighbor's  place. 

So,  God  made  a farmer. 

God  said,  "I  need  somebody  strong  enough 
to  clear  trees  and  heave  bales, 
yet  gentle  enough  to  help  a newborn  calf  begin  to 
suckle  and  tend  the  pink  combed  pullets, 
who  will  stop  his  mower  in  an  instant 
to  avoid  the  nest  of  meadowlarks." 

So,  God  made  a farmer. 

It  had  to  be  somebody  who  would  plow  deep  and 
straight  and  not  cut  corners. 

Somebody  to  seed,  weed,  feed,  breed,  disc,  plow, 
and  strain  the  milk, 

replenish  the  self-feeder  and  finish  a hard  week's 
work  with  an  eight  mile  drive  to  church. 
Somebody  who  would  bale  a family  together  with 
the  soft,  strong  bonds  of  sharing,  who  would  laugh, 
then  sigh  and  reply  with  smiling  eyes  when  his 
family  says  that  they  are  proud  of  what  Dad  does! 
So,  God  made  a farmer. 

Anonymous 

This  poem  was  read 
at  Charlie  Slater's  memorial  service. 
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SISYPHUS  IN  THE  HAYFIELD 

Walter  Howard 

It  starts  around  Memorial  Day,  with  blisters.  It  ends  - 
well,  when  it  ends  --with  calluses.  Between,  for  us, 
stretch  acres  and  acres  to  be  mowed  and  dried, 
packaged  for  the  winter. 

Hay  and  I start  the  season  as  friends.  No  Chanel  can 
match  the  smell  of  a bale  cured  in  early-June  sunshine. 
By  mid-July,  the  friendship  is  severely  strained,  the 
perfume  larded  over  with  sweat.  And  with  August  and 
second  wind,  an  uneasy  truce  at  best  as  the  barn  fills 
and  we  head  for  the  final  tree  line. 

I have  seen  aggressive,  well-equipped  farmers  (may 
their  souls  rot)  cut  a swatch  across  a chunk  of  New 
England  and  never  even  get  rained  on.  At  their 
fingertips  are  all  the  machines  Santa  never  brings  me. 
Nothing  breaks  down,  they  don't  run  out  of  baler  twine  at 
the  critical  moment,  their  tires  don't  deflate  over  night 
every  night. 

No  such  luck  for  us.  Mind  you,  there  are  good  days 
and  bad  days.  Several  years  ago,  I sat  immobilized  in  a 
cloudburst  while,  less  than  half  a mile  away,  Mr. 
McCarthy  happily  baled  under  a tame  sunbeam  which 
followed  his  old  Massey-Harris  around  the  field  while  I 
was  immured  in  windrows  of  soggy  macaroni. 

One  way  or  another,  it  gets  done.  As  the  season 
progresses,  more  and  more  of  our  fields  are  crew  cut 
and  fewer  have  that  depressing  hippie  look  that  means 
Howard  didn't  get  there  and  get  it  cut  when  he  should 
have.  Certain  fields  are  jinxed,  this  I know.  The  lower 
Swart  lot,  near  our  barn,  can  conjure  rain  out  of  a starlit 
sky,  grow  rocks  overnight.  On  the  other  hand,  by  the 
time  we  reach  Mrs.  Reynolds'  fields  in  the  valley,  we 
usually  have  sunshine  and  a nice  breeze.  Only  trouble 
is,  we  should  have  gotten  there  two  weeks  ago. 

The  guys  who  embark  on  this  marathon  with  me  each 
spring  have  learned  tactfully  to  retire  me  to  the  milking 
parlor  for  the  season.  Put  me  on  a tractor  with  a mower 
behind,  and  I head  like  a lemming  for  the  closest  lethal 
obstacle,  immobilizing  the  operation  for  yet  another  day. 
It's  bad  enough  when  one  has  to  battle  natural 
imponderables:  when  you  also  have  a boss  who  is 
magnetized  to  disaster  you  might  as  well  give  up  and  go 
home;  or,  better  yet,  make  sure  he  stays  home.  I'm 
allowed  out  occasionally  to  load  a wagon  so  the  hay  falls 
off,  or  rake  a field  the  wrong  way  around.  This  is  treated 
with  tolerance;  after  all,  the  poor  old  fellow  means  well. 

Meanwhile,  I sweat  through  a recurring  harvest 
nightmare  in  which  a Sisyphus,  confronted  with  an 
endless  sausage  of  timothy,  clonks  away  on  his  baler 
toward  a receding  horizon,  while  behind  him  the  bales 
untie  themselves  and  subside  comfortably  into  the 
stubble. 

There's  some  truth  to  it,  at  that.  Chop  it  up,  bale  it, 
cube  it,  I don't  care  what  you  do  - you  cannot 
containerize  an  acre.  Those  evil  little  sounds  you  hear 
are  the  grass  starting  to  grow  again  under  your  tired  old 
feet,  and  the  brush  creeping  in  around  the  edges  when 
your  back  is  turned.  This  year's  shoot  will  be  next  year's 


sapling;  and  for  every  field  cleaned  off,  there's  another 
which  is  abandoned  forever  to  the  trees  around  it. 


Walter  and  Jennifer  Howard  help  Polly  Howard  with  milk  cans 

I guess  1979  hasn't  been  better  or  worse  than  any 
other  summers.  It  has  seemed  long  to  me.  And  maybe 
the  bales  aren't  heavier  than  they  used  to  be  but  just 
seem  heavier.  Atrophy  was  eased  this  year  by  the 
presence  of  two  young  relatives  and  friend  of  theirs, 
Charlie,  Kim  and  Sean,  who  couldn't  lift  much  in  June 
but  muscled  their  way  to  respectable  stacking  by  August. 

And  finally  comes  the  moment,  right  around  now, 
when  the  last  field  is  temporarily  subdued,  the  last  bales 
being  loaded.  The  sun  which  was  merciless  a few 
weeks  ago  is  softened,  filtered  through  that  haze  one 
can  stir  up  only  mowing  late  hay.  I guess  we've  got 
enough  under  cover  to  keep  the  cows  fed  this  winter.  I 
know  I should  start  right  now  planning  for  the  big  assault 
next  spring.  But  please,  God,  give  me  a couple  of 
weeks  to  think  about  something  else  for  a change. 


Left  to  Right:  Walter  Howard,  John  Curtin,  Bill  Cosel,  Sarah 
Hudson,  David  Curtin.  Tom  Curtin,  Ed  Pothul,  Hazel  Pothul 
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BOYHOOD  FARM  MEMORIES 

Everett  Fennelly 


Asher  Treat 

In  the  40s,  a lot  of  families  still  had  their  own  family 
cow  or  cows.  We  were  no  exception.  My  father  and 
mother  moved  us  into  the  house  the  Joneses  own  now, 
which  at  the  time  was  owned  by  Dr.  Alsop.  They  rented 
their  small  house  that  my  father  had  built,  to  Duffy  and 
Irma  Clark,  who  later  bought  it.  At  the  new  house  there 
was  more  room  for  a cow  or  two,  plus  chickens  and  pigs. 
This  was  during  WWII  and  many  things  were  rationed 
because  of  the  war  efforts.  This  was  my  first  experience 
with  farming  and  I loved  it.  After  the  war  ended  and 
things  became  more  plentiful  in  1947  or  1948,  my  father 
sold  the  cow,  built  a new  house  nearby,  and  we  moved 
again.  We  kept  no  cow  or  pigs,  but  we  kept  chickens  for 
the  eggs.  After  that,  my  twin,  Eddie,  and  I would  help 
John  Heath  in  the  summer  hay  the  field  behind  his 
house  and  also  over  to  the  Donald’s  place  on  Fernside. 
This  of  course  was  done  in  the  old-fashioned  way  - no 
modern  equipment.  We  used  a horse  (Peggy),  a horse- 
drawn  mowing  machine  and  dump  rake.  After  the  hay 
was  raked,  with  pitchfork  in  hand,  you  would  roll  each 
windrow  of  hay  into  piles,  then  the  horse  and  driver 
would  come  along  and  each  pile  of  hay  was  loaded  onto 
the  wagon  by  hand.  This  was  done  in  a certain  way, 
with  each  fork-full  overlapping  the  next,  so  that  when  you 
had  a full  load,  it  was  not  necessary  to  tie  the  load  down. 
If  unloaded  correctly  at  the  barn,  each  fork  full  would 
come  off  as  easily  as  it  was  placed  on.  This  was  my 
early  life,  and  into  my  teens  (1952-1953).  I worked  for 
Ward  McCarthy  haying,  milking,  and  general  farm  work. 
I liked  the  work,  but  I didn’t  like  the  big  Holsteins  cows, 
so  in  the  summer  of  1954  I went  to  work  for  Clifford 
Canon.  He  and  his  wife,  Dorothy,  owned  the  farm  that  is 
now  owned  by  Alan  and  Mary  Garner.  I did  the  haying 
and  the  harvesting  of  the  corn,  but  at  this  time  I did  no 
chores.  In  1955-1956,  I started  working  full  time  for 
Clifford,  while  going  to  school.  I did  morning  and 
evening  chores  and  worked  on  weekends,  along  with 
Terry  Curtin.  There  were  quite  a few  of  us  young  fellas, 
all  from  town  and  all  about  he  same  age.  We  worked 
hard,  but  it  didn’t  hurt  us  and  we  had  fun.  We  had  to 
make  hay  when  the  weather  was  good.  We  hayed  every 
day  of  the  week,  and  didn’t  mind  the  heat  at  all.  Working 
in  the  field  was  better  than  putting  the  hay  in  the  barn 
because  there  was  not  much  air  up  in  the  mow. 

Clifford  had  a piece  of  equipment  that  attached  to  the 


side  of  the  trucks  and  loaded  the  bales  up  to  the  men  on 
the  body.  It  sure  made  for  easy  loading;  no  more  lifting 
and  throwing  each  bale  up.  As  the  baler  dropped  each 
bale,  one  man  would  walk  to  the  back  and  straighten  the 
bales  into  a row.  The  truck  driver  would  then  drive 
alongside  of  the  row  and  the  bales  would  go  up  the 
conveyor-type  piece  of  equipment,  and  the  man  simply 
grabbed  it  and  piled  it  on  the  truck.  Those  of  you  who 
have  never  hayed  may  think  this  rather  simple;  that  part 
was.  However,  stacking  and  piling  hay  bales  to  be 
transported  across  a field  or  anywhere  else  has  to  be 
done  in  certain  way  or  you  will  lose  the  load  and  have  to 
start  all  over  again.  The  method  is  as  follows:  5 bales 
across,  facing  the  rear;  next  row  up,  2 on  the  outside 
face  out  from  the  center,  one  facing  the  rear  and  soon  all 
overlap  and  stay  in  place.  A single  course  on  top  holds 
the  load. 

Clifford 
used  two 
places  for 
milking  his 
herd.  In 
the  winter, 
of  course, 
we  milked 
in  the  big 
barn. 

The  mows 
were  full  of 

hay;  the  silos  were  full  of  ensilage,  and  more  hay  was 
brought  over  from  the  Red  Barn  before  winter  was  over. 
The  barn  had  48  stanchions,  plus  calf  pens  and  freshing 
pens.  Upstairs  and  downstairs,  there  were  rooms  for  a 
dozen  or  so  dry  cows  and  heifers.  In  the  winter  we 
milked  up  to  40-i-  cows.  In  summer  we  moved  the  milk 
cows  over  to  the  Red  Barn.  Although  we  didn’t  milk  as 
many  cows,  it  took  about  the  same  amount  of  time,  as 
that  barn  was  small.  It  held  only  about  14  to  16  cows. 
We  had  to  move  the  cows  in  and  out:  milked  6,  start  the 
machines  on  the  next  3,  move  out  6 cows  and  bring  in  6 
more.  We  did  this  morning  and  night.  The  cows  were 
pastured  on  the  Cobble,  until  all  the  haying  was  done, 
and  then  the  milking  herd  was  turned  into  the  hayfield. 
Back  in  those  days,  for  some  reason,  the  corn  had  to  be 
cut  before  it  frosted  or  turned  brown.  I remember  having 
to  work  on  Labor  Day  to  accomplish  this.  I suppose  it 
was  cut  at  this  time  to  retain  its  juices  — and  juices  there 
were!  In  the  spring,  at  the  bottom  of  the  silo,  the  silage 
was  sopping  wet  and  smelled  to  high  heavens,  but  it  was 
still  used  even  though  it  caused  diarrhea  in  the  herd. 
One  had  to  be  ever  alert  when  behind  a cow! 

This  corn  cutting  operation  was  the  same  on  each 
farm.  The  corn  was  cut  in  the  field  by  tractor  and  a corn- 
cutting machine  that  cut  the  corn  a few  inches  above  the 
ground,  tied  the  stalks  in  a bundle  and  dropped  each 
onto  the  ground.  A truck  or  wagon  would  then  follow, 
and  we  would  pick  each  bundle  up  by  hand  and  load 
them  onto  the  truck.  The  corn  was  taken  to  the  barn  and 
unloaded  by  hand  into  a stationary  corn  chopper  that 
was  set  up  in  the  silo.  This  chopper  was  operated  by  a 
belt  and  pulley  off  of  the  tractor.  It  chopped  up  the 
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bundles  and  blew  the  small  chunks  (usually  about  one 
inch  in  size),  up  the  pipe  on  the  outside  of  the  silo  into 
the  window  at  the  top.  Now,  inside  the  silo,  the  fun  was 
just  beginning  for  two  unfortunate  fellows.  One  had  a 
rope  attached  to  a section  of  pipe  to  guide  the  flow  of 
ensilage  evenly  around  the  inside.  Both  men  walked 
around  in  a circle  packing  the  corn  down,  while  at  the 
same  time  they  were  being  pelted  to  death  with  these 
one-inch  bullets  of  corn.  There  was  no  such  thing  as 
“hardhats”  in  those  days!  As  the  ensilage  rose,  we 
would  install  small  wooden  gates  about  every  two  feet. 
These  had  small  iron  rods  attached  to  them  that  were 
used  as  steps  to  get  up  and  down  the  outside  part  of  the 
silo  that  was  inside  the  barn.  They  also  had  to 
simultaneously  remove  sections  of  the  funnel  piping  and 
carry  it  down  as  the  ensilage  got  higher.  As  each  pipe 
was  removed  and  each  door  installed,  you  were  higher 
up,  so,  when  you  had  filled  each  silo  you  were  quite  a 
ways  up  in  the  air.  When  the  herd  was  in  for  the  winter, 
the  same  procedure  was  done  in  reverse.  Each  day  one 
of  us  would  have  to  climb  to  the  top  and  throw  down 
enough  silage  for  that  feeding  - no  electric  augers  in 
those  days. 


Femside,  1920s 


Each  morning,  I would  walk  up  to  Canon’s  Farm  from 
my  house  and  start  the  milking  with  Terry.  Nort  Canon 
came  at  about  6 AM.  At  7:30  AM,  Nort  would  drive  me 
home  so  that  I could  get  changed  and  ready  for  the 
school  bus.  For  this  I received  $1.50.  After  school  I 
again  walked  up  to  the  farm  and  started  the  milking  at  4 
PM.  We  were  usually  finished  at  6 PM  or  later, 
depending  on  how  many  cows  were  milking  at  that  time. 
Before  you  were  finished,  the  cows  had  to  be  fed  and 
bedded  down  with  clean  sawdust.  For  this  evening 
milking  I was  paid  $2.00. 

Gathering  sawdust  was  a Saturday  job.  Usually  three 
of  us  would  go  with  a dump  truck  to  O’Connor’s  sawmill 
located  behind  Carl  Curtin’s  General  Store,  on  the  side 
hill.  We  loaded  the  truck  by  hand,  sometimes  taking  two 
loads  in  an  afternoon.  It  was  seldom  that  the  sawdust 
was  not  frozen.  We  would  work  hard  but  we  had  fun. 
We’d  shoot  the  bull  and  Nort  would  tell  us  about  the  old 
days  of  farming,  and  we  thought  those  were  the  old 
days!  The  easiest  part  of  this  job  was  unloading.  The 
farm  truck  would  raise  the  body,  and  off  went  the 
sawdust. 

With  summer  gone,  and  the  barns  and  silos  full,  fall  is 


in  the  air.  It  is  the  middle  of  September  and  time  to 
move  the  herd  back  to  the  big  barn,  which  is  clean  as  a 
whistle  from  a new  coat  of  white  wash.  All  the  grain 
came  in  100-lb.  bags,  which  had  to  be  carried  from  down 
in  the  front  of  the  barn,  up  numerous  steps  and  into  the 
barn,  then  dumped  into  the  grain  bin. 

Cleaning  the  drops  and  under  the  cows  each  day 
(barn  chores),  wasn’t  always  so  bad.  Clifford  had  a 
mechanical  barn  cleaner  in  place  behind  50%  of  the 
cows,  and  it  worked  most  of  the  time.  There  was  lots  of 
manure  during  the  winter  months  because  the  cows 
were  stanchioned  24  hours  a day.  Once  in  a while,  on  a 
good  winter  day,  the  cows  were  let  out  in  the  barnyard. 
This  happened  only  about  five  times  a winter  until  spring. 
During  the  summer  months  at  the  Red  Barn,  not  so 
much  cleaning  was  done,  as  the  herd  was  only  milked 
inside  and  then  let  out  to  pasture.  A shovel  and 
wheelbarrow  did  what  cleaning  there  was.  For  working 
14  milkings  and  cleaning  the  barn  on  Saturday  and 
Sunday,  I made  as  much  as  $30.00  a week.  This  may 
not  seem  like  much,  but  in  the  50’s,  it  was  pretty  basic 
for  a boy,  and  it  sure  beat  nothing!  Saturday  evening 
was  pay  time,  although  if  we  were  sometimes  a little 
short,  Clifford  would  advance  us  some  money  on  Friday 
night  so  we  could  go  to  the  movies  in  Lee.  We  would 
walk  to  Lee,  or  sometimes  get  a ride.  In  those  days, 
perhaps  less  than  a dozen  vehicles  would  pass  through 
town  in  an  evening.  If  we  were  lucky,  we  might  catch  a 
ride  with  someone  who  worked  in  the  Lee  mills. 
Otherwise,  if  we  were  feeling  rich,  we  would  hire 
Norton’s  taxi  ($1.00  each  to  Tyringham).  Back  then, 
parents  didn’t  run  a taxi  service.  It  was  by  “shanks 
mare”  if  you  wanted  to  go  someplace  and  no  questions 
were  asked.  That’s  the  way  it  was. 

Many  a Saturday  afternoon,  while  doing  the  afternoon 
chores,  Nort  would  come  up  to  Terry  and  me  and  say, 
“The  old  gent  wants  to  see  you  when  you  are  finished 
milking”.  Terry  and  I would  debate  why.  “What  have  we 
done  wrong?”  “Why  does  he  want  to  see  us?”  When  we 
finished  the  chores,  down  to  the  house  we’d  go.  We’d 
knock  on  the  door  and  Dorothy  would  let  us  in  the 
kitchen.  She  would  say  that  Clifford  was  waiting  in  the 
parlor  and  to  go  right  in.  So,  into  the  parlor  we  would  go, 
still  wondering  what  was  up.  Clifford  would  say,  “Come 
right  in  and  have  a seat,  boys.”  Then  up  he  would  get, 
reach  into  his  box  of  White  Owl  Panatelas  and  say, 
“Flave  a cigar!”  He  would  light  them  for  us  and  the  three 
of  us  would  sit  there  and  talk,  until  we  told  him  that  we 
had  to  leave  as  we  were  going  out  that  evening. 
Sometimes  he  and  Dorothy  would  insist  on  us  having 
breakfast  the  next  day  with  them,  or  word  would  come 
up  to  the  barn  on  Sunday  morning  for  us  to  come  down 
to  have  breakfast  before  cleaning  the  barn.  They  were 
great,  and  Clifford  was  a wonderful  person  to  work  for. 

Most  all  the  young  boys  in  town  worked  on  local  farms 
growing  up.  In  those  days  there  were  ten  farms  in  the 
valley  from  Carrington’s  to  Slater’s,  and  nine  of  them 
were  dairy  producers.  As  I remember  it,  the  Van  Orman 
boys  worked  at  Carrington’s,  Hoppy  Loring  was  at 
Slater’s,  the  Curtin  boys  worked  at  Ward  McCarthy’s  or 
Canon’s,  Carl  Curtin  was  at  Canon’s  and  Howard's,  The 
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Twings  worked  at  McCarthy’s,  the  Fennelly  twins  were  at 
McCarthy’s  and  Canon’s.  Robert  Clark  was  at  his 
father’s  or  McCarthy’s,  the  DuVernois  boys  had  their 
own  little  farm,  the  Birkett  boys  worked  with  their  father 
at  the  Howard  Farm,  Red  Winters  was  at  Canon’s,  Bruce 
Logan  and  the  other  Loring  boys  worked  for  Gilly 
Palmer. 

I’m  a firm  believer  that  working  on  these  farms  made 
most  of  us  better  people  than  we  would  otherwise  have 
been.  It  taught  us  responsibility  and  common  sense. 
We  learned  we  were  not  better  than  anyone  else  and  no 
one  was  better  than  us.  It  just  didn’t  seem  like  work. 
We  had  fun;  we  worked  and  laughed  and  generally  just 
enjoyed  doing  what  we  had  to  do  and  got  paid  for  doing 
it.  Those  were  without  a doubt  some  of  the  best  years  of 
my  life.  It  is  just  too  bad  and  a shame  that  the  small 
farm  in  this  neck  of  the  woods  could  not  survive  because 
of  the  economy.  I was  lucky  to  have  been  born  when  I 
was  - to  have  been  fortunate  enough  to  experience  the 
wonderful  life. 


V.G.  July  8*  1869  The  town  of 
Tyringham  has  bought  a large 
new  pair  of  Fairbanks'  patent  hay 
scales,  which  will  weigh  four  tons 
or  less,  and  have  placed  them  in 
front  of  the  Post  Office  in  that 
town.  George  W.  Oles  has  a fine 
pair  of  matched  steer  calves, 
which  weigh  750  pounds,  the  first 
use  made  of  the  scales. 

Daniel  Clark  has  divided  his 
30  by  40  feet  bam  into  halves, 
and  separated  them  to  receive  a 
splice  often  feet,  which,  with  an 
addition  of  20  feet  at  one  end 
(making  it  40  by  60)  with  new  covering,  and  a nice  ham 
cellar,  will  make  it  one  of  the  largest,  best,  and  most 
convenient  bams  in  the  vicinity. 

Wallace  W.  Garfield  has  a frame  for  a tobacco  house, 
nearly  ready  to  put  up,  26  by  40  feet  with  18  foot  posts. 


Astiintully  Farml 

BUTTER! 

R6ceiT.-<i  three  tiinea  • I 
wedc.  Delivered  to  enyj 
potat. 

nufvcrtvrt  of  fQorrwr  qwlily  | 

IB  ttobarn 

iiUeWi  | 
UrtBim  OM*,  «fid  mo  moonr  kM  | 
to  bc^s-r  ia  ihA  alM 

mam  ra«y->'  i* 

E.  S.  MOAT.) 

Central  Market-  Lee,  Maaa. 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  GREAT  HORSE  LOGGERS 

A Tribute  to  Wilbur  (Duffy)  Clark,  Jr. 

George  Gilder  - December,  1982 

He  was  the  Last  of  the  Great  Horse  Loggers 
The  first  of  Tyringham  men. 

He'd  battle  Caterpillars 
And  his  horses  used  to  win. 

He'd  run  them  down  the  hillside  field 
They'd  snake  a log  in  tow. 

And  whip  it  round  at  the  bottom 
With  a skier's  spray  of  snow. 

While  up  the  mountain  Duffy  stood 
In  calm  complete  control 
Telling  tales  of  Tyringham  wood 
That  left  a boy  in  thrall 
To  Duffy  with  the  clear  blue  eyes 
Blinking  in  the  snow 
As  strong  as  a horse  himself 
As  his  horses  used  to  know. 

The  Last  of  the  Great  Horse  Loggers 
And  altogether  kind, 

A man  who  is  as  hard  to  lose 
As  easy  once  to  find 
Up  and  down  the  valley. 

Making  the  ladies  smile. 

Striding  'cross  our  memory 
With  his  manly  grace  and  guile. 

Let  no  one  ever  tell  me 
The  Giants  were  his  team. 

It  was  he  who  was  the  giant 

As  hard  as  he  was  lean 

And  all  his  life  defiant 

Of  the  oncoming  machine 

The  malignant  "C"  that  ran  him  down 

And  closed  his  logger's  dream. 

But  if  you  listen  on  the  mountain 
As  the  winds  begin  to  howl 
You  can  hear  a distant  rumble 
Like  a Caterpillar's  growl. 

But  it's  just  a tumbling  evergreen 
Or  a log  that's  rolling  by. 

It's  Duffy  with  his  giant  team 
In  his  woodlot  in  the  sky. 


Duff}’  Clark  and  his  team  drawing  wood 
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V.G.  August  28,  1907  Tyringham  Industries  in  1855 

There  has  just  been  shelved  in  the  library  a volume  of 
"Statistical  information  relating  to  certain  branches  of 
industry  in  Massachusetts  for  the  year  ending  June  1,  1855". 

A study  of  the  page  devoted  to  this  town  offers  a striking 
contrast  between  the  Tyringham  of  half  a century  ago  and  that 
of  today.  For  example,  in  1855  of  "com  and  other  brooms" 
tnanufacturers,  there  were  1,081.  Of  the  lumber  prepared  for 
market  there  was  250,000 feet  of  hemlock  and  75,000 feet  of 
chestnut  and  pine,  the  industry  employing  25  to  30  men,  yet 
the  value  of  the  lumber  was  only  $28. 75.  The  3,130  cords  of 
firewood  prepared  for  market  was  valued  at  $7,042.50. 

The  town  contained  425  sheep,  producing  1,300  pounds  of 
wool.  There  were  but  75  horses,  yet  of  oxen  there  were  118 
over  three  years  old  with  64  steers,  aged  3,  50  aged  2,  and  90 
yearlings.  The  average  value  of  the  horses  is  set  at  $90  and 
of  the  3 -year-old  oxen  at  $60.  The  town  produced  10,500 
pounds  of  butter  and  53,000  pounds  of  cheese.  Ninety  acres 
was  devoted  to  Indian  com,  5 to  wheat,  25  to  rye,  90  to  oats, 
80  to  potatoes,  33  to  buckwheat.  1,200  acres  was  devoted  to 
"English  mowing",  producing  1,500  tons  of  "English  hay". 
There  were  7 sawmills  and  4 rake  factories.  Of  maple  sugar 
there  was  produced  10,000  pounds,  from  30  to  40  hands  being 
employed  at  the  industry  from  4 to  6 weeks  each  year.  It  is  to 
be  remembered  that  in  the  year  1855  the  Tyringham  Shakers 
were  a flourishing  community.  It  was  also  the  day  of  the 
paper  mills.  The  famous  Turkey  Mill  worked  400,000  pounds 
of  rags,  6,000  pounds  of  chloride  of  lime  and  consumed  2,000 
cords  of  wood.  It  manufactured  25,000  reams  of  paper  valued 
at  $60,000  and  employed  71  hands.  The  Bay  State  mill 
worked  tons  of  rags  and  made  65  tons  of  paper  valued  at 
$14,300.  It  employed  5 hands. 


Flora  Twing 
and  oxen 
on  the  road 
to  Femside 


A NIGHT  AT  THE  OPERA 
OR  WAS  IT  A DAY  AT  THE  RACES? 

Bill  Cosel 

It  was  4:30am,  November  1972.  I sat  outside,  chilly 
and  damp,  pulling  the  cold  crusty  coveralls  over  my 
jeans.  It  was  impossible  to  leave  my  chic  uniform  inside. 
No  matter  how  strenuous  the  cleaning,  there  was  always 
an  8-foot  perimeter  of  Jersey  fragrance  surrounding  it  or 
anything  I used  while  working  at  Walter  Howard’s  dairy 
barn. 

This  was  a special  morning  for  me.  It  was  my  turn  to 
prepare  the  milking  parlor  for  Walter.  Walter  and  John 
Curtin  took  turns  being  the  maestros  in  the  pit.  It  was 
John’s  day  off  so  Walter  would  be  on  the  podium.  I was 
thrilled  to  be  trusted.  I headed  to  the  farm  to  have  all 
ready  in  time  for  Walter’s  arrival.  My  headlights 
bounced  along  the  wonderful  McCarthy  Road.  Being 
early  November  the  cows  would  be  in  for  the  night,  and 
a bit  less  time  would  be  needed  to  get  ready.  All  I 
needed  to  do  was  prep  the  parlor,  move  the  cows  into 
the  waiting  area  for  milking,  and  just  be  there  smiling 
with  my  leading  ladies  waiting  the  maestro’s  cue. 


The  huge  barn  was  the  free  roaming  type,  cows  could 
choose  their  stalls  and  visit  with  one  another.  Next  to  it 
was  the  carousel  milking  parlor  holding  an  eight  cow 
merry-go-round.  Each  cow  would  take  the  ride,  slowly 
revolving  around  the  maestro  in  the  pit,  get  milked, 
inspected  and  sent  back  into  their  barn  for  feeding. 

I quickly  prepared  the  pumping  room.  Lights  on, 
motors  idling,  filters  in  place... we’re  ready  to  wake  the 
ladies  and  gently  move  them  toward  the  parlor,  chatting 
them  up,  flattering  them,  anything  to  get  a first  class 
performance.  I left  the  milking  room  and  walked  around 
the  carousel  to  roll  up  the  large  garage  door  to  get  them 
started.  But  something  was  very  wrong.  I heard  cattle 
on  the  move,  just  like  in  the  movies... all  100  -t-  cows  at 
full  charge.  There  were  the  sounds  of  hooves  but  also 
sounds  of  metal  letting  go.  They  wanted  out  of  there.  I 
wasn’t  about  to  slide  open  the  garage  door... no  sir. 
There  was  no  escape  for  me. 

As  I stood  outside  the  large  garage  door  in  the 
waiting  area  I began  to  worry  that  they  were  going  to 
hurt  themselves  and  seriously  damage  the  prefab  metal 
barn  walls.  This  was  my  chance  to  show  Walter  that  I 
could  do  it.  I plotted  a course  of  escape.  The  trick  was 
to  open  the  garage  door  and  beat  it  fast  as  I could  to 
avoid  get  trampled.  With  an  eye  on  the  fence  and  my 
hand  on  the  garage  door,  I gave  it  a huge  shove.  It 
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rattled  upward  and  within  seconds  all  100  cows  were 
bearing  down  on  me.  Looking  over  my  shoulder  I 
shrieked  and  flew  over  the  railing  right  into  Walter 
Howard's  arms. 

It  worked,  all  the  cows  trapped,  came  to  a stop.  But 
they  were  agitated.  Fear  was  in  their  eyes,  steam  out  of 
their  black  wet  noses,  and  their  rib  cages  bellowed  in 
and  out  rapidly.  With  the  cows  safely  contained,  we 
closed  the  garage  door  and  went  to  have  a look.  Pipes 
were  bent  and  the  floor  was  better  than  shin  deep  (if  you 
know  what  I mean).  They  had  been  really  scared!  All 
was  safe  now  but  we  had  a strike  on  our  hands  that 
morning.  The  cows  didn’t  want  to  go  for  their  ride  on  the 
carousel  let  alone  perform  for  the  maestro.  They 
produced  very  little  milk  but  we  sure  filled  more  than  a 
double  load  for  the  spreader  that  day.  Perhaps  it  was 
the  full  moon?  Perhaps  just  nervous  backstage 
behavior?  For  me,  a morning  and  a sound  I’ll  never 
forget. 


Bill  Cosel 


V.G.  September  4,  1907  George  Hale  lost  a valuable  cow 
by  a stroke  of  lightning  in  the  heavy  thunderstorm  a week  ago. 
The  flash  burned  a streak  down  the  udder  and  down  one  leg  to 
the  ground. 

V.G.  August  26*,  1869  Mr.  L.B.  Moore  of  Tyringham  had  a 
swarm  of  bees,  which  weighed  11  pounds,  come  out  on 
Saturday  last  from  another  young  swarm. 

The  old  saying  was  - 

"A  swarm  in  May  is  worth  a load  of  hay, 

A swarm  in  June  is  worth  a silver  spoon, 

A swarm  in  July  is  not  worth  a fly. " 

Possibly  Mr.  Bradley  of  this  town  knows  how  to  make  even  an 
August  swarm  profitable,  and  to  him  we  refer  Mr.  Moore. 


Ernie  Butler  haying 


Terry  and  Carl  Curtin  haying 


FARMS  AS  I REMEMBER  THEM 

Terry  Curtin 

I was  twelve  years  old  when  I went  to  work  at  Ward 
McCarthy's  farm.  You  learned  how  to  drive  trucks  and 
tractors  at  a very  early  age. 

Ward  had  an  old  work  horse.  I used  to  get  on  her 
back  and  ride  to  the  field  to  round  up  the  cattle  for 
milking.  I used  to  like  making  the  cows  cross  the  Hop 
Brook.  That  way,  their  udders  would  be  washed  for 
milking. 

After  a long  day  haying,  we  would  go  to  Lake  Garfield 
for  a swim.  Sometimes,  Ward  would  invite  us  in  for 
breakfast.  After  breakfast,  you  had  to  take  a tablespoon 
of  Geritol. 

21  was  the  favorite  TV  show.  I remember  one 
Christmas  I was  walking  home  after  morning  chores 
from  Ward's.  There  was  Peter  (Curtin),  Jimmy  (Curtin), 
Dede  (Curtin-Loring)  and  Denny  (Curtin)  hollering  at  me 
to  hurry  up.  Came  to  find  out  my  mother  and  father 
wouldn't  let  them  open  their  presents  till  I got  home. 
Need  I say  the  next  Christmas,  Peter  and  Jimmy  helped 
me  with  chores. 

When  I reached  High  School  I went  to  work  at  the 
Clifford  Canon  farm.  I would  help  Harvey  and  Nort  with 
the  milking  at  5:00  a.m.,  go  to  school,  do  the  milking  at 
night,  then  work  Saturdays  and  Sundays.  These  farms 
kept  us  busy  all  the  time.  Myself,  Robert  Clark,  my 
brothers  Peter  and  Jimmy,  the  Fennellys  (Eddie  and 
Everett),  Red  Winters  - all  were  involved.  Carl  Curtin 
worked  for  Canon,  then  the  Hales. 

In  the  summer  Clifford  would  move  the  cows  to  the 
Cobble.  We  used  to  milk  them  at  the  red  barn.  That's 
what's  wrong  with  the  Cobble  today.  There  are  not 
enough  cattle  there  to  keep  it  trimmed  down.  We  used 
to  have  50  cows  up  there.  We  always  had  to  go  get  one 
or  two  that  wouldn't  come  down  for  milking.  There  were 
tracks;  you  could  walk  all  over  the  face  of  the  Cobble. 

Clifford  used  to  bottle  milk  for  sale,  so  we  would 
bottle  some  up,  put  the  bottles  in  the  cooler  to  have  after 
haying  each  day. 

I remember  Clifford  told  Red  Winters  and  me  to  paint 
the  silos,  when  we  got  the  brilliant  idea  to  paint  the  cow 
on  the  weather  vane.  We  climbed  up  on  it  with  a paint 
brush  tied  to  a broom  handle.  Red  was  standing  up 
painting  while  I held  him.  Dorothy  Canon  came  outside 
and  saw  us  up  there.  We  caught  hell  for  that. 
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Robert  (Clark)  and  I also  used  to  help  his  father, 
Wilbur.  Wilbur  used  to  cut  hay  all  over  town,  even  out  at 
Greenwater  Pond.  He  used  to  use  horses.  You  had  to 
roll  the  hay  and  pitch  it  onto  the  wagon  loose.  We  used 
to  go  to  the  Granger  place  and  hay.  So  on  the  way 
home,  we  would  ask  Wilbur  for  a soda.  He  would  park 
his  horses  under  a pear  tree  which  is  now  at  the  Deely's. 
Robert  and  I on  top  of  the  load  of  hay  would  be  picking 
pears  till  he  came  out. 

When  I was  13  years  old,  I used  to  drive  the  tractor 
and  hay  wagon  to  the  hay  lots  behind  Ward  McCarthy's 
farm  along  Hop  Brook.  There  was  this  old  man  that 
used  to  ride  on  the  wagon  to  the  back  hay  lots.  I gave 
him  a lot  of  rides.  Then  he  would  fish  back  to  Ward's 
bridge.  Later  in  my  life,  when  I started  dating  my  wife 
Marilyn,  this  older  man  with  the  fishing  pole  turned  out  to 
be  her  grandfather.  Pappy  Decker. 

Now  I look  back  at  life  growing  up.  It  was  hard  work, 
but  it  groomed  me.  I still  wake  up  at  4:00  or  4:30.  It 
taught  us  how  to  use  money.  We  used  to  go  to  Carl's 
(Curtin's)  store  and  buy  dungarees  and  white  T-shirts, 
and  our  own  baseball  bats,  etc. 

What  Tyringham  needs  is  to  start  at  one  end  of  the 
valley  and  cut  all  the  brush  along  Hop  Brook  to  the  other 
end.  Put  the  fields  back  the  way  I remember  them  right 
back  to  the  brook. 


The  Cobble  1960  - Photo  Clemens  Kalisher 


THE  DAY  OF  GAMBLER 

John  Curtin 


We  were  working  together  one  fall  Saturday,  just 
Walter  and  I.  Looking  out  of  the  old  barn,  we  saw 
Gambler  in  the  road.  Now,  Gambler  was  a registered 
Jersey  bull,  with  a head  and  neck  as  big  as  a cider 
barrel,  here  to  breed  the  cows,  and  he  was  quite 
intimidating.  Walter  and  I talked  about  how  we  should 
get  Gambler  back  up  into  the  "bull  pen."  Walter  insisted 
that  he  knew  how  to  get  him  up  there,  so  off  he  went. 
Next  thing  I heard,  was  Walter  yelling  for  help!!  I went 
running  to  see  Gambler  flip  Walter  up  into  the  air  like  a 
rag  doll.  With  a thud,  Walter  landed  in  the  road,  blood 
running  down  his  face  from  a cut  above  his  eye.  He  got 
up  and  started  toward  the  barn,  only  to  be  flipped  into 
the  air  again.  Scrambling,  Walter  tried  to  get  across  the 
barnyard,  but  Gambler  was  ramming  him  into  the  ground 
like  a wet  paper  sack.  I went  running  out  and  kicked 
Gambler  in  the  head,  to  no  avail.  He  rammed  Walter 
once  more.  Grabbing  a good  sized  rock,  I smashed  him 
in  the  head,  stunning  him  just  enough  to  grab  Walter  by 
the  back  of  his  shirt  and  drag  him  into  the  barn. 

Sitting  Walter  on  the  cement  floor,  I turned  around  to 
close  the  sliding  door  only  to  have  Gambler  part  way 
through  it.  I ran  toward  him  hollering  and  kicked  him  in 
the  nose  which  made  him  back  up  just  enough  so  I was 
able  to  pull  to  the  door. 

Bloodied,  bruised  and  more 
than  a little  dazed,  Walter  was 
none  the  worse  for  wear.  We 
called  Maggie  to  come  down, 
and  she  took  Walter  to  get 
treated  at  the  hospital. 

As  for  Gambler,  I boxed 
him  in  on  the  barn  floor  with  a 
couple  of  tractors  and  got  him 
back  into  his  pen.  That 
Christmas,  Walter  got  a nice 

card it  was  from  Gambler. 

(Gambler  was  on  loan  from  the 
Chittendon  Farm  in  NY  State 
as  part  of  the  Yankee 
Syndicate). 


John  Curtin 


FARMING  WITH  WARD  MCCARTHY 

John  Curtin 


A FARM  REMINISCENCE 

Carey  McIntosh 

In  the  summer  of  1945  I was  just  getting  the  hang  of 
using  a scythe,  and  ran  the  point  into  the  dirt  and  bent 
the  blade.  Panicked,  I ran  it  down  to  the  Slaters'. 
Charlie  took  one  look  and  cheerfully  straightened  the 
blade.  (I  didn't  realize  till  a couple  of  years  later  that 
scythes  were  made  on  purpose  with  bendable  blades.) 
No  one  worked  harder  than  Charlie,  but  he  was  never 
too  busy  to  help  out  a friend  or  a neighbor.  However,  he 
didn't  tell  me  why  he'd  been  able  to  fix  the  scythe  so 
easily,  he  let  me  find  that  out  myself. 


Farming  with  Ward  was  done  the  old  way.. .the  hard 
way....  the  cheap  way.  When  building  fence,  it  was  with 
a crow  bar,  fencing  maul  and  brute  strength.  If  you  were 
doing  too  much  grunting  and  groaning  while  putting  in 
the  fence.  Ward  could  be  heard  to  say  "I'll  grunt  and 
groan  for  you,  you  just  pound!"  After  a long  day  of 
haying,  cupping  his  pocket  watch  with  his  hand  at  4:00, 
Ward  would  say:"  Well,  (drawing  out  the  well)  You  might 
as  well  go  get  YOUR  cows. "...which  more  often  than  not 
were  down  in  the  back  field,  so  off  I would  trudge. 

Another  day.  Ward,  myself  and  another  hand  rode 
out  to  Reynolds'  field  to  check  to  see  if  the  hay  down  in 
the  lower  part  of  the  meadow  was  ready.  Ward 
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wondered  if  we  should  walk  or  drive  down  in  the  car,  and 
the  other  hand  said,  "Let's  drive."  Ward's  response  was 
quick,  saying,"!  imagine  you  have  BIG  heavy  calluses  on 
your  butt!"  Then  there  was  the  time  when  Ward  made  a 
worker  scrape  back  into  the  grease  pail  the  excess 
grease  from  his  clothes  and  hands  after  he  greased  the 
baler. 

I can  still  see  Ward  with  the  scythe  and  whet  stone, 
cutting  back  grass  from  around  the  house  and  barn. 
Gone  are  the  days  of  working  365  days  a year,  without  a 
day  off  or  a vacation.  The  house  is  gone,  the  cows  are 
gone.  Ward  is  gone.  But  the  memories  live  on  forever. 

V.G.  September  1,  1864  Mr.  S.A.  Brewer  of  Tyringham  has 
laid  upon  our  table  two  hen's  eggs,  one  measuring  7 3/4  by  6 

1/4  inches,  and  the  other  5 1/2 
by  4 3/4  inches.  The  size  of 
eggs,  even,  seem  to  vary  as 
gold  goes  up  and  down. 

Mr.  Daniel  Clark  of 
Tyringham,  one  of  the 
examining  committee  on  crops 
for  the  Housatonic  Agricultural 
Society,  speaks  very 
encouragingly  of  the  potato 
crop,  and  laid  upon  our  table 
on  Tuesday,  a Colebrok 
seedling  which  he  pulled  from 
the  field  of  William  O.  Curtis, 
Esq.,  of  Lenox,  which  measures 
14  1/4  by  8 3/4  inches,  and  is 
very  nice  and  smooth.  Other 
supplies  were  equally  fine. 

V.G.  February  13,  1865  Home  Matters 

A large  farmer,  in  Tyringham,  says  there  are  200  tons  of 
hay  for  sale  in  that  town.  Better  sell  it  at  the  first  offer,  and 
not  wait  to  get  $35  or  $40  a ton  for  it. 


The  Freed  meadow 


FREED  MEADOW 

Paul  Freed 

Our  house  on  McCarthy  Road  sits  on  a plateau  that 
juts  out  from  the  western  wall  of  the  Tyringham  Valley. 
On  the  south  side  of  the  house  sits  a rolling  meadow 
Nan  and  I appropriately  call  the  South  Meadow.  It  is 
bordered  on  the  west  by  McCarthy  Road  and  on  the  east 
by  a tree  line  beyond  which  the  ground  drops  off 


suddenly  for  a quarter  of  a mile  until  it  meets  up  with  the 
Valley  floor. 

When  we  first  moved  to  our  house  in  the  early 
eighties,  the  eleven-acre  meadow  was  well  on  its  way 
toward  being  reclaimed  by  the  surrounding  forest.  Small 
trees,  bushes  and  scrub  dotted  its  surface.  Fred  Havill 
of  Hav's  Farm  on  Jerusalem  Road  needed  additional 
hay  for  his  Jersey  cows.  Nan  and  I agreed  to  allow  Fred 
to  de-stump,  plow  and  seed  the  meadow  with  timothy, 
alfalfa  and  clover,  which  within  the  year  produced, 
according  to  all  who  have  seen  and  walked  it,  one  of  the 
beautiful  meadows  in  the  Valley.  Depending  on  the 
weather,  it  yields  two  to  three  cuttings  each  summer  and 
fall  and  more  than  a few  smiling  cows  in  Fred's  barn 
come  January  and  February. 

V.G.  April  iF'’,  1867  There  are  now  living  in  one  school 
district  in  Tyringham,  eleven  persons  over  seventy  years  of 
age,  four  of  whom  are  over  eighty,  and  eight  live  on  one  road 
within  the  distance  of  a half  a mile. 

The  cheese  factory’  is  still  in  contemplation;  shares  of  $50 
each  are  being  taken  up. 


Cattle  crossing  the  main  road  opposite  Sunset  Farm 


A FARM  WOMAN 

Alice  Hale 

I enjoyed  farming  so  much  that  it  wasn’t  that  hard 
work  for  me.  There  were  four  women  in  the  house  when 
I was  growing  up.  My  great  grandmother  Alice  Dorman 
Hale  and  my  grandmother,  Jessie  Hathaway  Hale  and 
then  there  was  my  Aunt  Juel  (married  to  my  Uncle 
Willis),  and  my  mother,  Elizabeth  Hale.  They  didn’t 
need  me  in  the  house  doing  housework.  So  I just 
decided  the  men  needed  me  more  than  the  women  did, 
and  I used  to  go  out  to  help  the  men  all  the  time.  When 
I was  four  years  old.  Grandfather  had  me  helping  him 
clean  the  cows  off  and  one  of  the  cows  kicked  me  and 
broke  my  leg.  I can  remember  them  taking  me  out  from 
underneath  the  cow  and  putting  me  in  the  walk  down 
between  the  rows  of  cows  to  see  if  I could  walk.  Well, 
I couldn’t  walk.  I don't  remember  the  pain  as  much  as 
the  itching  when  they  put  the  cast  on. 

We  had  Ayrshires.  They  were  red,  the  ones  that 
kicked  me.  Ayrshires  had  long  horns.  If  you  trained 
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them,  they  could  have  beautiful  horns.  We  started 
removing  horns  when  we  put  the  free  stall  barn  in. 


Alice  Hale  with  prize  Ayrshire  heifer  Nancy  Rose  - 1937 


We  would  get  up  at  5 in  the  morning  and  we  were 
usually  in  the  barn  by  5:30  because  the  men  always  sat 
and  had  their  coffee  and  maybe  a cookie,  but  they  didn’t 
eat  a full  breakfast  before  they  went  out  to  work.  The  full 
breakfast  was  after  they  got  through  doing  chores.  (The 
men  were  my  father,  my  Uncle  Willis,  and  then  the  two 
boys,  Don  and  George  worked  there  until  their  early 
twenties.)  We  put  the  milking  machines  together.  I'm 
talking  now  about  the  late  1940s.  (The  electric  milking 
machines  were  put  in  the  barn  the  day  I was  born!) 

We'd  have  to  milk  by  hand  when  the  electricity  went 
off.  During  the  1938  flood,  most  of  the  family  and  the 
two  hired  men  were  all  at  the  Eastern  States  Exposition 
so  that  left  Dad  and  I and  one  other  man  to  do  all  the 
milking  with  no  power. 

We  were  milking  30-35  cows  at  that  time.  In  the  early 
days  we  kept  a bull  on  the  farm.  We  bought  the  bulls 
from  different  farmers  in  New  York  State  and  we  even 
imported  one  bull  from  Scotland.  Ayrshires  are  from  the 
County  of  Ayr,  in  Scotland. 

Then  the  men  would  go  in  for  breakfast,  and  then  we 
went  back  out  to  clean  the  barns.  In  the  summertime 
we'd  turn  the  cows  out  and  during  the  day  they  would  do 
the  haying  and  in  the  wintertime,  there  wasn't  haying  to 
do,  but  there  was  always  fixing  up  in  the  barns. 


Cutting  com  with  a team  - 1930s 

L.  to  R.:  Willis  H.  Hale,  Robert  Young,  Russell  S.  Burt,  John  F.  Heath 


I was  always  treated  equal  to  the  men!  But  then  I was 
working  with  the  family.  We  started  to  pasteurize  our 
milk  in  1932.  We  did  that  in  a building  that  was  built  in 
1 938,  where  the  deck  is  now.  Before  that  it  was  down 
underneath  where  the  barnyard  is.  The  little  building  that 
Don  is  fixing  up  was  the  old  boiler  room  and  on  the  other 
side  was  where  they  pasteurized  the  milk.  The  way  it 
worked  was  that  the  milk  boiled  in  the  pasteurizer. 


brought  up  to  a certain  temperature  and  then  cooled. 
They  had  an  aerator  to  run  the  milk  over  to  cool  it. 

We  also  bottled  our  milk.  We  used  to  put  up  a thousand  j 

quarts  a day.  We  sold  it  in  Lee,  j 
South  Lee,  Lenox,  Lenoxdale, 
and  Friendly  Ice  Cream.  When 
Friendly's  first  came  to  Lee,  they 
were  down  by  the  underpass  of 
the  turn  pike  where  the  gas 
station  now  is.  We  were  the  first 
to  deliver  milk  to  Friendly's. 

We  had  door  to  door  delivery  in 
Tyringham.  When  I got  my 
license,  I took  over  doing  the 
milk  route  in  Tyringham. 

My  Uncle  Willie  did  one  route  and 
his  son  George  did  the  other.  We 
had  a man  from  Vermont  who  was  connected  to  the 
Ayrshire  Breeders  Association,  and  my  father  asked  if 
they  had  a man  who  could  come  to  the  farm  and  help  us 
get  started  with  the  delivery.  The  next  day  he  was  at  the 
house  and  went  out  soliciting  for  milk.  He  was  very 
enthusiastic  about  doing  that. 

In  the  early  forties,  they  had  nothing  but  side  delivery 
rakes.  I remember  driving  the  horses  and  raking  the 
hay.  We  had  two  teams.  They  had  a hay  loader  to  pick 
up  the  hay.  They  put  loose  hay  on  the  trucks  and  then 
brought  it  up  to  the  barn.  One  horse  would  pull  a hay 
fork  up  to  the  top  of  the  barn  and  then  into  the  barn. 

With  the  bales  you  could  store  a lot  more. 

We  had  a few  chickens  around  and  one  or  two  hogs.  j 
We  used  the  eggs  for  the  family.  The  women  used  to 
put  down  water  glass  eggs,  so  that  when  the  chickens 
didn’t  lay,  they  would  still  have  eggs  they  could  use.  It  ! 
came  in  a liquid  form.  You  could  buy  it  in  the  hardware 
stores.  It  came  in  a little  can.  You  would  mix  it  with 
water  and  put  it  with  the  eggs  to  keep  them  cold.  When 
the  hens  didn’t  lay,  you  used  those.  The  eggs  stayed 
fresh  a couple  of  months  that  way.  | 

We  would  separate  our  milk  and  have  our  own  | 

cream,  too.  If  we  had  cream  that  came  back  off  the  milk 
route  we  made  butter.  I can  see  Aunt  duel  out  there 
now,  churning  the  butter.  \ 

I had  fun  during  my  childhood.  We  didn’t  have  TV  or  j 
computers  to  work  on,  so  you  had  to  figure  out  for  | 

yourself  what  you  were  going  to  do  for  fun.  We  used  to  j 

do  a lot  sliding  and  skiing.  We  skied  over  on  Fernside. 

Our  fathers  made  our  skis.  They  made  regular  skis.  i 
They  used  to  put  them  in  a steam  bath  and  turned  the 
tips  up  and  put  straps  on  them.  We  skated  down  across  | 
from  Orchard  House  on  the  Mill  Pond  in  Hop  Brook. 

My  father  and  grandfather  used  to  use  the  rippers  for 
fun.  That  was  a long  plank  with  runners  on  the  back 
and  the  front.  You  sat  on  them.  You  could  get  8 or  10 
people  on  them. ...like  a toboggan.  We  used  to  go  up 
Webster  Road  or  someplace  where  the  snow  was 
packed.  Then  we'd  come  down  all  the  way  through  to 
the  center  of  town.  Then  they  used  to  have  socials  in 
the  old  days  and  suppers,  and  strawberry  socials  in  the 
summertime.  There  were  a lot  more  of  those  then  than 
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they  have  now.  They  paid  a dollar  for  the  socials  which 
must  have  been  a lot  of  money  in  those  days. 


Hales  with  rippers  and  sleds 

Fred  Loring  (far  left),  Arnold  Hale,  Elizabeth  Hale  (seated) 

But  everybody  went.  The  square  dances  came  later, 
mostly  during  the  war.  We  gave  each  of  the  guys  who 
went  into  the  service  a square  dance. 

My  grandmother  and  my  great  grandmother  were  in 
the  kitchen  most  of  the  time.  I don’t  remember  them 
helping  out  too  much  outdoors.  They  used  to  put  up 
hundreds  of  jars  of  vegetables  and  fruits,  and  of  course 
when  they  killed  a pig  they  would  do  most  of  the  work. 
The  men  would  bring  the  different  cuts  in  and  the  women 
would  take  care  of  it.  The  salt  pork  went  down  in  a 
barrel,  a crock.  And  they  would  put  salt  on  it.  The  hams 
were  smoked.  Then  they  would  take  the  scraps  of  fat 
and  make  scrapple.  We  were  self-sufficient. 
Grandfather  had  a market  garden  and  they  took 
vegetables  and  butter  to  Greenock  Inn  when  it  was  up 
on  Franklin  Street.  Most  of  the  people  had  to  do  that 
back  then.  The  women  cooked  three  good  meals  a day. 
There  were  probably  ten  of  us  at  every  meal. 
Sometimes  a man  and  wife  would  come  for  dinner. 
They  would  spend  all  day  in  church  on  Sundays,  and 
some  from  there  might  come  back  for  dinner.  They 
canned  everything.  They  had  no  other  way  of 
preserving.  The  farmers  got  together  to  cut  and  draw  ice 
from  the  ponds  in  town.  They'd  pack  it  in  icehouses  with 
sawdust  and  it  would  last  all  summer. 


Oxen  at  Sunset  Farm 


I remember  one  incident  with  one  of  our  bulls.  He  got 
out  of  the  barn  and  was  in  the  barnyard,  and  he  was 
halfway  through  the  door  and  I have  no  idea  what  he  did. 
He  must  have  backed  out,  and  I was  standing  in  the 
barnyard  with  a pitchfork  but  that  didn’t  do  me  any  good 
and  he  hit  me  and  put  me  back  through  the  bars  of  his 
outside  pen.  I guess  I must  have  been  in  my  thirties 
when  that  happened. 

Artificial  insemination  was  part  of  progress.  Bulls 
were  expensive  and  dangerous.  We  sold  the  bulls  - one 
went  to  NY  State  and  the  others  were  just  sold.  At  one 
time  we  had  five  bulls.  At  least  three  Ayrshires  and  a 
couple  of  Jersey  bulls.  We  had  Jersey  cattle  in  the 
1940s  because  we  were  competing  against  Highlawn 
Farm.  They  had  all  Jerseys,  and  then  when  people 
decided  they  didn’t  want  to  drink  such  rich  milk,  we  put  in 
Holsteins.  I never  had  a Jersey  that  milked  100  pounds 
a day,  but  I had  some  Ayrshires  that  milked  100  pounds, 
and  of  course  some  of  the  Holsteins. 

We  grew  most  of  our  hay  ourselves.  We  leased 
Hickory  Farm,  Fairview  Farm,  Four  Brooks,  the  field 
across  from  Gilders.  I can  remember  when  down  toward 
Lee  from  Bob  Alsop's  all  the  way  to  Meadow  Street,  all 
those  meadows  were  clear.  They  were  all  hay  fields. 


George  Hale  & steer 


We  chopped  the  corn,  put  it  in  silos,  and  then  we 
went  from  the  silos,  to  the  trench,  and  from  there  we 
went  to  making  the  sausage  rolls.  We  would  pack  the 
grass  and  corn  into  those.  They  were  long  white,  plastic 
sausages  and  we  stuffed  them.  The  silage  didn’t  freeze 
like  it  did  in  the  trenches.  Even  in  the  silos  the  silage 
would  freeze  on  the  outside. 

The  family  has  always  done  some  maple  syruping. 
Since  I was  a child.  We  started  small  and  did  it  for 
ourselves.  We  used  to  have  a few  people  who  would 
come  and  buy  it.  Then  the  folks  decided  that  we  should 
start  making  more.  I remember  when  we  were  probably 
in  our  early  teens  climbing  up  the  snow  banks  along  the 
roads  and  gathering  the  maple  sap.  That  was  a hard 
job. 

The  Farmers  Clubs  were  gone  by  the  time  I was 
around.  The  4-H  Clubs  more  or  less  took  over  from  that. 
We  met  at  different  homes  of  farmers,  in  Lee, 
Tyringham,  and  in  Becket.  It  was  run  through  the 
extension  service  at  the  colleges.  They  have  diversified 
now.  They  raise  plants,  they  have  environmental  things 
that  they  do,  and  sewing  and  canning.  I had  a pair  of 
oxen  I trained  for  4-H.  A pair  of  twin  calves.  (My 
grandfather  used  to  draw  firewood  on  sleighs  with  his 
oxen  and  horses.... Our  heat  was  all  from  wood  stoves. 
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Our  house  had  no  fireplaces.... You  weren't  always  that 
warm!) 

Grandmother  and  Aunt  duel  were  school  teachers. 
After  supper,  we  did  our  homework.  I didn’t  do  too  much 
farm  work  outside  school  hours  until  after  I got  out  of 
school,  except  of  course  for  the  summers. 

Guess  I first  started  noticing  in  the  Eighties  that 
farming  was  about  over  in  Tyringham.  There  weren't 
many  farms  left  going  in  Tyringham  then,  anyway.  There 
was  Slaters',  McCarthy's,  Howard  Farm,  and  Gilder 
Palmer.  And  Lyle  Taylor.  He  had  Ayrshires,  too. 
Clarks  had  cattle.  But  there  weren’t  many  other  farms 
around. 

I miss  the  farms.  They  were  so  much  a part  of  our 
lives. 


Clijford  Canon  float  - 1939 


THE  FARMER'S  WIFE 

Elizabeth  Slater 

I came  here  in  1951. 
Charlie's  father  (Duane 
Slater)  had  a herd  of 
beautiful  Jerseys  back 
then,  and  they  had 
chickens.  They  took  care 
of  the  chickens.  I got  enga- 
ged in  feeding  the  calves. 
At  one  point  I was  taking 
care  of  35  calves.  They  were  tied  in  between  all  the 
mama  cows  in  the  calf  barn.  I loved  feeding  the  calves. 
They  drank  Milk  Saver,  a kind  of  powder  mixed  with 
warm  water.  Twice  a day,  morning  and  night.  I washed 
the  milking  machines  and  the  milk  tank.  Nothing  was 
automatic  then.  You  had  to  do  everything.  Scrub  it  all. 

We  sold  milk  to  the  Dairymen's  League  but  they 
didn’t  want  the  Jersey  Milk.  They  had  to  pay  according 
to  the  test  and  the  butterfat  test  was  very  high  so  little  by 
little  Charlie  bought  Holsteins.  He  would  put  in  two  or 
three  Jerseys  to  bring  up  the  milk  test,  but  most  of  the 
herd  was  sold  and  then  we  got  Holsteins.  They  are 
much  bigger,  taller  cows,  and  harder  to  wash.  And  they 
weren't  always  as  tame  as  the  Jerseys.  They  had 
tempers  and  they  would  kick  up  a lot  more. 

Charlie  built  a Quonset-type  barn  and  the  stanchions 
were  bigger  to  hold  the  Holsteins.  Then  we  had  the  fire. 
It  burnt  sections  of  the  old  barn  and  quite  a lot  of  the 
newer  barn.  Charlie's  father  had  had  a fire  before  I 


Liz  Slater,  1989 


came.  The  barn  was  struck  by  lightening.  They  had 
also  been  flooded  out  and  they  lost  part  of  the  barn  at 
that  time. 

I loved  feeding  the  calves.  I loved  the  animals.  I 
tamed  them  all.  It  was  heartbreaking  when  they  took 
them  off  to  the  auctions.  I made  pets  of  them,  which 
they  warned  me  not  to  do.  I always  spoiled  the  animals. 
Charlie  once  bought  a pair  of  Black  Angus  and  they 
brought  a little  calf  with  them.  He  looked  like  a little 
black  teddy  bear.  I named  it  Larabelle  and  I remember  I 
put  my  arms  around  it  and  gave  it  a big  hug.  Before  I 
knew  it  I was  on  the  other  side  of  the  barn.  The  mama 
hit  me  in  the  thigh  with  her  head  and  threw  me  right 
across  the  barn.  So  that  was  a surprise.  But  he 
couldn’t  keep  them.  They  constantly  got  out. 

Charlie's  father  had  chickens.  Then  he  and  Grace 
got  rid  of  theirs,  but  then  Charlie  bought  1,000  Rhode 
Island  Reds  of  his  own.  I never  did  like  the  chickens.  I 
had  the  job  of  washing  and  grading  and  packing  the 
eggs.... We  had  a big  egg  grader  in  the  kitchen.  You  put 
them  on  the  tray  and  they  rolled  down  the  different 
columns.  We  sold  them  at  the  Springfield  egg  market; 
they  picked  them  up  every  week,  and  we  had  quite  a few 
local  customers.  Then  I got  tired  of  doing  eggs  and  so 
that  was  the  end  of  the  eggs. 

There  were  a lot  of  chickens.  You  had  to  be  very 
careful  with  them.  You  had  to  keep  them  very  clean. 
Chuck  had  a few  of  his  own  and  a little  egg  route. 
People  around  here  bought  them.  I washed  the  eggs  in 
the  kitchen,  but  then  Charlie  bought  an  egg  washer  set 
up  out  in  the  barn.  We  washed  them  out  there.  We 
packed  them  in  big  long  crates.  We  used  to  take  the 
leftover  eggs  to  the  auction  in  Chatham.  As  the 
chickens  died  out,  we  didn’t  get  any  more.  Now,  Chuck 
and  the  little  kids  have  some  chickens  and  they  sell  eggs 
around  here  to  a few  customers.  The  kids  don't 
particularly  like  doing  it,  but  they  have  to! 

Charlie's  father  used 
to  have  the  chickens 
outdoors  across  the 
road,  and  they  lost  a lot 
to  foxes.  We  lost  a lot  of 
chickens  from  across  the 
road  from  the  big  flood 
many  years  ago.  Then 
we  lost  everything  from 
the  fire.  We  lost  at  least 
35  cows.  It  was  about 
30  years  ago.  It  was 
awful.  It  happened  in 
March. 

The  Fire  Department 
stayed  here  all  night  long 
because  the  fire  kept 
flaring  up  all  night.  They  had  gotten  all  the  cattle  out,  but 
then  the  cows  turned  around  and  went  right  back  inside 
the  barn,  to  return  to  their  home  and  they  got  burned. 
Some  went  up  into  the  woods  they  were  so  frightened. 
They  had  been  badly  burned.  They  found  a lot  of  them 
dead.  Oh,  it  was  terrible. 
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Charlie's  father  had  quite  a few  pigs.  I had  one 
goat.... a pet. 

Charlie's  grand-father,  E.H.  Slater  started  the  farm, 
probably  in  the  late  1800s.  They  lived  here  in  this 
house,  and  then  they  moved  to  where  Chuck  and  Alice 
live  now.  This  house  is  over  a hundred  years  old,  but 
Chuck's  house  up  there  is  older.  Bill  Roerick's  Lost 
Farm  house  is  the  oldest  in  the  valley.  Chuck's  house  is 
the  second  oldest. 

Beside  all  the  work  with  the  calves  and  chickens,  I 
had  to  raise  the  little  guys  - the  kids!  We  had  a lot  to  do 
here.  We  boarded  hired  men  for  several  years.  We  had 
college  boys  who  used  to  come  in  the  spring.  They  were 
students  who 
came  for  6 
months  and  they 
got  marked  on 
what  they  did 
here  by  Charlie. 

He  gave  reports 
on  them  and 
then  they  were 
marked  at  the  college.  E.  h.  Slater 

They  lived  here, 

I took  care  of  their  rooms,  and  fed  them,  and  did  their 
laundry.  We  had  two  when  we  could  get  them.  They 
learned  a lot.  But  not  too  many  ended  up  as  farmers. 
One  of  them  comes  back  to  see  us  every  now  and  then, 
and  we  had  his  son  here  for  a while.  He  started  farming, 
but  his  barn  burned  down,  so  he  had  a bad  setback. 
The  last  we  heard,  he  built  a new  barn  and  he  had  saved 
most  of  his  cows.  He  had  been  working  with  the 
telephone  company,  so  he  never  was  with  his  children 
because  he  was  on  the  road  all  the  time.  So  he  got  to 
thinking  how  nice  it  would  be  to  have  a farm  and  be  with 
his  family  the  way  it  was  here,  so  he  came  to  talk  to  us 
about  it.  He  saw  the  farming  in  Tyringham  and  thought 
it  was  great. 

Charlie  always  said  farming  never  hurt  the  kids  any.  It 
gave  them  a purpose.  It  taught  them  how  to  work.  They 
learned  how  to  do  a lot  of  things.  Electrical  work, 
carpentry,  veterinarian  work.  But  it  is  very,  very  hard 
work. 

We  always  had  electric 
milking  machines.  They  had 
to  strip  by  hand  but  they 
always  had  the  individual 
bucket  machines,  although 
without  the  pipeline. 
First  they  dumped  the  milk 
into  the  milk  cans,  but  then 
they  got  the  big  tank.  The 
truck  emptied  the  tank,  but 
Charlie  used  to  put  the  cans 
on  the  truck  and  take  them 
to  the  Dairymens'  League  in  Great  Barrington  every  day. 
We  never  pasteurized  here.  Hales  were  the  only  farm 
that  did.  And  they  bottled  their  milk. 

When  I first  came  here,  Charlie's  father  had  a team  of 
working  horses.  But  they  had  just  gotten  a tractor,  so 
they  didn't  use  them  much.  The  horses  kept  breaking 


out.  Charlie  always  said  they  got  bored.  Finally,  one  of 
the  Clarks  - perhaps  Duffy  - bought  them.  Charlie's 
brother  always  said  how  can  you  run  a farm  without 
horses? 

The  trouble  with  the  new  tractors  was  that  they  had 
big  lights,  so  everyone  stayed  out  late  at  night  to  work. 
That  was  the  part  I hated.  They  never  knew  when  to 
quit. 

We  put  in  our  three  Harvestore  silos  later.  They 
came  on  big  trailer  trucks  at  different  times.  But  we 
couldn’t  grow  the  high-moisture  corn  here  that  you  were 
supposed  to  put  in  those  silos.  Regular  corn  wouldn't 
keep  in  those  silos.  So  we  still  had  to  buy  our  corn  from 
New  York  State.  They 
never  said  that  you  had  to 
grow  special  corn.  So 
Charlie  put  silage  in  the 
smaller  two  silos.  The 
silage  kept  better  in  them 
than  in  the  old  silos. 

After  Sam's  high  school 
graduation  party,  he  and 
Edwin  and  Martin  (Ram- 
busch)  went  to  the  top  of  the 
big  silo  with  a pack  of  fire 
crackers.  They  lit  one  and  it  fell  on  top  of  a whole  pile  of 
firecrackers  and  the  whole  thing  blew  up.  Edwin 
recently  said  to  me  that  they  could  have  all  been  killed 
up  there  and  they  were  frightened  to  death.  The 
Thobers  heard  all  this  noise  and  came  flying  out  of  the 
house  to  see  what  was  going  on... 


Charlie  Slater  and  greased  pig,  1939 


For  fun  we  went  to  the  Grange  in  Lee.  They  had 
parties  and  dances  and  regular  meetings.  We  had 
picnics.  Tyringham  seemed  like  a big  family  in  those 
days.  The  Grange  had  picnics  here  on  the  farm.  A lot  of 
Tyringham  families  belonged  to  the  Grange.  When 
farming  went  out,  the  Grange  went  out. 

They  had  church  events.  But  actually,  there  wasn’t 
much  time  to  have  fun.  The  winters  were  hard.  The 
tractors  got  stuck.  The  manure  spreader  got  stuck.  It 
was  cold  nights  when  they  had  to  work  late. 

When  we  sold  the  cows,  when  they  finally  put  the 
cattle  in  those  big  trailers,  I stood  there  and  cried  and 
cried.  It  was  the  end  of  a whole  way  of  life.  For  the 
longest  time,  every  morning,  Charlie  and  I would  get  up 
and  look  out  the  window  to  see  where  the  cattle  were 


Andy  Slater  Bobbie  Crosby 


Ryan  Slater  Bobbie  Crosby 
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and  what  they  were  doing  and  they  weren't  there  any 
more.  So  it's  nice  to  see  Bill  Stewart's  little  herd  over 
there  in  back  of  Mclntoshes.  I can  see  them  across  the 
fence  line,  and  now  it  looks  like  home. 

Charlie  and  I were  going  to  buy  some  beefers  - 
Herefords  - and  put  them  across  the  road.  He  wanted 
them  in  the  worst  way.  But  I said,  if  we  buy  the  beefers 
they'll  be  ours,  and  when  they  get  out  we'll  have  to 
chase  them.  And  I don’t  think  we  can  do  that  any  more. 
And  he  said  "Yes,  I was  thinking  of  that,  too."  They  do 
get  out.  The  beefers  break  the  fences  down.  They  walk 
right  through  them.  So  we  didn't  buy  them.... 

V.G.  September  8*,  1864  Mr.  John  Hale  of  Tyringham  shot 
a black  woodchuck  a few  days  since,  which  is  a very  rare 
animal,  but  we  learn  that  a Mr.  Parsons  of  Florida  has 
recently  captured  a black  one. 

V.  G.  June  6^^,  1867  Our  Tyringham  correspondent  says 
that  on  the  first  of  this  month  he  went  to  see  the  remnant  of  a 
snow  bank  in  that  town,  and  found  snow  over  afoot  in  depth 
and  more  than  a rod  in  length. 

Bees  commenced  swarming  in  Tyringham. 

V.G.  1864  Lee  Farmers' Club  The  meeting  of  the 
Farmers'  Club,  on  Monday  evening  last,  at  the  residence  ofJ. 
Dwight  Thatcher,  Esq.,  of  Tyringham,  was  the  occasion  of  a 
very  delightful  social  reunion,  and  served  to  exhibit  in  a 
pleasant  place  the  fellowship  and  kindly  feelings  which  exist 
between  the  members  of  the  club.  The  personal  popularity  of 
Mr.  Thatcher,  and  the  fact  that  he  will  return  with  his 
household  to  our  midst  before  another  season  of  the  club 
meetings,  increased  the  interest  of  the  occasion,  and  added  to 
the  usual  exercises  the  hearty  and  warmer  offices  of 
friendship. 

The  question,  "What  are  the  most  profitable  breeds  of  stock 
for  a farmer  to  keep?"  was  opened  by  F.K.  Hinckley,  with  a 
logical  and  consecutive  glance  at  all  the  classes  of  livestock 
from  cat  to  cattle,  in  the  course  of  which  he  stated  that  the 
farmer  should  have  a dog  - not  a sheep  stealer  - but  a good 
shepherd  or  bull  dog,  one  with  sense  enough  to  watch  without 
doing  mischief,  and  he  should  have  a cat,  a real  rat  catcher. 

In  sheep,  a cross  between  Southdown  on  Merino  would  suit 
him,  and  as  to  horses,  he  would  select  for  breeding  sound 
animals  of  good  size,  for  he  thinks  too  many  small  horses  are 
raised.  He  much  prefers  stately  Durham  to  other  breeds  of 
cattle,  and  this  because  all  cattle  are  to  be  measured  by  their 
adaptation  for  beef,  and  in  his  opinion  the  Durhams  are  the 
best  adapted  to  this  object.  Their  milking  qualities  he  thinks 
are  underrated,  for  he  has  some  of  these  which  are  good 
milkers,  and  he  thinks  they  eat  no  more  in  proportion  to  their 
size  than  others. 

Mr.  Foote  followed.  He  thought  that  a dairy  of  pure 
Durhams  would  be  a sorry  reliance,  and  considered  the 
Ayrshire  the  best  adapted  for  that  use.  His  experience  in 
sheep  led  him  to  prefer  Cotswolds  for  small  flocks,  and 
Merinos  for  large  ones.  He  gave  extracts  from  his  note  book, 
showing  from  figures,  the  great  profits  of  sheep  husbandry. 

Other  gentlemen  followed  in  special  and  general  remarks. 
Durham  cattle  were  more  liked  than  any  other  breed,  although 
one  could  dispute  that  the  comely  Ayrshire  will  bring  the  milk, 
and  that  the  Devon  bears  the  palm  for  beauty  and  symmetry. 


Bees  were  advocated  as  very  profitable  stock  and  easily  kept, 
and  among  turkeys  the  bronze  were  accounted  the  best. 

After  a general  discussion  and  a bountiful  repast,  the  Club 
adjourned  to  Monday  evening,  January  2"'^  1865,  when  the 
question  "Is  special  or  mixed  farming  the  more  desirable?"  is 
to  be  discussed.  Messrs.  Alonzo  Bradley  and  A.  Gilman  are  to 
open  the  subject.... 

Arthur  Gilman,  Secretary 


A farmer's  daughter  - Diane  Birkett  (Butler) 

V.  G.  October  14'*’,  1869  Mr.  Lucien  B.  Moore  has  milked 
eleven  cows  during  the  past  summer,  and  he  informs  us  that 
for  six  months  previous  to  October  first  he  has  supplied  his 
family  of  ten  persons  with  milk  and  butter  and  sent  the 
remainder  of  his  milk  to  New  York  for  which  he  has  netted 
$617.  He  found  his  own  customers  in  the  city,  and  thus  saved 
his  commission. 


Brooke  Marshall  and  her  hogs,  Hamlet  and  Florabelle. 

V.  G.  July  30'*’  1 868  Mr.  Hale,  who  owns  the  Bentley 

Farm  in  Tyringham,  has  made  great  improvements  upon  it,  - 
not  only  with  the  buildings,  but  with  the  land  also.  He  has  just 
finished  up  a good  horse  bam,  24  by  34  feet,  and  a superior 
Morgan  stallion  stands  within  it.  Mr.  Hale  deals  largely  in 
stock,  and  with  his  three  active  sons  makes  a full  team,  and 
works  early  and  late.  Whatever  he  does  he  takes  pleasure  in 
doing  well.  Such  men  are  welcome  citizens  in  any  town. 

V.G.  July  30'*’,  1868  A Genuine  Fish  Story 

Edward  McManus  informs  us  that  he  and  Charles  Hall, 
Homer  Crittenden,  and  John  Thome  of  Tyringham  went  to 
Spectacle  Pond,  in  the  northeast  part  of  Sandisfield,  on  Friday 
last,  fishing,  and  the  first  three  caught  500  bullheads  in  2 1/2 
hours;  and  Mr.  Thome  caught  66  pickerel  the  same  afternoon. 
He  also  says  Rev.  Mr.  James  of  West  Otis,  who  fished  with 
their  company  a part  of  the  afternoon,  caught  299  fish,  nearly 
all  bullheads. 
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Ellen  and  Liza  Slater 


FARM  LIFE 

Another  early  and  bright  morning, 

I am  awakened  by  my  father, 

Already  in  his  clothes. 

He  seats  himself  at  the  table  for  his  Wheaties  and  to  skim  the  Berkshire  Eagle,  Bobbie  Crosby 

I shiver  as  we  leave  the  nice  warm  house  into  the  chilly  morning. 

I can  hear  the  cows  already. 

They  are  telling  us  they  are  ready  to  be  fed  and  milked! 

"We're  coming!"  I yell  into  the  crisp  air. 

The  leaves  have  fallen,  and  the  grass  looks  cold 
For  it  has  been  visited  by  Jack  Frost. 

My  grandfather  is  eating  breakfast  with  my  grandmother, 

I can  see  them  smiling  at  me  through  the  window  pane. 

I know  exactly  what  will  happen... 

In  about  five  minutes  Grampa  will  come  out  of  the  house  to  start  feeding  the  calves. 

My  dad  says  soon  we  will  have  to  do  it  on  our  own. 

Therefore,  we  have  to  pay  close  attention  to  what  Grampa  does. 

A few  newborns  should  be  fed  warm  milk  from  a bottle. 

Some  calves  will  be  fed  milk  from  a pail. 

And  the  older  calves  will  get  water. 

We  must  listen  very  carefully  to  what  he  tells  us. 

This  is  not  hard  to  do. 

We  are  fascinated  by  him. 

His  voice  is  gentle  and  he  speaks  clearly,  getting  straight  to  the  point. 

He  tells  a joke  here  and  there  so  the  journey  seems  shorter  and  more  enjoyable. 

We  then  continue  following  him  down  the  mangers  like  two  small  shadows. 

Until  we  have  finished  feeding  every  last  calf. 

Liza  and  I are  not  quite  old  enough  to  milk  the  cows. 

Sometimes,  if  there  is  a very  well  behaved  cow,  and  my  dad  is  standing  right  there. 

We  get  to  put  the  milker  on  her. 

After  we  feed  the  calves  and  help  Dad  and  Andy  milk  the  cows  a little  (mostly  just  by  raking  the  stalls) 

We  wash  all  the  milkers  and  hose  down  the  milk  room  floor. 

If  we're  lucky. 

Dad  will  pick  us  up  and  let  us  see  all  the  milk  in  the  tank. 

The  agitators  spin  the  milk  making  it  look  like  a sea  of  white  waves 
Then,  we  skip  to  Granny's  house. 

Where  we  know  she  will  give  us  hot  chocolate  and  something  tasty  to  eat! 

After  our  tummies  have  been  satisfied, 

We  slowly  venture  back  to  the  barn  where  we  must  clear  all  the  manure  out  of  the  calf  barn. 

I have  heard  many  people  say  how  horrible  the  manure  smells. 

I do  not  understand! 

The  smell  is  not  foul! 

"You  must  have  just  gotten  used  to  it,"  they  say. 

I grew  up  with  it,  and  have  learned  to  love  such  a foul  smell,  and  such  hard  work. 

That  smell  that  repulses  others  is  a way  of  life  for  me. 

They  just  do  not  know  the  life,  so  I tell  them  that  I have  just  gotten  used  to  it. 

Ellen  Slater 
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The  hot  July  sun  blazes  down  upon  us  as  Dad  and  I 
trudge  along  the  rough  brushy  path  that  leads  up  "Old 
Baldy."  Every  year  since  I can  remember,  long  about  the 
third  week  of  July,  we  have  fastened  our  old  tin  buckets  to 
our  belts,  packed  a lunch  and  filled  the  old  green  gallon 
picnic  jug,  and  headed  up  the  mountain  to  pick 
blueberries. 

Dad  has  always  led  the  way  up  through  the  woods  with 
me  trailing  along  behind,  struggling  over  felled  rotted  trees 
and  wading  through  fern  glades  whose  soft  delicate  fronds 
were  as  tall  as  I was.  It  always  amazed  me  that  Dad  never 
once  lost  the  trail.  To  my  untrained  eye,  and  from  my 
shorter  vantage  point,  I could  never  have  said  for  certain 
that  there  even  was  a path! 

But,  inevitably,  after  twenty-five  minutes  or  so,  we 
would  always  arrive  at  the  corner  of  the  old  stone  wall. 
With  its  rocky  embrace,  it  encircled  the  top  of  the 
mountain  and  dictated  the  boundaries  of  the  blueberry  lot. 

This  year  has  been  especially  dry,  not  a good  year  for 
wild  blueberries.  But  Dad  is  not  one  to  be  easily 
disheartened.  He  is  a farmer  descended  from  generations 
of  farmers  who  have  reaped  their  hard  but  honest  living 
from  the  very  same  soil  we  now  walk  upon.  He  is  not 
easily  dissuaded. 

We  will  stay  on  the  mountain  until  all  our  pails  are  full. 
With  all  the  enthusiasm  of  youth,  I begin  to  pick  my 
berries,  darting  from  one  bush  to  another,  not  unlike  a 
hummingbird  flitting  from  flower  to  flower.  But  with  the 
scarcity  of  the  berries,  I soon  become  bored,  and  hungry, 
and  so  begin  to  munch  on  the  gatherings  in  my  pail  until 
the  noontime  sun  blazes  high  overhead,  announcing  the 
arrival  of  lunchtime. 


Tyringham  Valley -c.  1880 


I sit  down  next  to  Dad  on  a huge  flat  boulder  on  the 
very  top  of  the  mountain.  When  compared  to  his  rounded 
pail-full,  my  scant  gatherings  look  rather  pathetic.  But  it 
doesn't  matter,  for  this  is  my  favorite  time  of  all,  and  such 
times  are  precious  and  rare.  Dad  is  a farmer,  and  farmers 
have  little  time  for  ease  or  pleasure.  Our  family  does  not 


take  vacations  such  as  the  neighbors  do  each  year.  This 
time  together.. .this  is  our  vacation;  this  is  our  time  of 
pleasure.  Sitting  here  next  to  Dad,  I happily  munch  my 
hot,  mushy,  peanut  butter  and  jelly  sandwich.  Licking  my 
lips  with  a purple  tongue,  I bask  in  the  hot  mid-summer 
sun.  The  air  is  still.  The  only  sounds  to  be  heard  are  the 
constant  droning  of  the  bees  and  the  persistent  urging  of 
the  rufous-sided  towhee  to  "drink  your  teal"  We  do  not 
talk,  but  the  silence  is  comfortable.  Words  are  not  needed. 
We  are  enjoying  our  vacation. 

Soon  our  foraging  for  berries  will  resume.  The 
mosquitoes  will  get  thicker  as  the  sun  dips  lower  in  the 
west.  Dad's  pails  will  be  full,  and  he  will  help  me  fill  mine. 

Then  we  will  begin  our  descent.  I will  carry  a good  deal 
more  berries  down  the  mountain  in  my  stomach  than  in 
my  pail,  but  no  matter.. .less  to  spill  if  I should  fall.  But  for 
now,  I am  content.  I sit  here  on  my  special  rock,  next  to 
Dad,  and  accept  the  sun's  warm  caresses  as  I eat  a few 
more  berries  from  my  pail  for  dessert. 

And  when  we  do  trek  back  down  that  path,  I think  that 
this  time  I shall  pay  particular  attention  to  all  the  bends 
and  turns  for  I want  to  be  certain  to  remember  the  way. 
Someday  I shall  lead  the  way  up  this  mountain  path  with 
pails  and  lunch  and  picnic  jug  in  hand  and  some  small 
person  trailing  behind.  And  we  will  sit  on  our  special  rock 
on  top  of  the  mountain  in  the  hot  July  sun,  eating  mushy 
peanut  butter  and  jelly  sandwiches.  And  licking  our  lips 
with  purple  tongues,  we  will  enjoy  our  time  together.  We 
will  enjoy  our  vacation. 

V,G.  March  13*  1862  Distressing  Accident 

On  Tuesday  last,  Mr.  Powell  Sprague  of  Tyringham,  was 
instantly  killed  while  at  work  for  Mr.  Amos  Smith  of  Monte rery. 
We  learn  that  he  took  two  yoke  of  cattle  and  a sled,  alone,  to  go 
to  the  mountain  to  draw  out  wood.  Mr.  Smith  being  ill  did  not 
accompany  him,  but  as  he  did  not  return  at  noon,  nor  within  an 
hour  or  two  after,  Mr.  Smith  went  to  ascertain  the  cause  of  his 
delay.  He  found  the  cattle  standing  with  a load  of  wood  on  the 
sled,  and  Mr.  Sprague  lying  dead  beneath  the  forward  "bob", 
the  runner  of  which  stood  directly  across  his  breast.  It  would 
seem  that  in  coming  down  a small  declivity,  he  walked  in  the 
road  in  front  of  the  team,  to  make  them  hold  back,  and  falling, 
was  run  over  by  the  cattle.  When  he  probably  cried  "whoa" 
and  the  sled  running  upon  him,  the  cattle  stopped  and  left  the 
load  resting  across  the  body  of  the  unfortunate  man.  He  was  45 
years  of  age,  and  leaves  a wife  and  three  children,  the  latter 
nearly  grown. 


Heifers  on  the  cobble,  with  Rudd  farm  manager,  Mr.  Palmer  ca.  1900 
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Don  Hale  with  prize  Hereford,  Larchmeadow  Mouse 


ON  FARMING 

Don  Hale 


I could  start  way  back.  The  Hales  have  owned  the 
place  up  there  since  1864.  It's  probably  one  of  the  oldest 
- if  not  the  oldest  - name  in  Tyringham.  I'm  not  sure 
about  that,  but  I think  that's  true.  I have  lived  all  my  life 
here.  I was  born  in  the  farmhouse  up  there. 

I remember  some  of  the  people  who  worked  on  the 
farm.  One  of  them  was  Gerald  Swart.  Gerald  used  to 
walk  down  from  the  Swarts'  place,  across  the  gas  line  and 
come  to  the  farm  and  work  there  when  he  was  young. 
Everybody  knew  Gerald.  They  had  a great  big  white 
Ayrshire  bull  up  at  the  farm.  He  had  a runway  in  what's 
now  the  old  barnyard.  He  was  fenced  in  and  they  had  a 
barrel,  a 55-gallon  steel  drum  they  put  in  the  pen  up  there 
so  the  bull  could  play  with  it.  But  Gerald  decided  that  he 
ought  to  get  in  and  play  with  the  bull  too.  It  was  Arnold 
(Hale)  the  one  that  caught  him.  To  say  the  least,  Gerald 
was  read  the  riot  act  and  immediately  taken  out  of  the 
bullpen  (I  think  that  Rudd  Truax  and  Harrison  Swart  were 
also  in  the  pen  with  Gerald.)  He  didn’t  seem  to  see  that 
the  bull  was  dangerous. 

Lyle  Taylor  worked  at  the  farm.  He  was  my  helper 

cleaning  the  barns  out.  One  story he  used  to  like  to 

have  a couple  of  drinks.  One  night  he  had  been  out  and 
when  he  got  back  home  he  didn’t  know  how  to  get  his  car 


Prize  Hale  bull.  Sycamore  Adamant,  Gerald's  playmate 

in  the  garage  down  there  at  the  Taylor  Farm  (now  Gladys 
Shirley's  place).  Lyle  and  his  brother  Raymond  owned 
that  farm  at  the  time.  This  particular  night,  it  wasn’t  the 
Willys  car's  fault,  it  was  Lyle's  fault  that  he  couldn’t  get  the 
thing  in  the  garage  door,  so  he  cussed  and  swore  and 
said  he'd  show  the  car  how  to  get  in  the  garage.  So  he 
backed  right  across  the  road  down  there  and  floored  it  and 
went  right  through  the  back  of  the  garage.  And  he  didn’t 
stop.  If  I think  today  if  you  looked  at  the  back  of  that 
garage,  you  could  still  see  where  it  was  patched.  I think 
Pat  (Clark)  owns  it  now. 


The  Duvernois'  bought  the  place  when  Lyle  died.  Lyle 
was  a little  short  fella.  He  had  a lot  of  stories  to  tell.  He 
kept  a Tennessee  Walking  horse  down  here  at  our  farm 
while  he  was  working  here. 

He  had  a farm  before  he  worked  here.  A lot  of  people 
had  little  farms.  I'd  say  there  were  26  or  28  small  farms. 
There  was  Taylors,  there  was  Canons,  there  was  Ward 
McCarthy,  Mrs.  Hiscox,  Slaters,  Everett  Hale's  place,  and 
then  you  go  down  where  Yo-Yo  Ma  lives  - that  was  part  of 
the  Ashintully  estate  and  they  had  cattle  there  too.  There 
were  all  these  little  farms  strung  up  and  down  the  main 
road  and  up  in  the  hills  too.  Up  over  near  Otis,  there  was 
Mrs.  Dimmock.  They  had  sheep  that  ran  around  up  there. 
It  was  more  or  less  for  their  own  survival  that  people  had 
these  farms.  Whatever  produce  they  didn't  need,  they 
sold.  That's  how  they  got  along. 

Wilbur  Clark  and  his  wife  lived  up  here  where  Jeanette 
McCullough  lives.  The  big  house  that  was  there  burned, 
years  before  I remember.  The  place  where  Jeanette  lives 
was  where  they  kept  the  hogs;  then  they  converted  it  into 
a house.  There  was  the  old  Canon  farm  just  over  the 
town  line  where  the  Cowells  live.  These  were  all  farms...! 
remember  a lot  of  them.  There  was  the  Wellington 
Palmer  farm  - where  Mitchell  lived  later,  on  Meadow 
Street. 

The  floor  of  the  valley  was  very  different  back  then.  It 
has  changed  tremendously.  Up  where  the  Cowells  live, 
there  were  2 or  3 farms.  I remember  I was  going  to  Lee 
one  day  and  I saw  fire  come  gushing  out  the  doors  of  one 
of  the  barns.  I can  remember  driving  the  old  fire  engine  - 
the  first  one  Tyringham  had  - I can  remember  driving  it 
from  the  road  right  down  to  the  brook.  That  was  all 
cleaned  out  through  there.  It's  sad  to  see  these  things 
go.  I always  think  about  the  old  timers  that  cleared  this 
land,  and  the  stone  walls  that  are  here.  They  didn't  have 
bulldozers  and  all  this  equipment.  It  was  all  manual  labor. 
And  it's  going.  If  you  aren't  going  to  be  stewards  of  the 
land,  it  will  go. 

We  sold  our  Ayrshires  12  or  15  years  ago.  The  land 
started  to  grow  up.  For  a while,  I kept  it  mowed  down 
myself,  but  as  time  went  on  and  I got  older  and  we  had  the 
B & B,  it  became  necessary  to  find  someone  to  take  over 
the  land  to  mow  it  and  keep  it  down.  By  doing  this,  there 
are  people  who  can  sell  mulch  hay  that  has  weeds  in  it, 
because  there  is  a lot  of  construction  and  people  want  to 
buy  mulch  hay  for  construction  sites. 


Hale  Bam  ( 1895)  now  gone 


Bill  Stewart  maintains  what  he  does  by  doing  that. 
There's  a lot  of  people  come  up  to  the  farm  and  pick  up  a 
dozen  bales  for  this  and  that.  He  also  has  12  head  of 


17 


normal  cattle  that  he  keeps  in  the  barn.  He  enjoys  doing 
it,  and  then  he'll  sell  them  for  beef.  He  grazed  them  at 
Mclntoshes  over  this  past  summer.  That  helps  Carey 
keep  his  meadow  down  along  towards  the  dump  on  the 
left  hand  side.  Then  you  have  the  Gould  Farm  cattle 
using  the  old  Everett  Hale  farmland. 

There  is  a big  sugar  bush  up  on  our  land  behind 
Mclntoshes.  If  someone  wanted  to  do  it,  you  could  tap 
probably  ten  thousand  trees  up  there.  Gould  Farm  taps 
about  4,000  trees  up  in  there  now  with  plastic  pipeline. 
There's  over  30  miles  of  tubing  up  there  now.  All  the  sap 
comes  down  into  that  big  brown  tank  over  at 
Rambusches.  When  we  were  doing  it,  I used  to  take  the 
tank  truck  up  there  and  take  it  right  out.  That's  another 
thing  the  farm  relied  on  was  the  maple  syrup  business. 
But  it  got  to  the  point  where  the  business  got  so  huge  that 
we  couldn’t  handle  it  any  more.  Then  the  Kimberley 
brothers  over  in  Sandisfield  died  and  they  used  to  be  our 
right  hands  in  tapping  the  maple  trees. 


A summer  afternoon  at  Sunset  Farm 


It's  all  part  of  farming  today  - whether  you're  raising 
Christmas  trees  or  milking  cows.  The  town  should  try  in 
some  way  to  have  an  incentive  of  some  kind,  maybe  give 
people  who  have  farmland  some  kind  of  a break  if  they 
keep  things  mowed  down.  Player  Crosby  has  reclaimed  a 
lot  of  land  down  here  where  his  plane  is.  And  it  looks  nice 
down  there.  If  you  want  to  see  what  happens  to 
farmland,  just  look  down  the  bank  over  near  the  town  line 
going  into  Lee.  It's  all  grown  up. 

I can  remember  going  out  to  Ward  McCarthy's  when  I 
was  at  school  down  here  in  Tyringham  and  helping  them. 
The  farmers  helped  each  other  in  Tyringham  to  put  in  their 
crops,  especially  the  silage  corn  was  a very  labor 
intensive  part  of  farming.  Years  ago,  they  went  out  with 
a corn  knife  and  cut  the  stalks  off  and  lay  them  on  the 
ground  and  you  had  to  pick  them  up  and  put  them  on  a 
wagon  and  haul  them  in  and  grind  them  up  at  the  base  of 
a silo  with  a corn  chopper.  It  was  getting  it  off  the  stalk 
and  loading  it  onto  the  wagons  and  driving  the  horses  to 
the  barns  and  silos.  Today  they  don’t  do  that  any  more. 
It's  all  mechanized. 

The  farmers  used  to  go  around  and  help  each  other. 
Mrs.  McCarthy  was  an  excellent  cook  and  I can  remember 
the  big  home  made  donuts  she  would  send  down  to  the 
field  and  you  would  have  coffee  and  donuts  right  there.  It 
was  a lot  different  then.  If  you  went  down  to  work  at  the 
farms,  the  people  who  lived  down  at  the  farms  would  see 
that  you  had  your  coffee  at  10  o'clock  or  they  would  invite 
you  in  and  give  you  dinner.  We  were  all  like  one  big 
family.  The  town  today  is  a tremendously  different  place 


than  what  it  used  to  be.  I'm  glad  that  I knew  the  old  way. 
Sure,  it  was  hard  work.  People  worked  hard.  And  they 
needed  each  other,  so  they  wanted  the  friendship. 


Main  Road  looking  north,  near  Hickory  Farm,  1938 


We  used  to  have  horses  at  the  farm.  Arnold  and  Willis 
had  oxen,  and  my  grandfather  had  oxen.  When  I got  to 
the  point  where  I was  able  to  sit  on  a wagon,  I was  driving 
the  horses.  In  the  barns  they  would  pull  the  wagons  of 
hay  in  with  a team  of  horses  and  they  had  a big  hay  fork 
they  stuck  in  the  top  of  a load  of  hay.  They  had  to  have  a 
horse  on  the  outside  that  would  pull  on  a rope  and  it  would 
take  the  load  up  to  the  top  of  the  barn  and  go  down  the 
barn  on  a track.  They  needed  a guy  to  ride  the  horse  to 
pull  the  fork  up  and  that  was  one  of  my  jobs.  Oh,  the 

sweat and  you'd  get  pinched  by  the  harnesses  riding 

on  the  horse's  back.  But  horses  were  more  reliable  than 
tractors.  In  the  winter  you  didn’t  have  to  give  them  ether 
to  start  them  up. 

I can  remember  the  first  tractor  they  got  up  at  the  farm. 
They  had  a John  Deere,  they  had  an  Allis  Chalmers  and 
they  had  an  International.  And  they  had  the  three  dealers 
come  and  then  Arnold  and  Willis  decided  which  one  had 
the  most  horsepower  which  would  do  what  they  wanted. 
And  they  bought  an  Allis  Chalmers.  Then  they  bought 
two  more  Allis  Chalmers.  I have  up  in  the  barn  one  of 
those  original  tractors  - a 1942  Allis  Chalmers.  Then  from 
mowing  machines  drawn  by  horses,  it  went  to  mowing 
machines  on  the  tractors  and  instead  of  going  out  and 
hoeing  the  corn,  they  had  cultivators  on  tractors.  Then 
during  the  two  or  three  years  that  we  farmed  up  there, 
things  changed  so  tremendously.  Those  big  tractors  had 
AC,  air  ride  seats,  AM/FM  stereo,  power  steering,  power 
brakes 

We  let  Larry  Beckwith  have  three  or  four  acres  and  he 
raises  sweet  corn  and  pumpkins  on  that  land,  and  he  has 
a little  wagon  where  he  sells  it  in  East  Lee.  That  helps 
rotate  the  crops  because  every  couple  of  years  I ask  him 
to  plow  up  another  few  acres.  There  are  all  these  ways  to 
do  things.  Many  different  things  can  be  done.  If  there's 
a will,  there's  a way. 


Nathan  Canon  Farm  on  the 
town  line 
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ON  THE  CANON  FARM 

Gordon  van  Orman 

I worked  for  Clifford  Canon  my  sophomore,  junior  and 
senior  years  in  high  school.  I worked  summers  for 
Clifford. 

Well,  farming  has  of  course  dwindled.  There's  one 
dairy  farm  left  in  town  here  - the  Howard  farm. ..and  that 
was  always  there.  The  years  I am  talking  about  farming 
was  the  war  years.  I was  in  high  school  during  war  years. 
I worked  probably  '46,  '47,  '48,  and  then  the  summer  of  '49 
I graduated,  and  found  a full-time  job.  I worked  those 
three  summers  for  Clifford  doing  part-time  jobs.  At  that 
time  in  Tyringham  - I don’t  know  if  it  was  expected  but  all 
the  boys  my  age  - there  weren't  too  many,  namely  Donny 
Stanton  and  Neil  Curtin  - at  my  age  we  all  had  a summer 
job  because  we  needed  the  money  for  school  clothes. 
(We  wore  a shirt  and  tie  every  day  to  school.  You  wanted 
to  look  good.  Argyle  socks.  Penny  loafers.  I can 
remember  my  mother  ironing  my  shirt.)  Tyringham  had 
many  farms.  There  was  Ward  McCarthy  and  Slaters  and 
Lyle  Taylor  and  Canons.  There  was  Hales'  farm  and 
Slaters,  but  they  didn’t  hire  because  there  was  Donny  and 
George  and  Alice  to  work  on  the  Hale  farm  and  Slaters 
had  their  own  help  and  Howards  had  a full-time  hired  man. 
I used  to  help  my  brother-in-law  Doug  doing  chores 
sometimes  on  weekends  at  Howard  Farm  because  they 
alternated  weekends. 


Arial  view  of  the  Canon  Farm 


Farms  had  a great  impact  on  Tyringham  at  that  time, 
as  I remember.  They  sold  milk  and  they  sold  eggs  and  the 
people  bought  from  them.  Hales  had  their  own  dairy; 
Hales  peddled  their  own  milk  and  they  pasteurized  their 
own  milk  and  they  were  probably  one  of  the  more  modern 
farms  in  Tyringham  as  far  being  up  to  date.  Howard  Farm 
was  run  in  a very  strict  way  - more  than  Clifford.  Clifford 
had  all  kinds  of  cows;  he  had  some  Jerseys,  Holsteins  and 
Guernseys.  Slaters  were  pretty  much  all  Holstein;  of 
course  Hales  were  Ayrshire  and  Howard  Farm  was  a 
Jersey  farm.  That  was  the  way  it  was. 

Clifford  farmed  the  Red  Barn  and  the  big  lot  up  behind 
the  cemetery  (now  Brown's  field)  and  the  home  farm  up 
here  behind.  In  the  summer  we  moved  to  the  Red  Barn 
and  we  pastured  the  Cobble  and  we  mowed  that  and 
sometimes  planted  corn  there. 


Eddie  and  Han’ey  Choquette  with  team  - Teddy  and  Barney 

But  the  thing  I remember  and  what  was  important  (and 
I look  back  on  it  now  in  my  later  years  with  fond 
memories)  other  than  the  fact  that  it  put  money  in  our 
pockets  and  we  could  buy  our  clothes  which  was 
important  to  our  families  - the  real  benefit  of  this  for  a 
young  man  - and  I was  young  (it's  hard  to  remember,  but  I 
was!)  was  to  work  with  people  like  Harvey  Choquette.  I 
worked  every  summer  with  Harvey  on  Clifford's  farm. 
Nort  was  there,  but  Nort  drove  the  truck  and  was  on  the 
road  a lot.  Harvey  was  the  mainstay  of  Clifford  Canon's 
farm.  I never  in  my  years  since  - and  my  father  was  a 
hard  working  man  - but  I know  of  nobody  who  could 
outwork  Harvey  Choquette  and  for  a young  man  in  his 
formative  years  - I've  had  a great  deal  of  influence  from 
my  own  family  - but  to  be  able  to  be  with  people  like 
Clifford  and  Nort  and  especially  Harvey....  Harvey  was  so 
good  to  us. 


Harvey  Choquette  checking  the  sap  level  in  a collection  bucket 

He  taught  you  how  to  work  and  it  made  an  impression 
on  you  whether  you  admitted  it  or  not.  You  might  have 
hated  to  be  up  there  in  that  hayfield  all  day  and  you  might 
have  hated  to  go  over  at  4 o'clock  and  milk  cows  ...but 
you  did  it  because  it  was  expected  of  you  and  Harvey  and 
Clifford  and  Nort  made  it  better  for  you.  You  had  a lot  of 
fun  but  you  learned  how  to  work.  You  worked  right  along 
with  them  the  best  you  could.  You  couldn’t  do  what  they 
did,  but  there  were  a lot  of  fringe  benefits.  Clifford  used 
to  take  me  with  him  when  he  took  calves  to  the  auction 
over  in  Hillsdale.  Then  we  used  to  unload  the  grain  car 
every  month.  Clifford  had  the  Eastern  States  grain 
franchise.  He  used  to  take  orders  for  grain  from  farms  all 
around.  We  might  have  got  two  carloads  a month.  We'd 
go  and  load  up  Old  Bertha  and  go  to  Otis  and  Sandisfield 
delivering  to  everybody. 

Clifford  sold  the  grain  for  Eastern  States.  He'd  take  all 
the  orders  from  farmers  and  send  them  up  to  Eastern 
States  and  then  they'd  send  back  the  grain  in  a railroad 
car.  Some  of  the  small  farmers  like  Eisenbergs  who  used 
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to  raise  chickens  - they'd  come  to  the  car  and  get  a 
hundred  pound  bag.  We'd  always  have  some  left  over 
which  he  kept  in  the  tool  shed  and  farmers  would  come 
and  get  it. 

Clifford  gave  me  responsibilities  Now.  I realize  that  all 
that  was  beneficial  for  me.  Then.  I just  did  it. 

There  was  a lot  of  discipline  but  the  fringe  benefits 
were  great.  You  learned  how  to  drive  a truck.  Where 
else  can  a kid  do  that  today?  This  is  a lost  thing.  For  me 
getting  into  the  old  Chevy  truck  of  Harvey's  - well  it  was 
Clifford's,  but  Harvey  claimed  it  - he  called  it  "Old  Bertha" 
- to  drive  that  truck  for  a 12  or  13-year-old  kid  - th^  was 
like  being  on  top  of  the  world! 


Clifford's  father,  Nathan  Canon,  and  chickens,  1915 


You  loaded  hay  and  then  there  was  the  fun  things,  too. 
Clifford  bought  a new  tractor;  he  bought  a Farmall  H and 
Harvey  was  the  only  one  that  drove  that  tractor.  A big 
tractor  at  the  time.  I remember  one  night  in  the  barn  up 
here  - of  course  Harvey  worked  out  in  the  field  and  we'd 
go  to  the  store  sometimes  and  I remember  Clifford  telling 
me  "Go  out  and  tell  Harvey  to  stop  mowing  hay;  he  said, 
"he'll  mow  the  whole  damn  farm  if  you  don't  stop  him,.."  I 
always  remembered  that,  because  Harvey  would  just  keep 
going,  but  lots  of  times  we  worked  after  chores  at  night  to 
get  hay  in  if  it  was  going  to  rain  or  the  weather  was  bad. 
Now  I look  back  at  that  and  that  was  good  training.  I 
remember  lots  of  times  when  I was  in  the  Service  and 
things  weren't  going  too  well,  and  you  always  just  said 
well  we'll  get  over  it.  I think  some  of  this  was  from  that. 
It  prepared  you.  But  the  kids  today,  I feel  bad  for  them. 
Of  course,  from  what  I observe,  kids  don’t  have  to  work 
today. 

We’ve  lost  all  of  that.  I see  the  fields  grown  fallow. 
Brush  growing  up  on  the  fields  that  we  mowed.  We  had 
corn  in  Brown's  field  and  up  at  the  Red  Barn.  We  used  to 
rotate  it.  The  farmers  took  care  of  the  land  the  best  they 
knew  how.  They  didn’t  have  the  modern  practices  they  do 
now.  But  Clifford's  and  the  McCullough's  - we  would  cut 
corn  together.  We  would  cut  Clifford's  first  one  year  and 
Mac's  the  next  year.  I'd  just  get  off  the  school  bus  and  go 
right  to  work. 

Neil  Curtin  worked  for  Lyle  Taylor  and  for  Ward 
McCarthy,  and  Terry  Curtin  worked  for  Clifford  after  I did. 
We  talk  about  it  a lot.  It’s  a good  thing  to  talk  about. 

We  had  milking  machines  back  then.  The  first  year  I 
worked  for  Clifford  I didn't  do  morning  chores  and  I got 
three  dollars  a day.  The  next  year  I had  to  do  morning 
chores.  We  had  to  be  at  the  Red  Barn  at  6 o'clock  and 
you  had  to  milk  and  then  you  went  home  and  got  break 
fast.  Clifford  and  Nort  and  Harvey  were  there.  I think  we 


had  1 1 cows  at  a time  that  we  milked.  Nort  and  Clifford 
would  start  at  one  end  with  the  machines  and  Harvey  and 
I would  start  and  the  other  end  and  milk  by  hand.  We  put 
the  easy  milkers  up  there.  Harvey  milked  two  cows  to  my 
one.  And  I was  a good  milker!  I had  a cow  home  and 
chickens  and  pigs.  When  I came  home  from  chores  I'd 
milk  my  cow  and  then  come  in  and  wash  up  and  have 
breakfast  and  then  I'd  go  up  to  the  big  barn,  and  we'd  go 
to  work  from  there,  whatever  was  going  on.  We  bought 
the  cow  when  Mrs.  Hiscox's  barn  burned.  She  sold  all  her 
cattle  after  her  barn  burned.  My  dad  bought  the  cow  when 
she  was  about  two  years  old. 


The  bams  at  Femside  Suzette  Alsop 


My  grandfather  (my  mother's  father  and  mother)  lived 
over  here  in  Cerniks'  house.  (My  brother  Sid  and  I were 
both  born  in  the  upstairs  bedroom  of  that  house.  We 
moved  over  here  in  the  late  thirties.)  My  grandfather  had 
two  cows,  raised  pigs  and  chickens.  He  had  a barn  there. 
Most  everybody  had  a barn.  I can  remember  Harry 
Loring  had  cows.  Wilbur  Clark  farmed,  where  Pat  (Clark) 
lives  now,  the  old  Johnson  place.  Up  here  was  a farm. 
Clifford  farmed  up  here.  Near  Eveyin's  (Winters)  house 
when  I was  a kid,  he  used  to  pasture  the  cows  over  in 
back  of  the  store.  There  were  two  barns  up  here  across 
Church  Road.  There  was  a big  farm  across  from  Joe 
Whalen's  where  the  de  Forests  used  to  live.  Many,  many 
people  in  town  would  have  a cow  and  chickens.  Wilbur 
had  quite  a few  cattle,  and  Bobby  (Clark)  had  beef  cattle 
afterwards.  Then  there  was  Lyle,  then  Ward,  of  course 
Slaters.  I can  vaguely  remember  up  at  Johnny 
McLennan's  there  were  cows  downstairs  in  that  barn.  Up 
on  Barnes  Road,  there  was  the  old  Twing  place.  He  had 
oxen  up  there.... 


Bams  on  Church  Road,  demolished  in  1965 


Carolyn  used  to  take  the  milk  to  Pittsfield.  That  was  her 
job.  She  and  Mrs.  Canon  used  to  wash  all  the  milk  pails 
and  they  had  to  pick  all  that  up  over  at  the  farm  and  take  it 
all  up  to  the  Red  Barn.  Carolyn  was  quite  a character.... 

Clifford  had  draft  horses.  They  were  dappled  grays. 
The  first  year  I worked  there,  Harvey  helped  me  to 
harness  them.  I had  never  harnessed  a horse  before. 
Old  Barney  used  to  squeeze  me  up  against  the  side  of  the 
stall.  Harvey'd  say  "Don’t  let  him  do  that!",  and  I said 
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"What  am  I going  to  do?  The  horse  is  here  and  I'm 
here!".  So  Harvey  said  "Just  punch  him  right  in  the  belly. 
He  doesn’t  like  that."  I did  and  he  moved  right  over.  But 
you  know  I was  small.  I used  to  get  a stool  and  drag  the 
reins  up  over.  I could  harness  them  after  a while  and  I'd 
get  them  out.  Clifford  raked  hay  with  them.  That  year, 
we  loaded  all  the  hay  loose  with  a hay  loader  and  we  used 
the  team.  He  bought  a little  Farmall  A.  He  used  that 
some.  The  next  year  he  bought  a new  Holland  baler  and 
we  used  the  horses  to  pull  the  side  delivery  rake,  and  then 
he  used  them  with  the  wagon  to  load  bales.  Then  more  or 
less  he  phased  them  out.  But  he  never  got  rid  of  them. 

The  first  job  I had  with  Clifford  was  I had  to  take  the 
horses  with  the  manure  spreader  and  go  around  and 
spread  manure  on  the  gardens 
for  everybody  in  town  for  about 
a week.  You  figure!  A 12,  13- 
year  old  kid  with  a team  of 
horses!...!  remember  I did  Harry 
boring's  garden  first  time.  First 
job  I ever  had.  I don’t  think  a 
kid  would  do  that  today 

Lyle  (Taylor)  had  a team. 

Wilbur  Clark  had  a team. 

Howard  Farm  had  a team.  You 
could  never  shoe  the  white  one. 

I can  remember  holding  him  for 
Harvey  in  the  barn.  You  couldn't  Carolyn  Garfield  Canon 
shoe  him.  You  couldn’t  touch  him. 

That  was  another  thing.  We  went  around  with  Harvey 
shoeing  horses. 

What  did  farmers  do  for  fun?  Card  playing,  I guess.  I 
remember  my  father  and  Harold  Pike  (the  caretaker  at  the 
Shaker  settlement)  and  my  Uncle  George,  and  Wilbur 
(Clark)  - they  played  High-Low  Jack  and  a game  of  Pitch  - 
not  for  money,  just  for  fun.  They  had  church  suppers  and 
socials.  It  seems  there  was  always  something  going  on. 
They  worked  12  hours  - six  to  six... longer  sometimes. 
Duane  Slater  was  an  insurance  agent,  and  he  also 
farmed.... 

I guess  it  was  probably  in  the  Fifties  when  farming 
started  dying  out.  The  old  farmers  started  dying  off  .... 
Ward....  Lyle....  Clifford  ....  And  then  nobody  wanted  to 
farm  any  more.  Hard  life.  Terrible,  hard  life. 


WARD  MCCARTHY'S  TEAMSTER 

Neil  Curtin 

I think  I'll  start  out  with  why  I got  interested  in  farming.  I 
was  pretty  young  at  the  time.  I'd  go  down  to  my 
grandmother' s house,  Tom  Curtin's  house. ..At  the  time, 
Clifford  Canon  used  to  do  his  milking  in  the  summer  barn 
where  the  Lehner  house  is  today.  He'd  milk  there  in  the 
summer  and  the  cows  were  all  out  on  the  Cobble.  And  I'd 
go  over  and  watch  them  milk.  I was  about  6 or  7 then, 
and  I got  interested  and  I'd  go  back  and  tell  my 
grandmother. 

Then  Mrs.  James  wanted  to  sell  that  place  so  she  built 
the  red  barn  which  is  up  on  the  Cobble  now,  for  Clifford  to 
do  his  summer  milking.  So  he  moved  up  there.  I went 


Ward  McCarthy  and  his  team,  1939 


along  and  I was  interested.  Then  I got  to  be  10  years  old 
and  I got  some  chickens  for  myself  and  progressed  from 
there.  I kept  50  laying  hens  and  up  to  3 pigs,  2 cows  and 
a saddle  house,  right  there  where  Terry  (Curtin)  lives.  I 
got  the  cow  from  Mrs.  Hiscox.  They  had  a fire  there  and 
then  Mrs.  Hiscox  tried  to  run  the  farm  herself  but  it  was  too 
much  for  an  older  woman.  So  I bought  a Guernsey  cow 
from  her.  She  had  about  30  cows.  I helped  her  out  once  in 
a while,  cleaning  the  barn. 

With  the  chickens  I got  into  4-H.  Ward  McCarthy  used 
to  be  a 4-H  instructor,  and  so  I asked  him  if  I could  get  a 
job  at  his  farm  on 
Saturdays  and  he 
told  me  yes.  I was 
probably  10  or  11 
years  old. 

That  was  my  first 
job  for  all  day. 

Before  that  I used  to 
work  on  Saturday 
mornings  at  my 
Uncle  Carl's  store, 
sweeping  the  floor  and 
putting  eggs  in  cartons 
and  putting  up  10  lbs.  of  potatoes  in  bags  for  sale. 

Ward  always  took  a case  of  his  eggs  every  week  to 
Ram's  Market  in  Lee.  He  always  had  a bunch  of  hens 
laying  up  there  at  the  hen  house.  At  Carl's  store,  I got  10 
cents  every  Saturday  morning.  So  this  was  a pretty  good 
job.  They  told  me  they'd  give  me  a dollar  a day  for  all  day. 
I felt  pretty  good  about  that.  I loved  to  work  with  animals. 

We  had  to  get  the  horses  out  and  get  the  wood  and 
Ward  (right  away)  said,  "You’re  the  teamster  so  get  the 
lines  and  let's  go!"  We'd  go  to  the  other  end,  where  we 
had  to  cross  the  road;  we  had  to  hold  them  up  tight;  we 
could  slip  there  on  the  road.  I can  just  see  him  getting  the 
horses  across  the  road. .."Hyaaah,  come  on!"  and  then 
we'd  take  the  wood  up  to  the  wood  shed.  They  burned 
wood  then  for  heat.  This  was  all  through  the  winter.  I kept 
learning  all  that  stuff.  Cleaning  the  barns,  climbing  up 
and  getting  the  hay  out  of  the  haymow,  helping  him  get 
the  grain  and  taking  it  here  and  there. 


Bam  in  winter  - Asher  Treat 
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Farm  conversation 


When  summer  came,  I decided  to  hit  him  up  for  a 
raise.  I was  scared  to  death  but  I asked  him.  He  decided 
I'd  been  doing  pretty  well,  so  he  gave  me  a dollar  and 
quarter.  I worked  every  day  except  Sunday  when  I was 
out  of  school  in  the  summers.  I would  start  about  8 in  the 
morning  till  about  5,  unless  we  were  haying  when  it  was 
later.  Ward  took  care  of  all  the  Reynolds  hay  and  all  the 

hay  at  the  Beach  place  plus 
his  home  fields.  They  had  a 
Massey-Ferguson  tractor  but 
I was  the  teamster.  I'm  still 
proud  of  that.  Thanks  to 
Ward;  he  taught  me  a lot 
about  working  with  horses. 
Those  horses  were  great. 
Ted  was  the  near  horse  and 
Chubb  was  the  outside 
horse...  the  black  one. 
They'd  mind  ...  and  pull  and 
back....  I'd  come  up  to  the 
barn  at  8;  the  others  were 
still  at  the  house  after  chores  having  breakfast.  Those 
days  you  had  to  work.  Some  of  these  farmers  today  would 
hit  me  in  the  head  if  they  heard  me  now.  Nowadays,  they 
go  in  the  barn  and  throw  a switch  and  all  the  manure 
comes  out  and  ends  up  in  the  manure  spreader.  When  I 
worked  there,  they  had  a track  and  they  had  these  little 
tubs.  You'd  get  out  in  the  gutter  and  you'd  shovel  it.  It  was 
heavy  and  hard.  You'd  fill  that  tub  and  when  you  got  it  full 
you'd  pick  it  up  all  the  way  to  the  top.  It  was  on  the  railing 
and  you'd  push  it  out  and  trip  it  and  bring  her  back  in. 
You  had  to  do  that  about  6 times  to  clean  the  whole  gutter. 
That's  what  I used  to  do.  When  the  spreader  got  full.  I'd 
get  the  horses  and  take  it  down  to  the  lot  and  spread  it. 

By  the  time  I got  all  that  done,  they'd  be  getting  down 
from  breakfast.  If  we  were  going  to  the  other  end  of  town, 
we'd  get  the  two  wagons...  the  horses  always  took  two 
wagons...  and  away  we'd  go.  We'd  take  our  dinner. 
Sometimes  Ward's  wife  would  put  up  my  dinner  too  and 
the  horses  had  their  dinner.  They  worked  hard  but  Ward 
took  good  care  of  them.  They  got  lots  of  food.  Their  grain 
bags  were  full.  Away  we'd  go  to  the  Beach  place  for  the 
day.  I'd  start  raking  with  the  side  loader  rake  and  they'd 
start  loading  the  trailer  with  the  tractor,  and  while  they 
were  changing  that.  I'd  put  a load  on  the  wagon.  I'd  get 
the  first  load  and  while  they  were  loading  the  trailer.  I'd 
take  the  wagon  out  to  the  road  by  the  bridge  at  the  Beach 
place  and  I'd  go  and  unhook  and  leave  it  there.  Then 
back  on  the  lot,  they'd  put  another  load  on  the  other 
wagon  and  I'd  take  it  up  to  the  road,  and  back  it  up  to  the 
other  load  and  climb  down  and  get  underneath  with  a six- 
foot  stake  chain  and  wrap  that  and  put  the  pull  up  and 
chain  it  underneath  that  wagon  and  lock  it  in  there,  and 
climb  back  up  on  the  load  of  hay  and  get  my  lines  and 
away  we'd  go. 

Two  loads  of  hay!  I'd  be  coming  down  the  hill  by 
Slaters,  and  I'd  be  holding  them  back  - they'd  be 
britching  on  the  harnesses  to  hold  that  wagon  back  - and 
they'd  be  laid  right  back  with  sparks  flying  off  their  shoes 
down  the  hill  and  I'd  pull  up  in  front  of  the  first  barn  you 
come  to.  I jumped  down  and  got  under  and  hung  up  my 


chain  and  I'd  leave  that  load  right  there.  The  load  I got  I 
pulled  it  up  there  by  the  other  barn.  And  this  is  how  good 
the  horses  were  and  I was,  too...  I have  to  blow  my  own 
horn  a little  here.  Pulled  right  up  to  the  door,  and  just  gee- 
haw'd  until  I figured  it  was  about  right,  and  I hollered 
"BACK!"  and  back  they'd  come  and  in  one  shot....  right 
into  the  barn.  That  barn  was  a little  tight,  so  it  had  to  be 
just  right  or  you'd  hit  the  sides.  I just  hollered  "BACK"  and 
get  them  coming  and  then  you  had  to  duck  or  you 
wrecked  your  head  on  the  top  of  the  roof  when  the  load  of 
hay  went  in  there. 


Lyle  Taylor  and  his  team 


And  then  you  unhooked  them,  and  if  they  were  too  hot, 
you  could  only  give  them  a pail  of  water  apiece  otherwise 
they'd  get  the  colic.  You'd  have  to  jerk  them  out  of  the 
water.  Take  the  harnesses  off  and  give  them  a little  hay. 
Then  after  chores  I'd  give  them  all  the  water  they 
wanted... they'd  cooled  down  by  then. 

Then  it  was  my  job  to  clean  the  milkers.  On  the  road 
by  Johnny's  (Curtin's)  there's  a big  gate  there.  Sometimes 
the  cows  would  be  there,  sometimes  they'd  go  up  on  the 
mountain  so  I'd  have  to  find  the  cows  and  bring  them 
down...  35  or  38  Holsteins...and  I'd  open  the  gate  and  up 
the  road  they'd  go.  There  weren't  the  cars  like  today. 
You'd  see  one  car  in  an  afternoon  in  those  days.  Up 
they'd  go  right  down  to  the  barnyard.  Everyone  knew  her 
stall.  I'm  just  a kid.  And  I still  look  back  at  it.  And  then 
I'd  lock  them  all  in,  and  then  take  the  fly  sprayer  and  wipe 
them  off  so  they'd  be  ready  to  milk. 

I'd  just  about  be  getting  done,  and  I'd  hear  the  old 
tractor  coming  in.  Ward  and  his  son  would  be  coming 
down  with  the  other  two  trailer  loads.  Then  they'd  start 
milking  and  I could  go  home.  Once  in  a while,  we'd  run  a 
little  late.  I'd  start  down  the  road  and  Ward  would  holler  at 
me  "Where  do  you  think  you're  going?  "Going  home  to 
eat,"  I'd  say.  "Oh",  says  Ward,  "your  supper  dish  has 
been  put  away  along  time  ago.  You  better  come  on  in  and 
eat  with  us." 

Not  that  we  didn’t  have  good  meals  at  home,  but  Mrs. 
McCarthy  always  had  a big  meal  for  them,  so  I kind  of 
enjoyed  it  any  time  I got  invited  for  supper. 

One  night  everyone  had  a little  pie.  I thought,  this'll  be 
good.  So  I start  eating  it  and  what  is  it?  It's  mince.  I hate 
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Discing  and  plowing  with  horses  and  tractors 


mince  pie.  So  I don’t  know  what  to  do.  I had  to  try  to  be 
polite  so  I thought  I have  to  eat  it.  I start  to  chew.  I don't 
know  if  I can  swallow  it.  They  had  to  wait  10  minutes  for 
me  to  eat  that  pie.... 

I was  about  12  or  13  around  that  time.  I could  harness 
a horse  but  I couldn't  throw  the  harness  on  them.  What 
I'd  do  was  give  them  hay,  then  they'd  bend  their  heads 
down  to  eat  the  hay  and  I'd  slip  the  collar  over  them,  lock 
it  and  then  turn  it  around  and  slide  it  down  their  necks.  I 
put  the  harness  up  on  the  partition  between  them  because 
I wasn't  big  enough  to  get  up  on  their  backs,  and  I jumped 
up  on  their  backs  and  reached  up  and  grabbed  their 
harnesses  and  pulled  them  on.  Ward  couldn't  believe  it. 
The  horses  liked  me,  I guess.  They  did  a lot  of  work. 

Ward  was  a very  nice  man.  I'll  tell  you  how  good  he 
was.  I had  some  hay  given  to  me  down  at  the  Marshalls', 
where  the  Felixes  are  now  (my  grandfather  was  caretaker 
there).  I needed  hay  for  my  cows  so  my  grandfather  got  it 
for  me.  They  paid  Wilbur  Clark  to  cut  it  and  rake  it  up  and 
bundle  it  and  I had  to  pick  it  up  if  I wanted  it.  I asked 
Ward  if  I could  use  his  horses  to  get  the  hay.  He  said, 
"Sure."  So  I went  down  there  and  got  a load  of  hay  and  it 
was  summer  so  I got  back  at  around  8 at  night.  One  night 
Ward  was  laughing.  He  said,  "You  aren't  the  only  one 
haying  in  the  dark."  He  took  the  tractor  and  went  to  the 
back  lot  and  got  a load  of  hay  that  night.  I thought  it  was 
nice  of  him  to  let  me  use  the  horses  to  get  my  own  hay. 
He  didn’t  charge  me  for  it  or  take  it  out  of  my  pay. 

I've  often  thought  in  today's  world  how  Ward  would 
have  liked  to  see  the  ATV  - the  four-wheeler  - I've  got.  I 
could  have  thrown  a bag  of  grain  on  there  and  run  right  up 
to  the  chicken  house  like  nothing.  I used  to  have  get  the 
horses  out  and  harness  them  and  hook  them  up  to  the 
wagon  and  put  two  bags  of  grain  on  the  wagon  and  take 
the  wagon  up  there  and  unload  it  for  the  chickens 

The  first  hay  baler  I ever  saw  -—I  thought  Clifford 
Canon  had  lost  his  mind...  One  day  Clifford  needed  some 
help.  He  had  hay  mowed  from  the  cemetery  to  the  school 
and  over  to  the  back  line  by  Treats'  and  all  the  way  down 
to  his  line.  That  whole  thing  was  down.  He  never  could 
get  anything  like  that  in.  It  would  always  get  rained  on.  I 
said  to  Clifford,  "How  are  you  ever  going  to  get  all  this?" 
He  said,  "You'll  see  in  a minute."  And  then  he'd  laugh. 
Clifford  was  a laughing  guy.  He'd  tell  you  something 
and... "ha  ha  ha"...  he'd  laugh.  I said,  "I  really  don’t  think 
you're  going  to  be  able  to  pick  all  this  up."  "Oh  yes,"  he 


said.  "We're  going  to  bale  it!"  I said,  "Bale  it?  What's 
that?"  "You'll  see  in  a few  minutes,"  he  said.  "There'll  be 
a machine  coming 
up  by  the  school." 

Well,  this  guy 
from  Richmond 
...up  over  the  hill  he 
comes  with  a tractor 
and  a big  New 
Holland  baler  and 
he  pulled  right  in 
and  started 

following  the  hay 
rows  and  these  little 
square  things,  all 
tied  up,  started 
chucking  out  the 
back. 

Clifford  was 
good.  He  ran 
around  with  his  old 
pickup  and  he  had 
old  Will  Stedman  riding 
with  him  to  give  him  some- 
thing to  do.  Then  he'd  pull  up  to  me  and  he'd  say,  "Well 
look  under  the  hay  there.  A little  something  there  for  you." 
So  I looked  under  the  hay  and  there's  a case  of  cold  beer. 
It  tasted  good. 

There  was  Harvey  Choquette,  and  Nort,  Clifford's  son, 
me,  and  Clifford.  And  then  that  night  after  work,  Harry 
Loring  and  Mike  Winters,  the  loggers,  came  over  to  help 
and  Duffy  Clark  would  come  up.  We  had  wagons  and 
tractors  and  trucks  just  picking  up  the  bales  and  we 
worked  until  about  8 o'clock  that  night.  We  had  about 
1 ,300  bales  of  hay  in  the  barn  that  night.  I couldn’t  believe 
it.... I never  saw  anything  like  it.  Usually  people  hayed  up 
until  the  middle  of  September  but  Clifford  said  you'll  see 
something  over  at  my  house  next  year.  He  went  and 
bought  a baler  that  winter  and  a tractor  to  run  it.  The  next 
summer  Harvey  put  the  equipment  away  in  early  July. 
The  barns  were  full.  They  were  done.  No  more  cuttings. 
The  4'^  of  July  they  were  done! 

When  I worked  for  Lyle  (Taylor),  he  had  white-faced 
cattle.  Before  that  when  I was  a little  kid,  when  I used  to 
play  up  in  the  pasture  next  to  Twings'  and  Taylors'  house, 
it  was  full  of  Ayrshire  cattle  with  the  big  horns.  They  sold 
milk  then.  Then  there  was  a lull  for  a few  years,  and  they 
went  in  the  beef  business  with  Judge  Clark  in  Lee.  His 
horses,  Nip  and  Tuck,  didn’t  do  anything  all  winter.  Come 
summer  they  were  pretty  spry  and  wanted  to  run.  Come 
spring.  I'd  take  them  out,  and  we'd  load  loose  hay.  I was 
the  official  "everything"  for  Taylor.... 

I always  felt  bad  that  the  farms  weren't  still  around 
when  my  youngest  son  Gerry  got  old  enough  to  go  on 
them.  My  oldest  son  Johnny  worked  for  Ward  for  a few 
years  and  he  worked  for  Walter  (Howard)  for  a while.  It 
lays  a good  base  for  a young  guy  to  find  out  what  life  is 
going  to  be.  You  have  to  be  an  electrician,  you  have  to  be 
a plumber,  you  have  to  be  a veterinarian.  It  lays  a good 
groundwork  for  young  guys.... 
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What  Tyringham  farm  house  is  this? 

V.G.  February  1869  Tyringham  Farmers'  Club 
The  Farmers'  Club  in  Tyringham  holds  a regular  meeting  once  in  txi'o 
weeks.  A good  attendance  and  considerable  interest  is  manifested. 
While  we  have  pleasant,  social  times,  many  expect  profitable  results  to 
follow  the  increased  knowledge  and  skill  derived  from  a mutual 
exchange  of  thought  and  experience.  "Does  Farming  Pay?"  was  the 
question  at  the  last  meeting,  held  at  the  residence  of  Mr.  Daniel  Clark. 
The  subject  was  viewed  in  various  aspects.  One  member  showed, 
negatively,  that  careless,  neglectful  farming  did  not  pay.  Another 
claimed  that  it  is  necessary  to  complete  and  finish  well  whatever  is 
begun,  in  order  to  secure  success;  and  still  another  thought  that  special 
effort  in  a particular  branch,  where  emulation  or  pride  would 
stimulate,  might  insure  success.  Nearly  all  had  thoughts  to 
communicate,  and  all  were  instructed. 

The  members  of  the  Club  then  adjourned  to  another  room  where 
their  ladies  were  in  attendance,  besides  numerous  personal  friends,  in 
all  to  the  number  of  sixty,  and  partook  of  an  oyster  supper.  The  ample 
accommodations  of  the  host  were  greatly  appreciated 

The  next  meeting  is  to  be  held  at  the  residence  of  Charles  J.  Videtto, 
...on  the  subject  of  "Fruit  Culture". 

A VIEW  FROM  HICKORY  FARM 

Joey  von  Korff 

Having  spent  many  summers  and  weekends  in 
Tyringham,  farm  life  has  always  been  a part  of  my  growing 
up.  Staying  at  Four  Brooks  Farm  meant  that  we  children 
(Palmer,  Pappenheimer  & Perkins)  were  allowed  to  "help" 
the  Hales  with  the  job  of  haying  and  on  occasion  stop  by 
the  farm  at  milking  time  to  watch  Alice,  Arnold  and  Willis 
call  the  cows  into  the  milking  parlor.  I was  always  amazed 
that  the  Hales  knew  how  much  grain  each  cow  was 
supposed  to  have  while  being  milked.  Later  came 
Howard/Palmer  (Howimer)  Hay;  which  meant  "big  time" 
mowing,  raking,  tedding  and  baling  weekends.  I still  re- 
read the  article  Walter  wrote  in  The  Berkshire  Eagle 
describing  the  whole  operation. 


Hickory  Farm 


Many  girlfriends  were  invited  to  participate  in  haying 
weekends.  The  real  "worthiness"  test  came  when  I would 
suggest  a visit  down  to  the  Hale  Farm  at  milking  time. 
Alice  and  Arnold  gave  me  a certain  look  when  we  would 
come  strolling  in.  Alice  and  Arnold  would  continue  their 
hard  work  in  the  pit,  four  cows  on  each  side;  everyone 
was  at  eye  level  with  the  work  at  hand.  The  Big  Test  came 
when  all  of  a sudden  a tail  would  rise  and  nature  would 
call.  Needless  to  say  Kristin  passed  with  flying  colors.  Now 
Kristin  and  I have  started  showing  Amelia  what  farm  life  is 
all  about  thanks  to  Gilly  and  Anne.  Someday  we  hope  to 
have  our  own  little  mini  farm.  We  have  the  land,  thanks  to 
Uncle  Kay,  we  have  three  antique  tractors  and  implements 
(all  red),  and  thanks  to  Aunt  Anne,  we  have  a name  for 
our  little  piece  of  heaven  on  earth:  Hawthorn  Farm.  The 
face  of  farming  will  always  progress  and  change  and 
therefore  it  is  important  for  us  to  remember  the  past. 


SKY  HILL  FARM 

Robert  Alsop 


In  1905,  to  keep  the  American  connection,  my  Chapin 
grandparents  bought  a farm  in  the  Tyringham  Valley.  It 
included  a New  England  house  built  in  the  1790s,  and 
later  a second  farm  house  and  barns,  and  about  450 
acres  of  rocky  valley  and  mountain  land.  My  grandmother 
named  it  Sky  Hill  Farm  and  grandpa,  whose  farming 
instincts  ran  deep,  set  up  a dairy  operation  which,  at  its 
peak,  included  65  head  of  milking  cows.  Farming  is  not 
generally  an  economic  success  in  New  England  today  but 
in  my  grandfather's  time  almost  all  of  the  farms  in  the 
Tyringham  Valley  were  in  operation.  They  were  dairy 
farms  and  had  been  laid  out  on  the  Colonial  maps  in  the 
1750s.  It  used  to  be  said  that  one  good  man,  with  a 
milking  machine  (and  a wife  and  children)  could  handle  a 
dairy  farm  that  milked  35  cows,  including  the  young  stock 
and  corn  and  hay  crops  that  went  with  it.  If  you  had  more 
than  that  you  had  to  have  hired  help.  So  in  order  to  have 
full  utilization  of  labor  on  a New  England  farm  in  the  early 
part  of  this  century  the  farm  should  only  expand  in  jumps 
of  35  milking  head  to  cover  the  additional  labor  cost. 
Grandpa  had  almost  that  but  not  quite  enough  to  support 
the  man  and  his  family  that  he  had  taken  on  to  farm  the 
place  while  he  was  absent  in  England. 

When  I was  a child,  I used  to  tag  along  when  we  were 
haying  on  the  farm  in  Tyringham.  The  process  was  much 
the  same  as  it  is  today.  If  you  have  upland  fields  you  can 
start  in  early  June,  cutting,  tedding,  raking,  baling  and 
getting  it  in  the  barn  before  an  approaching  storm.  If  you 
have  a good  spell  of  Berkshire  County  weather  with  clear, 
sparkling,  high  pressure  days  the  hay  will  cure  quickly  into 
a silver  green  color  and  you  get  a lot  done.  Then,  of 
course,  we  had  a team  of  horses  instead  of  a tractor.  The 
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sickle  bar  should  make  a clicking  sound  when  the  team 
was  backed  to  square  upon  the  corners.  The  tedder  was 
a kicker.  There  are  still  a number  of  rear  delivery  rakes 
around.  The  shafts  are  gone  and  a tractor  hitch  has  been 
welded  on,  but  they  perform  in  the  same  way.  They  are 
used  sometimes  today  to  clean  up  a field.  A boy  would 
drive  the  rake,  just  one  horse.  When  you  stepped  on  the 

peddle  the  forks  lifted 
behind  and,  if  you  did  it 
just  right,  it  left  what  you 
had  raked  in  a row.  The 
rows  were  put  into  piles  by 
hand  with  a long  wooden 
rake  and  a pitch  fork  and 
then  lifted  high  overhead 
onto  the  wagon.  The  spot 
had  to  be  chosen  with  skill 
by  the  driver  who  made  up 
the  load  so  that  it  wouldn't 
shift  on  the  way  to  the 
barn. 

Charlie  [Loring]  worked 
for  my  grandfather.  One 
day,  on  the  way  up  Break- 
neck Hill  I was  sitting  next 
to  him  high  up  on  top  of  a 
full  load  of  hay  when  a 
wheel  of  the  hay  wagon  hit  a stone  on  the  steep  part  half 
way  up  the  hill  and  the  team  stopped.  It  was  a light  team 
and  the  load  was  big.  They  started  to  lose  control  and  the 
wagon  eased  back  a foot  or  two  veering  towards  the  ditch 
which  deeply  edged  the  dirt  road.  I leaned  forward  to  grab 
hold  of  something  but  the  hay  had  been  piled  above  the 
cross  bar  on  the  uprights  in  front  and  there  was  nothing 
between  me  and  the  straining  hindquarters  of  the  horses 
six  feet  below.  Charlie  yelled  at  the  team  and  shook  the 
reins  but  it  had  little  effect  and  the  whole  load  was  about 
to  follow  the  right  rear  wheel  over  the  edge.  Then  he 
grabbed  a pitchfork  that  was  stuck  in  the  hay  behind  him 
and  threw  it  down  flat  and  hard  on  the  rumps  below.  The 
sweating  horses  strained  forward  with  a sort  of  leap  and 
the  wagon,  just  at  the  brink,  moved  forwards  again  and  we 
went  up  the  hill. 

There  were  two  large  hay  barns  on  the  farm,  built  over 
one  hundred  years  before.  They  had  hand  hewn  beams 


Louisa  Gilder 


Sheep  at  South  House  1902 


The  Cobble,  1950 


and  Grandpa  had 
had  the  barns  put 
together,  end  to 
end.  There  were 
stanchions  for  the 
milking  herd  below. 

The  biggest  of  the  two  barns  was  at  the  north  end.  When 
the  central  doors  were  rolled  back,  one  to  the  left  and  one 
to  the  right,  you  could  drive  the  wagon  right  into  the  barn 
between  the  mows  on  either  hand,  stopping  the  horses 
just  before  their  noses  hit  the  wall  on  the  other  side. 
Charlie  was  good  with  horses  and  they  responded  to  what 
he  wanted  them  to  do.  He  would  slide  off  the  front  of  the 
wagon  onto  a rump  and  then  down  onto  the  floor.  Then 
he  would  unhitch  the  team  and  lead  them  back  one  by 
one,  scraping  a tunnel  in  the  hay  alongside  the  wagon  out 
into  the  sunlight.  One  of  the  horses  would  be  tied  in  the 
shade  under  a tree  but  the  other  was  hitched  to  a 
whiffletree  rigged  to  a rope  that  worked,  through  a system 
of  pulleys,  the  hinged  grappling  fork  used  to  unload  the 
hay.  It  hung  down  from  a steel  rail  high  overhead  in  the 
roof  peak  of  the  barn.  It  was  hauled  into  position  over  the 
wagon  by  a small  rope  and  dropped  down  open  onto  the 
load.  The  horse  was  then  led  away  from  the  barn  pulling 
the  rope  and  the  fork  came  up  to  the  peak  where  it  ran 
along  the  rail  above  the  loft.  The  man  in  the  mow  then 
pulled  the  small  rope  and  the  fork  opened  and  dropped 
the  hay.  It  had  to  be  worked  by  hand  with  a pitch  fork  into 
the  corners  and  eaves  of  the  barn.  When  I was  small  you 
could  almost  disappear  in  a full  barn  of  loose  hay. 


MORE  ON  THE  CANON  FARM 

Dot  Choquette 

Harvey  and  I came  to  Tyringham  in  January  of  1943, 
where  he  was  going  to  work  on  Clifford  Canon's  farm. 
Clifford  raised  mostly  Guernsey  cattle,  using  horse-drawn 
equipment  with  a team  named  Teddy  and  Barney.  This 
was  before  bulk  tanks.  The  milk  was  kept  over-night  in 
40-quart  cans  in  a tank  of  ice  water. 

One  of  Carolyn  (Canon's)  jobs  was  hauling  the  milk  in 
the  pick-up  to  the  Pittsfield  Milk  Exchange  every  day, 
regardless  of  the  weather.  She  also  kept  the  farm  books 
and  took  orders  for  Clifford's  Eastern  States  grain 
business.  Twice  a month,  box  cars  of  grain  bags,  etc., 
came  to  Lee.  They  delivered  grain  to  many  farms  and 
people  who  had  horses,  pigs,  chickens  and  perhaps  a cow 
or  two,  in  neighboring  towns.  Sometimes  Carolyn  brought 
home  a can  of  skimmed  milk  which  we  used  to  make 
cottage  cheese.  The  rest  was  fed  to  the  pigs  and 
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chickens.  Carolyn  also  delivered  eggs  and  fresh-killed 
chickens,  especially  during  wartime  rationing. 

In  the  summer,  the  cattle  were  moved  onto  the  Cobble 
and  milked  at  the  Red  Barn. 


TheRed  Bam  at  the  Cobble  Photo  - Jean  Germain 


Some  local  farmers  took  turns  going  to  the  auctions  in 
Hillsdale  and  Chatham,  N.Y.,  with  cattle,  calves,  etc.  Corn 
harvesting  was  joint  labor  - sharing  men  and  machines  - 
trying  to  get  everyone's  corn  silage  in  before  frost.  Many 
young  boys  worked  for  a time  on  the  neighboring  farms 
while  growing  up. 


Robert  Choquette  feeding  Chris 


Gilly  and  Anne  Palmer 


THE  CATTLE  DRIVE 

Anne  Palmer 

Gilly  and  Reese  have  a herd  of  about  twenty  Hereford 
beef  cattle  including  mature  cows  and  younger  heifers  and 
bulls  and  calves  of  all  ages,  usually  accompanied  by  a 
mature  bull.  Every  spring,  towards  the  end  of  May  when 
the  Cobble  grass  is  ready,  we  have  a cattle  drive  from  the 
pastures  around  George  and  Mini  Gilder's  Red  House 
down  the  valley  across  Hop  Brook  below  the  Hales'  farm 
and  along  the  south  side  of  the  brook  through  the  woods 
to  Cobble.  Reese  can  sometimes  do  the  whole  drive 
single-handedly,  but  he  usually  gets  Gilly  and  me  and  Rob 
Kimberley  and  any  Gilder  grandchildren  who  happen  to  be 
around  and  sometimes  Robert  and  Toodie  Alsop  come 
and  help. 

Some  years  everything  goes  very  smoothly.  The  lead 
cow  strides  along  knowing  just  where  she  is  going  and  the 
others  all  troop  along  behind  her,  but  some  years  things 

go  wrong,  such  as  Hop  Brook  is  very  high  after 

spring  rains  and  a calf,  or  two  or  three,  get  left  behind  not 
wanting  to  ford  Hop  Brook.  When  the  mother  cows  get  to 
Cobble  they  decide  to  go  back  for  the  calves  and  we  all 
dash  around  trying  to  find  the  calves,  and  it  becomes  very 
desperate. 


Through  the  years,  we  also  made  maple  syrup  in  the 
backyard.  At  first  we  used  buckets.  Boiling  was  done  in  a 
washtub  over  a barrel  stove.  Later,  plastic  tubing  was 
used.  Harvey  took  a lot  of  ribbing  about  tapping  a 
telephone  pole  when  he  had  several  tubes  from  trees  high 
on  the  bank  running  into  a large  can  tied  to  the  pole. 

Boiling  was  then  done  in  an  evaporator  on  an  arch 
made  from  an  oil  tank  lined  with  fire  brick,  a proper  grate 
and  feed  door.  It  took  approximately  40  gallons  of  sap  for 
one  gallon  of  syrup.  The  syrup  was  finished  in  the  house. 
Several  others  made  syrup  in  a primitive  way. 

V.  G.  April  11*,  1867  Our  worthy  correspondent  in 
Tyringham  sends  us  the  following  list  of  recent  changes  in  real 
estate  in  that  town:  the  Shakers  have  sold  their  lower  farm  to 
John  Canon  for  $16,000.  Solomon  Garfield  has  sold  his  farm  to 
M.V.B.  Stedman,  for  $5,000.  Hiram  Bills  has  sold  his  farm  to 
G.W.  Oles  and  F.G.  Heath,  for  $3,400.  L.R.  Heath  has  sold  his 
farm  and  lot  to  J.L.  Breckenridge.... 


Reese  Palmer 


Three  years  ago  when  Reese  was  engaged  to  Laura 
Frank,  we  were  having  our  spring  drive  and  Laura  wanted 
to  help.  The  cows  had  all  seemed  to  be  placidly  going  to 
the  Cobble  with  Laura  following  behind  when  to  her 
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consternation  when  going  through  the  woods  she  met  the 
bull  who  seemed  to  want  to  return  to  the  home  pasture. 
Laura  said  to  herself,  "I  can't  scream  at  him  because  I 
have  to  be  able  to  sing  in  church  tomorrow;  oh,  but  I can 
sing..."  and  she  burst  into  an  aria  from  Traviata  in  full 
voice  and  the  bull  stopped,  snorted,  turned  around  with 
dignity  and  paced  back  to  Cobble,  Laura  following,  singing 
at  the  top  of  her  voice.  Some  of  the  calves  had  been  left 
behind  on  this  trip  but  we  put  off  looking  for  them  until  the 
next  morning.  Lo  and  behold,  by  next  morning,  they  were 
all  in  the  Cobble  pasture,  their  mothers  having  gone  back 
for  them  during  the  night. 

In  November,  this  year,  we  brought  the  herd  back  from 
Cobble,  sadly  depleted  of  four  calves  which  we  fear  the 
coyotes  got.  It  was  a smooth  and  uneventful  trip  home. 


Howard/Havill  Bam 


HAV’S  FARM 

Fred  Havill 

From  the  age  of  two  to  twenty  five,  I lived  on  my 
father's  dairy  farm  in  Vermont.  I had  dairy  farming  in  my 
blood  and  always  wanted  to  have  my  own  place.  I guess  I 
farm  because  I like  the  challenge  and  the  variety.  I love 
the  land  and  I love  the  cows.  If  you  are  really  a farmer  at 
heart,  you  can't  be  happy  doing  anything  else.  I still  hope 
that  one  of  my  children  will  want  to  farm.  A farm  is  a good 
place  to  raise  children.  At  25  I came  to  Fligh  Lawn  Farm 
in  Lee  "for  a year  or  two."  That  year  turned  into  13  years, 
mostly  because  I admired  Mrs.  Wilde's  love  of  her  cows 
and  I felt  she  really  appreciated  my  work.  When  I left,  I 
still  had  that  dream  of  my  own  dairy  farm  and  hoped  to 
move  back  to  Vermont  where  I had  some  cows.  But  it 
didn't  work  out  with  my  family.  My  friend  Walter  Howard 
rented  me  a place  he  owned  in  Lee. 

Walter  Howard  - now  there  was  a good  man. 
Sometimes  not  able  to  help  himself,  but  always  taking 
care  of  others.  And  he  sure  helped  me.  But  a very  private 
man. 

Then  I brought  my  cows  to  his  farm  in  Tyringham  too. 
So  that's  how  I got  to  a farm  on  a hill  in  this  beautiful  town 
where  I've  been  20  years 

I'm  glad  to  be  here  still,  a last  holdout  with  so  many 
farms  gone.  I wonder  just  how  many  farms  there  were 
here  once  when  everyone  was  a farmer  of  one  sort  or 
another. 

Back  then  farming  was  sort  of  noble,  now  it's  not;  it's 
considered  more  like  peasantry.  The  great  challenge  is 


that  it  requires  so  many 
skills  and  so  much  energy 
every  day.  Farming  built 
this  country  and  now 
agriculture  is  in  serious 
trouble  and  so  the 
economy  is  in  trouble  too. 

If  there  are  no  farms,  there 
is  no  food.  It's  that  simple. 

Back  then,  lots  of 
people  shipped  milk 
maybe  just  a few  gallons  a 
day  - and  then  bulk  tanks 
came  in  - and  only  Ward 
and  Charlie  and  Hales  and 
had  bulk  tanks.  Then 
there  was  an  open  Cobble.  Now  the  Trustees  have  to 
have  a "do"  to  keep  it  open. 

Tourism  is  a great  business  in  Berkshire  County  and  I 
don't  think  most  of  those  tourists  come  to  see  another  mall 
- no,  they  come  to  see  rural  scenery.  Everyone  in 
Tyringham  loves  the  rural  look  and  loves  the  land  and  tries 
to  protect  it  however  they  can.  Even  though  dairy  farms 
have  gone,  Tyringham  has  tried  to  preserve  its  rural 
feeling  and  has  done  a good  job  of  it  too.  It's  a tribute. 

And  farming  is  hard.  You  don't  do  it  for  the  money,  you 
do  it  for  the  challenge  and  the  variety  and  the  love  of  the 
land  and  the  stock.  I have  85  - 90  cows  of  milking  age 
and  milk  about  60.  Then  there  are  50  young  stock  from 
calves  to  heifers.  I do  all  my  own  genetic  work  and  have 
bred  some  outstanding  Jersey  cows.  That's  a source  of 
pride.  Just  think!  Maybe  the  best  bred  Jersey  cow  in 
history  might  come  from  a little  farm  on  a hill  in  this 
beautiful  valley!  And  my  son,  Ben,  has  a 4-H  calf  - a bull 
who  might  be  really  something.  Of  course,  you  won't  know 
about  a heifer  calf  for  three  years  and  a bull  calf  for  five 
years  - whether  they  are  as  good  as  you  hope.  You  invest 
a lot  before  you  know  how  you're  doing.  But  I think  that 
bull  will  get  Ben  through  college.  That'll  be  another  4-H 
project  made  good. 

When  I had  my  operation  for  cancer,  Ben  was  two,  and 
the  people  of  this  town  and  my  animals  pulled  me  through. 
Their  prayers  and  that  my  cows  needed  me  - God 
decided  I shouldn't  go.  But  I had  to  change  things 
because  I simply  couldn't  do  it,  and  I had  a custom 
operator  haying  and  it  kept  the  fields  up.  But  he  went  out 
of  business  and  so  I need  to  do  it  myself  now.  And  it  is 
hard  with  a lack  of  equipment.  I hay,  because  I have  to, 
keep  the  land  open.  I don't  do  as  much  as  I'd  like  but  it 
looks  pretty  good  I guess.  I lack  equipment  and  time  to  do 
it  right.  I still  buy  corn  silage.  It  takes  about  thirteen  hours 
a day  to  care  for  the  stock,  so  I prefer  to  buy  in  feed. 

In  farming  you  can't  get  hung  up  on  anything  that  goes 
wrong,  you  just  have  to  keep  going  or  you're  sunk!  It's 
awful  to  find  a dead  cow  in  the  barn  in  the  morning.  It 
happens,  though.  And  people  say,  "It's  only  a cow!"  I 
wouldn't  work  this  hard  if  they  were  "just  cows."  I raise 
every  heifer  calf  with  the  idea  of  milking  her  but 
sometimes  I send  them  all  over  the  country  and  I do  well 
at  that. 
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And  things  happen.  Eleven  years  ago,  I was  diagnosed 
with  colon  cancer.  I wouldn't  be  in  business  today  if  the 
whole  town  hadn't  pitched  in.  Too  many  to  name.  Sue 
Choquette  cleaned  the  barn  every  day,  and  for  a while 
Mary  Ann  Brown  cleaned  the  equipment.  When  she 
cleans  something,  you  know  it's  clean!  And  everyone 
pitched  in.  Cosels,  Gilders,  Slaters,  Hales  and  just 
everyone.  They  even  got  us  a Christmas  tree  - it  was 
Christmas  time  - and  it  was  magical  just  the  way  it  is  in 
stories.  I had  some  guys  to  help,  and  my  son,  Alan.  When 
I was  having  chemo,  later,  I used  to  milk  and  then  change 
clothes  and  drive  up  to  Pittsfield  for  chemo  and  then  come 
back  and  milk  again.  A year  later,  I had  a bad  accident 
and  was  really  hurt  when  I rolled  a bull  dozer.  I was  out 
from  September  25  to  February  1.  The  family  helped, 
everybody  helped.  And  four  years  ago  I had  another 
operation  - my  oldest  daughter  came  and  stayed.  Dawn's 
two  boys  worked  like  troopers,  and  Alan  milked. 

Farming  is  hard  but  rewarding  work.  You  need  to  be 
milking  around  70  cows  to  have  an  income.  And  if  you  are 
going  to  have  help,  you  need  another  70  cows  to  support 
the  help.  The  fear  is  what  happens  if  you  have  140  cows 
and  the  help  quits?  The  clock  goes  too  fast  for  one 
person  to  do  more  than  care  for  70. 


Olivia  Havill 
and  friends 


My  typical 

day?  I'm  up  at  around  4:30  and  by  5 I'm  checking  things 
out  in  the  barn  to  see  if  there's  an  emergency  - a sick  calf 
or  a cow  hung  up.  I read  the  paper  and  see  if  my  friends 
are  still  alive,  and  check  the  weather  so  I can  plan  my 
day.  By  6:30  I have  fed  one  round  and  am  milking.  Then  I 
feed  the  next  round  and  milk  them.  Then  the  equipment 
gets  cleaned  and  then  I visit  the  young  stock  in  the  upper 
barn.  It  takes  about  three  hours.  Then  maybe  I have  to 
go  get  sawdust  or  do  something  outside  till  about  4 or 
4:30.  I start  milking  again  by  6 or  so  in  the  evening  till  9 or 
9:30  - sometimes  it  goes  on  till  midnight. 

You'd  think  that  the  hardest  thing  about  farming  would 
be  the  money.  That  is  hard,  but  the  hardest  thing  isn't  the 
money.  It  is  not  being  able  to  go  anywhere.  Time  rushes 
by  and  you  feel  it.  If  you're  to  go  away,  you  need 
knowledgeable  cover  or  the  animals  will  suffer.  And  so 
you  put  off  going  anywhere  and  sometimes  it  is  too  late. 

For  example,  I knew  Charlie  Slater  was  sick,  but  I 
never  had  a chance  - or  took  the  chance  - to  say  goodbye. 
That  hurts.  Having  been  so  sick  myself  and  being  helped 
by  so  many  - it  changes  you.  You  appreciate  people  more 
than  ever.  I don't  see  them  much,  but  I think  of  the  good 
people  in  Tyringham  every  day. 


Ben  Havill  and  Hav's  Chief  Cimarron  Goldie 

WORDS  FROM  A YOUNG  FARMER 

Ben  Havill 

Hi.  My  name  is  Ben  Havill.  I was  born  in  Tyringham  on 
September  26'*^  1989.  That  makes  me  13  years  old.  I 
was  born  into  a farm  family  and  live  on  a dairy  farm  with 
my  dad  on  Jerusalem  Road.  I am  the  youngest  member 
of  the  family  and  work  on  the  farm  with  my  dad  as  all  the 
others  did  before  me.  Each  day  consists  of  chores  in  the 
barn  such  as  cleaning  and  bedding  the  barn.  Then  I feed 
the  animals  their  silage,  corn  meal,  soybean,  yeast  and 
minerals.  Sometimes  I help  with  the  milking  which  is  done 
twice  a day,  every  day  without  exception.  After  milking  is 
done  then  I have  to  wash  the  milking  equipment.  This  is 
very  important  to  keep  the  bacteria  counts  as  low  as 
possible.  Then  there  are  heifers,  pigs,  chickens  and  the 
dry  cows  to  take  care  of.  In  the  summer  I help  Dad  with 
the  field  work  and  the  haying  to  get  enough  hay  for  the 
animals  for  the  winter.  We  have  a big  garden  in  the 
summer  so  we  can  put  up  vegetables  for  the  winter.  In 
the  fall  I go  picking  apples  for  making  applesauce.  Also,  I 
help  my  dad  with  getting  in  the  wood  for  winter.  This 
involves  cutting  down  the  trees,  splitting  the  chunks  and 
carrying  in  the  wood. 

Chores  have  to  be  done  every  day  but  some  days  hold 
special  surprises  for  me  like  when  the  vet  comes. 
Sometimes  he  comes  to  do  a herd  check;  other  times  it's 
to  treat  sick  cows.  We  also  have  a special  vet  that  does 
embryo  transplants.  I have  been  able  to  assist  in  the 
process  as  well  as  in  surgeries  on  the  cows  when  it  is 
necessary.  One  time  I helped  Dad  do  an  autopsy.  Other 
days  consist  of  dehorning  the  calves  or  tattooing  them. 
Each  one  has  a name,  number  and  is  registered. 

My  other  interests  are  outdoor  activities  like  hiking, 
camping,  hunting  and  tacking,  fishing,  biking,  skate 
boarding  and  skiing.  I also  like  to  play  basketball  and 
other  sports.  I also  have  interests  in  agriculture  such  as 
attending  Farm  Bureau  meetings  and  Jersey  Cattle  Club 
meetings.  In  the  summer  I show  my  animals  at  the  4-H 
Fair.  There  is  a lot  of  work  involved  in  getting  the  animals 
ready  to  be  shown.  First,  you  have  to  make  sure  they  are 
healthy  which  entails  an  inspection  by  the  vet  before  they 
can  be  approved  to  be  taken  to  the  fair.  Then  they  have 
to  be  washed,  clipped  and  taught  to  lead.  I also  have  to 
polish  up  the  show  halters.  Everything  has  to  be  just  right 
before  I got  to  the  fair.  Sometimes  the  cows  I bring  do  not 
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want  to  cooperate  with  being  led  around  the  show  ring. 
It's  always  an  adventure. 

Through  farming,  I have  been  able  to  make 
achievements  in  different  areas  of  agriculture.  At  the  4-H 
Fair  I have  won  many  ribbons  and  awards.  It's  not  as 

competitive  as  it  used  to 
be  due  to  a decrease  in 
agriculture  in  Berkshire 
County  but  it's  still  fun  to 
do.  In  the  year  2000,  I 
won  the  M.J.C.C.  Earl  D. 
Fletcher  Memorial 
Award  for  my  cow  Hav's 
Chief  Cimarron  Goldie 
and  also  the  M.H.C.C. 
Chittenden  Production 
Award  for  the  same  cow. 
In  the  year  2001,  I won 
the  New  England  Jersey 
Breeders  2001  Youth 
Production  Award  as 
well. 


My  goals  are  to  graduate  high  school  and  from  there 
I'm  not  sure  what  I want  to  do.  Pretty  much  every  day  is 
set  for  what  needs  to  be  done.  Chores  are  every  day.  I 
like  working  with  my  dad  on  the  farm.  However,  I wish  the 
farm  was  updated  so  it  would  be  easier  to  keep  farming.  It 
is  hard  work.  In  order  for  farming  to  continue  we  need  to 
keep  up  with  the  times.  Maybe  this  is  where  I need  to 
focus.  I just  don't  know.  But  for  now  it's  just  getting 
through  school. 


Chuck  Slater  Bobbie  Crosby 


Crystal  Brook  Farm 

Chuck  Slater 

I'm  still  farming.... just  not  milking  cows,  that's  all. 
Farming  is  a way  of  life.  You're  your  own  boss.  You  think 
you  set  you  own  hours  but  you  don’t  really.  Farming  is  a 
business,  which  people  tend  to  forget.  And  it's  getting 
tougher  all  the  time. 

Why  has  farming  died  in  Tyringham?  The  price  of 
products....  You  don’t  have  a lot  of  land  here  either. 
People  think  this  is  a lot  of  land,  but  it  really  isn't... not  in 
today's  world.  Small  is  nice,  but  it  will  only  take  you  so  far. 
You  need  "bigger"  to  survive.  Look  at  inflation.  Look  at 


what  things  cost  20  or  40  years  ago  and  what  they  cost 
today.  You  have  to  be  able  to  keep  up  with  that,  and  you 
can't  keep  up  with  the  farming. 

There  are  "niche"  markets  people  are  getting  into. 
Specialty  items... organic  this  and  that.  And  there  is  even 
seasonal  grazing  now  for  dairy  farms  and  people  are 
doing  that  and  are  making  money  at  it,  but  that  involves  a 
whole  different  thinking  process.  Your  cows  calve  in  the 
spring,  you  graze  them  until  the  late  fall  when  the  snow 
comes  and  then  you  dry  them  off.  They  last  longer.  You 
don’t  get  the  production  out  of  them,  but  you  make  more 
money  per  cow  and  you  have  less  cows  replaced  because 
they  last  longer.  The  whole  herd  is  dry  during  the  winter. 
Some  farmers  have  their  herds  dry  during  the  summer 
when  they're  doing  their  field  work  and  they  calve  in  the 
fall,  because  fall  is  traditionally  when  you  get  most  for  your 
milk  when  the  kids  are  going  back  to  school  and  the  price 
goes  up. 

There  are  pockets  in  the  country  that  are  dairy  pockets 
but  the  northeast  isn't  one  of  them  any  more.  Vermont 
still  has  small  farms  but  they  are  losing  them  all  the  time. 
The  equipment  dealers  are  even  worse  off. 

The  most  we  ever  milked  here  was  95  and  the  barn 
only  held  82  so  that  was  a job  and  half.  You  milked  a 
bunch  and  you  turned  them  out  and  brought  the  next 
bunch  in.  It  felt  like  we  were  milking  all  day  long.  We 
started  out  with  Jerseys  here  when  I was  a kid.  Then  we 
got  Holsteins  in.  I remember  we  sold  the  cows  twice 
when  I was  a kid.  My  father  ran  a store  in  Monterey  and 
he  ran  a gas  station  in  Lee  on  West  Park  Street.  At  one 
time,  he  had  three  things  going  on  all  at  once.  So  he  got 
out  of  farming  for  while  but  then  he  went  back  in.  Bought 
a couple  of  herds  of  cattle  and  got  back  in  again.  After  he 
sold  the  second  time,  they  were  all  Holsteins.  He  bought 
a herd  of  Guernseys  and  he  had  a few  Jerseys  and  then 
the  rest  were  all  Holsteins,  and  then  the  Jerseys  and 
Guernseys  were  phased  out  and  were  replaced  by  the 
Holsteins.  They  make  more  milk.  The  way  the  price 
structure  is,  you  could  make  below  butterfat  minimum  of 
3.5,  and  still  make  money... now  they  are  paying  more  for 
butterfat  and  protein.... 

With  the  specialty  farms  you  can  get  more  for  what  you 
make,  but  they  have  limited  markets  and  by  the  time  you 
get  through  paying  the  trucking,  it  isn't  worth  it.  Some  can 
do  well  if  they're  on  a state  route  and  set  up  their  own 
store,  but  that's  a whole  other  issue.  It  all  boils  down  to 
finding  enough  help.  Every  business  has  trouble  finding 
help,  no  matter  what  they're  paying.  That  problem  is 
universal... 

We  had  a lot  of  different  things  happened  here  over  the 
years.  We  had  a three-legged  calf  at  one  time  that  we 
kept  for  3 months  before  we  sold  it.  We  had  another  one 
born  with  two  faces.  We  took  the  carcass  down  to  U. 
Mass  for  them  to  have.  One  set  of  ears,  four  eyes,  two 
noses  two  mouths.  Quite  the  oddball.... 

You  get  to  be  with  your  family  more  if  you  farm.  You 
know  what  your  kids  are  doing.  You  can  teach  them  a few 
things.  A lot  of  kids  don’t  have  any  idea  what  the  real 
world  is  like.  They're  playing  with  their  computers  and 
video  games  all  day  and  they're  clueless... 


Ben  and  his  calf,  Eric  - 2001 
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I'm  doing  haying  now.  Last  year  I didn’t  sell  what  I 
made;  this  year  I don’t  have  enough  to  sell.  It's  a shifting 
market.  Some  people  have  llamas.  I just  took  hay  to  a 
woman  who  has  a horse  who's  29  years  old  and  a bunch 
of  sheep.  When  the  horse  dies.... she's  sixty....  she 
probably  won't  get  another  horse  She  won't  be  a 
customer  any  more  unless  she  keeps  her  sheep.  But 
there'll  be  someone  else  to  take  her  spot. 

If  I didn’t  do  this  haying,  it  would  all  grow  up.  It  only 
takes  a year  or  two.  It's  amazing  how  fast  brush  will 
grow... 

It  was  tough  when  we  sold  the  herd.  But  the  trouble  is 
when  you  are  working  18  to  20  hours  a day,  you  can't  see 
the  forest  for  the  trees.  You  meet  yourself  coming  and 
going.  You  can't  find  help. ...I  hung  around  waiting  for 
Ryan  to  get  out  of  school,  to  see  if  he  wanted  to  come 
back,  but  he  didn’t  come  back,  so  I should  have  bailed  out 
two  years  earlier,  and  saved  myself  a lot  of  headaches! 
Andy's  seventeen.  But  he's  got  college  and  another  year 
of  high  school,  and  he's  got  to  do  other  things  first,  to 
realize  what  he's  got... 

It's  tough,  but  it  gets  in  your 
blood... like  maple  syrup.  I'm  doing 
that,  and  I'm  going  to  try  to  expand 
on  the  maple  syrup  this  year.  A 
little  bit  of  everything.  Fill  in  the 
voids.  Keep  busy.  It’s  a full-time 
job  just  keeping  things  together  as 
it  is... between  this  house  and  that 
house... There  are  still  things  that 
need  doing  at  the  barn  after  the  big 
fire  in  '72.  We  lost  most  of  our 
hand  tools... thirty  head  of  cattle... a 
lot  of  equipment.  You  never 
recover  from  that;  your  insurance 
doesn’t  cover  it  all,  anyway.  You 
have  to  cover  at  least  20  per  cent, 
even  with  full  coverage.  You  never 
recover  from  a fire.  People  think  you  can  have  a fire  and 
make  money,  but  they  haven't  been  through  one. 

Buildings?  There  was  a house  right  across  here. 
There  was  a shed  against  the  wall  behind  the  round  bales, 
with  chickens.  It  was  falling  down  when  I was  a kid. 
There  was  a barn  out  back  of  this  house.  There  was 
something  like  a combination  barn-house,  right  here  in  the 
field  off  the  Monterey  Road.  There  was  a barn  up  on  the 
western  lot,  above  the  dump.  That  fell  down  from  lack  of 
use.  That  was  an  old  barn  when  my  father  was  a kid. 
They  put  loose  hay  in  there.  The  chicken  coops  fell  down. 
My  grandfather  kept  chickens. 

I've  still  got  thirty  chickens  here.  If  they  don't  start 
laying  better,  they're  going  to  end  up  in  the  pot.... 

V.  G.  October  4*,  1 865  Notice 

Taken  up  on  the  26'^  of  September  1865,  and  impounded  in 
the  Town  Pound  of  Tyringham,  under  the  care  of  Hiram  Clark, 
pound  keeper,  seven  head  of  cattle,  the  owner  of  which  is 
unknown,  as  follows:  One  red  Cow,  one  red  and  white  Cow, 
supposed  to  be  about  four  years  old,  one  dark  grey  Heifer, 
supposed  to  be  about  three  years  old,  2 two-year-old  red  Steers, 
2 two-year  old  red  Heifers.  Said  cattle  were  found  doing 


damage  in  the  enclosure  occupied  by  the  subscriber,  and 
impounded  for  that  cause.  The  owner  is  requested  to  call,  pay 
charges,  and  take  them  away. 

Ira  Brewer,  Tyringham 

BARNEY  AND  BARNS 

Ed  Fennelly 

I didn’t  like  cats  for  years.  And  one  day  I was  up  at 
Mitchell's  farm  getting  grain  for  my  pigs  and  1 saw  this  little 
kitten.  All  black.  I took  a liking  to  it  - the  way  it  looked  at 
me.  So  I asked  Mitchell,  "Do  you  want  this  cat?"  He 
said,  "No  you  can  take  it  with  you."  So  I took  it  home  and  I 
told  Dianne  we  can  keep  it  out  in  the  barn  and  we'll  call  it 
Barn-ey. 

Next  day  the  cat's  gone.  Day  after  that,  the  cat  was 
still  gone  and  I got  worried.  Poor  little  guy.  Something's 
happened  to  it.  I went  all  through  the  neighborhood 
looking  for  it  and  then  the  Lunts  called  up  and  said  they 
had  a kitten  up  there....  Well,  we  called  it  Barney,  but  it 
never  lived  in  the  barn  after  that  day. 

A mess  that  Mitchell  barn  is  today.  It  used  to  be  a 
good  farm.  McCullough  owned  that  farm  and  they  owned 
the  house  on  the  town  line  - what  they  called  the  Canon 
Farm  where  Cowells  live  now.  The  Lorings  lived  in  the 
house  for  a while.  Gilly  Palmer  ended  up  buying  that 
farm  on  the  Tyringham  side,  which  was  Clifford  Canon's 
original  farm.  Clifford  moved  down  to  where  Garners  live 
now,  when  he  married  Carolyn's  mother,  Abigail. 

What  happened  to  all  the  farms? 


Ed  Fennelly 


I worked  on  Ward  McCarthy's  and  Clifford  Canon's 
farms.  Canon's  was  more  fun  to  work  at.  It  was  a better 
schedule.  You  didn't  go  in  in  the  morning  until  about  6 
and  then  you  had  your  milking  done  after  8 and  then  you 
went  home  for  an  hour.  This  was  during  school  and  on 
weekends.  You'd  go  to  work  in  the  mornings,  go  to  school 
and  come  back.  Myself  and  Terry  Curtin  would  do  it 
mornings,  and  Everett  or  someone  else  would  do  it  at 
night.  Weekends  we  split  the  same  way.  One  worked  on 
Saturdays  and  one  worked  on  Sundays.  Everybody  got 
some  of  the  weekends  off. 

We  didn’t  work  that  hard  for  Clifford.  He  didn’t  push 
you,  like  some  farmers  were  pushers.  He  didn’t  make  us 
work  hard  without  stopping.  He'd  come  along  and  offer 
you  a soda.  After  you  got  done  haying  at  night  and  your 
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chores  were  done,  you'd  always  come  back  into  the  house 
to  have  a drink  of  water  or  soda.  Sometimes  he'd  give  us 
a Pabst  Blue  Ribbon.  Clifford  was  a nice  guy  to  work  for. 

Canon  was  pretty  gentle.  Up  there  at  the  Red  Barn  on 
the  Cobble,  we'd  let  1 1 cows  in  at  a time.  There  were  3 
milking  machines  going  at  one  time.... You  could  milk  30 
cows  in  no  time  if  you  knew  what  you  were  doing.  You 
had  to  carry  all  the  milk  out  to  the  milk  house  and  dump  it 
in  the  pails  and  strain  it  into  the  milk  cans  and  lower  them 
into  the  water  in  the  cooler.  The  cooler  in  those  days  was 
like  a pit.  Each  can  held  about  10  gallons  of  milk. 

The  haymow  was  where  you  stored  the  hay.  Like  a 
barn  or  a shed.  It  was  always  over  the  cattle  so  you  could 
drop  the  hay  down  to  the  cattle.  Up  at  the  Fernside 
Shaker  barn  they  had  the  hay  chutes.  They  just  dropped 
it  down  to  the  cattle. 

Never  any  smoking  in  front  of  the  cows.  You  could 
smoke  in  back  of  the  barn.  No  smoking  in  the  haymow  or 
around  the  cows. 

Of  course  there  was  the  silage.  Ward  never  did  grass 
silage.  I don't  remember  Canon  ever  doing  that  either. 
Slater  always  did  grass  silage. 

You  didn't  have  the  choppers  like  you  have  today.  Just 
had  a machine  that  went  along  and  did  one  row  at  a 
time.... The  silage  was  packed  down  by  people  walking 
around  on  it  inside  the  silo.  When  you  got  all  done  with 
that,  you  get  a load  of  sawdust  and  blow  it  on  top  - to 
keep  it  from  spoiling,  I guess.  More  people  died  the  way 
they  used  to  do  it.  The  gas  it  gave  out  was  toxic.  They 
died  putting  it  in  or  they  died  taking  it  out.  The  walls  would 
freeze.  When  it  thawed  in  the  spring,  you  had  to  get  in 
there  and  shovel  it  by  hand.  Pretty  soon,  that  was  just 
gas 

Farming  is  dangerous.  Years  ago  when  you  used  the 
horses,  they'd  run  away  with  you.  They'd  get  stung  by 
bees.  Next  thing  you  knew,  you  were  racing  through  a 
field  trying  to  sit  on  the  mowing  machine  or  a hayraker. 

You  could  always  get  a job  on  a farm  in  town. 
Everyone  worked  on  a farm  one  time  or  another. 
Nowadays  you  wonder  if  kids  know  what  cows  look  like. 
They  certainly  don’t  know  one  type  of  cow  from  another. 

Ward  had  about  30  cows.  We'd  milk  11,  then  when 
they  were  done  he'd  take  them  out  and  over  to  the  next 
barnyard.  Then  he'd  go  to  the  other  barn  and  get  8 more 
and  bring  them  back.  They  were  all  mixed  up.  To  me 
they  all  looked  the  same.  I had  a hell  of  a job.  I'd  end  up 
with  one  of  the  cows  that  were  already  milked  back  in 
there.  But  old  Ward  knew  it.  He'd  yell  "That  cow  don't 
belong  in  here.  She's  already  milked!" 

Ward  was  little,  you  know.  I'm  pretty  small,  but  he  was 
smaller  than  me.  He'd  dance  up  and  down  when  he  got 
mad.  Then  he  mellowed.  My  father  worked  for  Ward.  (My 
grandfather  Fennelly  was  a mercenary.  He  fought  in  the 
Boer  War  and  World  War  I.  During  World  War  I,  he  fought 
with  the  Canadian  army  and  he  got  killed  3 days  before 
the  Armistice,  in  Belgium.  He's  buried  in  Belgium.  My 
grandmother  was  left  with  6 kids.)  My  father  got  shipped 
out  here  to  Oak'n'Spruce-  the  Ascension  Farm  School 
(where  Doug  Leach  was,  too). 


The  Willows  at  Hop  Brook,  1 908,  near  the  present  firehouse 


My  father  finished  school  at  8*^  grade,  and  then  he 
went  to  work  for  Ward.  He  stayed  there  with  them. 

Even  when  we  worked  for  him,  we  ate  with  them.  We 
used  to  have  breakfast  there.  Potatoes,  bacon,  eggs...  I 
don’t  know  if  farmers  have  breakfasts  like  that 
nowadays.... 

I can  remember  the  tobacco  barn  out  at  Johnny 
McLennan's  - as  you  turn  into  Sodom  Road  just  past  the 
cottage  before  you  get  to  the  curve.  Johnny  had  it  torn 
down.  He  may  have  used  some  of  the  wood  for  his 
studio.  My  mother  and  Lyle  Taylor  tried  to  stop  that  fire  at 
Ashintully.  The  fire  started  in  the  incinerator  down  by  that 
barn.  It  went  up  over  the  hill,  through  the  field.  My 
mother  and  Everett  and  I and  Lyle  Taylor  were  there.  Over 
the  garage  door  there's  a ladder  up  there.  There  was  a 
spark  up  there  and  it  started  smoking,  no  flames.  My 
mother  and  Lyle  discovered  it  and  went  into  the  house  and 
got  some  water.  It  was  a Sunday  afternoon  when  it 
burned.  Everyone  in  town  went  to  the  fire.  They  don’t  do 
that  any  more  like  they  used  to. 

I remember  when  Gilly's  barn  burned,  up  where 
George  (Gilder)  lives.  Those  two  big  barns  up  there 
burned.  Harvey  Choquette  grabbed  a pail  of  milk  from  the 
kitchen.  It  was  November.  It  was  dark,  and  cold  that  night. 
The  wind  blew.  He  threw  the  milk  right  on  the  roof.  Gilly 
lost  two  barns.  He  had  a working  Jersey  farm.  The  cows 
stayed  down  at  Van  Deusens'  to  do  the  milking.  He  had 
another  barn  burn  up  where  Cowells  built.  That  barn  was 
between  where  the  new  Cowell  house  is  and  Ski  America. 
It  was  a Saturday  afternoon  in  1955.  I was  working  for 
Canon  raking  hay  at  the  Beach  place  when  it  happened. 
They  drove  the  fire  truck  right  down  to  the  brook.  You 
can't  do  that  nowadays. 

Slaters  lost  their  barns  from  fire.  They  lost  animals. 
You  always  lose  animals  in  barn  fires.  The  animals  are 
always  tied  up  in  their  stanchions.  That's  why  free  stall 
barns  may  be  better.  You  can  always  herd  them  out. 

Is  there  a future  for  farming  in  Tyringham?  It's  tough 
to  start  out  with  nothing.  But  it  can  be  done. ...It  can  be 
done 

I look  at  where  the  old  farms  used  to  be  and  where  the 
old  barns  are  now,  and  I just  shake  my  head. 
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Sidney  Howard  (Urquliart) 


ONCE  UPON  A TIME 

Sidney  Urquhart 

Once  upon  a time  most  of  the  families  in  Tyringham 
were  farmers.  When  my  parents  bought  their  property  in 
1 935,  there  were  as  many  as  20  “working”  farms  up  and 
down  the  valley,  if  you  include  the  small  operations  with 
just  a couple  of  cows  or  pigs  or  chickens  behind  the 
house.  Arnold  and  Willis  Hale  raised  Ayrshires  at  Sunset 
Farm,  and  their  brother  Everett  ran  his  own  herd  down  the 
road.  There  were  the  Taylor  brothers,  Lyle  and  Raymond. 
Clifford  Canon  had  a mixed  herd  of  Guernseys,  Jerseys 
and  Holsteins  on  what  is  now  the  Garner  property,  and 
George  Canon  Road  was  named  for  his  uncle,  who  had  a 
farm  halfway  up  the  hill.  Clifford's  father  Nathan  raised 
chickens  across  from  where  Steve  and  Ricki  Cowell  live. 
Then,  there  was  Ward  McCarthy,  and  Wilbur  Clark,  and 
Wilbur’s  son  Duffy,  who  owned  a team  of  draft  horses  he 
used  for  logging,  and  Jim  Clark,  who  had  a tiny  setup  on 
Jeannette  McCullough’s  property.  Sam  Bailey  and  George 
Snow  looked  after  Mrs.  James’  sheep  at  Riverside  Farm. 
Duane  and  Grace  Slater  raised  Jerseys,  but  Charlie  Slater 
later  switched  to  Holsteins.  Out  on  Barnes  Road,  Will  and 
Flora  Twing  kept  a pair  of  oxen.  George  Tiffany  ran 
Hickory  Farm.  Herb  Moore  was  at  Four  Brooks.  Chet  and 
Hazel  Van  Orman  kept  livestock  behind  their  house. 
Marian  Gelschleichter  raised  sheep.  Louise  Hiscox  had 
cows.  Carl  Curtin  had  many  acres  up  on  Jerusalem  Road 
but  eventually  converted  the  upper  level  of  his  barn  into  a 
dance  hall.  And  at  Fernside,  Harold  Pike  sheltered  his 
animals  in  a gorgeous  Shaker  barn  attached  to  his  house. 

Maggie’s  and  my  parents  were  not  suited  to  farming. 
In  fact,  they  didn’t  have  a clue.  Our  mother  was  a 
sometime  actress  and  amateur  musician  and  our  father,  a 
writer  of  Broadway  plays  and  movies.  He  dreamed  of  a life 
that  would  let  him  write  in  the  mornings  and  work  on  his 
land  in  the  afternoons.  He  had  plenty  of  energy  and 
enthusiasm,  and  was  anxious  to  learn  everything  he 
could,  and  he  was  certainly  fortunate  in  finding  Dick 
Birkett,  who  had  worked  on  a fancy  farm  up  in 
Williamstown  and  knew  all  about  Jersey  cows.  Our  father 
wanted  us,  his  four  children,  to  grow  up  in  a place  where 
we  could  run  wild,  where  we  could  have  animals  of  our 
own  to  take  care  of,  where  he  could  raise  flowers  and 
vegetables  and  fruit  trees,  and  look  at  his  little  Jersey  herd 
grazing  in  the  field  below  our  house.  For  a while,  a very 
short  while  as  it  turned  out,  his  dream  seemed  to  be 
coming  true.  Our  farm  began  to  look  just  like  one  of  those 


perfect  little  farms  in  a child’s  picture  book — a group  of 
neatly  painted  and  shingled  buildings  grouped  around  a 
tidy  central  yard.  Behind  the  barn  complex  was  an 
icehouse  where  great  blocks  of  ice  cut  from  Shaker  Pond 
in  the  winter  were  buried  deep  in  saw  dust  and  delivered 
to  our  kitchen  once  a week  in  the  summer.  Across  from 
the  icehouse  was  a chicken  house  with  its  own  yard, 
where  Rhode  Island  Red  hens  squawked  and  scratched  in 
the  dirt  and  laid  delicious  speckled  eggs.  Upstairs,  in  the 
shingled  barn  was  a roomy  box  stall  paneled  in  pine 
wainscoting  for  our  sister  Jenny’s  saddle  horse,  and  a 
smaller  one  for  our  pony,  and  two  standing  stalls  for 
Buster  and  Prince,  our  team  of  matched  gray  workhorses. 
And  of  course  we  had  a “tack  room”  for  all  the  harnesses 
and  saddles,  with  shelves  for  horse  blankets,  curry  combs, 
brushes,  fly  repellent,  hoof  picks,  and  God  knows  what 
else.  (Horses  require  more  equipment  than  babies  do.) 
There  were  grain  bins  lined  in  zinc  to  keep  out  the  rats, 
and  an  indoor  silo  that  smelled  intoxicatingly  of  fermented 
corn  and  molasses,  and  two  huge  haylofts  packed  with 
hay  cut  from  our  fields.  All  our  fences  were  newly  built  and 
strong.  Our  little  dairy  with  its  double  sinks  and  racks  for 
milk  cans  and  buckets  was  scrubbed  and  immaculate. 
And  at  the  bottom  of  the  farm  driveway,  two  big  tubs  filled 
with  geraniums  stood  atop  two  square  stone  pedestals, 
telling  the  world  that  we  could  be  farmers,  too.  When  our 
first  calf  was  born,  a heifer,  our  father  christened  her 
Beginner’s  Luck.  He  and  our  mother  were  proud  and 
happy  and  full  of  hope.  But  that  was  once  upon  a time. 


CoH’i  behind  the  Howard  bam 


Our  father’s  beginner’s  luck  was  short  lived.  In  the 
summer  of  1939,  one  year  after  the  new  barn  was  built,  he 
was  killed  in  a tractor  accident.  And  then,  ten  days  after 
that.  Hitler  invaded  Poland  and  the  war  in  Europe  began. 
Our  poor  mother  lost  heart  and  wanted  to  give  up  the 
farm,  but  what  with  the  war  and  gas  rationing  and  more 
and  more  young  men  going  into  the  armed  forces,  there 
was  no  one  to  take  it  off  her  hands.  So,  with  Dick  Birkett’s 
help,  she  kept  it  going  until  she  died  in  1964.  Our  brother 
Walter  loved  the  farm,  and  eventually  left  his  job  in  New 
York  to  run  it  full  time.  He  had  always  known  every  cow  by 
name,  known  every  quirk — Chili  Lady  the  Houdini  who 
could  sail  over  any  fence,  Brunnhilde  the  lackadaisical 
mother,  Louise  (Dictator  Jap  Louise  if  you  please)  always 
first  in  line  at  milking  time.  He  expanded  our  small  herd  to 
200  milking  cows  and  they  went  berserk,  crashing  through 
fences  and  trampling  the  neighbors’  lawns  and  gardens. 
He  worked  very  hard,  from  dawn  to  late  in  the  night,  but 
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no  matter  how  hard  he  worked,  he  was  always  behind.  To 
be  a farmer,  you  need  a large  family  to  help  you  and 
Walter  never  had  that.  In  the  end,  the  farm  killed  him,  not 
the  way  it  had  killed  our  father,  but  more  slowly  and,  in  a 
way,  more  cruelly. 

Having  lost  a father  and  a brother  to  farming,  my  own 
memories  of  growing  up  here  are  happy  and  sad.  I was 
not  as  fascinated  by  the  cows  as  Walter  was,  not  so 
interested  in  helping  with  the  endless  paperwork,  the  milk 
records,  the  registrations,  the  breeding  decisions.  I 
preferred  the  unexpected  excitements  the  farm  provided. 
Jumping  from  the  top  of  the  loft  onto  what  I hoped  would 
be  a soft  pile  of  hay  and  not  a lethal  pitch  fork  with  prongs 
turned  upwards  waiting  to  gore  me;  watching  our  two  bulls 
pawing  the  ground  and  snorting  through  their  nose  rings  in 
a pre-coital  frenzy;  the  huge  snake  picked  up  with  a pile  of 
hay  and  then  dropped  wriggling  furiously  on  to  the  top  of 
my  head  just  as  the  hay  got  pulled  into  the  loft  on  a pulley; 
the  sizzling  jolts  running  up  my  arm  when  young  Dick 
Birkett  dared  me  to  grab  the  electric  fence;  watching  the 
entire  length  of  his  father’s  arm  disappear  into  the  rear 
end  of  a cow  to  pull  out  a calf  that  didn’t  want  to  be  born 
just  then;  listening  to  Georgia  Birkett  describe  how  she 
delivered  a human  baby  for  Esther  Waldorf,  who  refused 
to  go  to  the  hospital,  tying  off  the  umbilical  cord  with  some 
dirty  white  string  she  picked  up  off  the  floor;  or  the  day 
little  Diane  Birkett  got  kidnapped  by  crazy  Mrs.  Fairbanks, 
who  simply  fancied  Diane’s  beautiful  red  hair....  No  day 
ever  turned  out  like  any  other. 

All  that  was  once  upon  a time,  too. 


Richard  Birkett  and  sons,  Dick  and  Don,  at  Howard  Farm 
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GARFIELD  CANON 
1917-2002 


Shortly  before  his  death,  Garfield  Canon 
wrote  the  following  reminiscence. 

Tyringham  is  my  birthplace.  My 
grandparents,  the  Canons  and  Garfields, 
both  owned  sizeable  farms  on  each  end 
of  the  village  with  big  houses,  bams, 
and  large  wood  lots.  My  father, 
Clifford  Canon,  married  my  mother, 
Abigail  Garfield.  They  had  three  children:  one  girl,  Carolyn, 
and  two  sons,  John  Northrop  (known  as  Nort)  and  me,  Wallace 
Garfield  (known  as  Gar).  Being  the  third  child  and  baby  of  the 
family,  I got  the  most  privileges.  My  great  Christian  parents 
(one  with  a business  education  plus  farming,  and  my  mother,  a 
teacher,  with  a boarding  school  and  college  education)  gave  me 
a great  start. 

Being  bom  just  before  the  end  of  World  War  I in  1917,  I 
grew  up  in  a world  that  was  changing.  Mother  taught  school  in 
Stockbridge,  Mass.,  and  my  dad  progressed  with  enlarging  the 
farm.  They  bought  22  acres  and  a 13-room  house,  my 
birthplace.  They  raised  every  animal  that  is  supposed  to  be  on  a 
farm  such  as  cattle,  pigs,  chickens  and  horses. 

When  I was  five  years  old  in  1922,  my  father  purchased  a 
new  car  called  a Hupmobile.  We  were  one  of  the  lucky  families 
in  town  and  able  to  commute  to  the  neighboring  town  of  Lee  for 
shopping,  and  trolley  trains  to  Pittsfield.  The  village  had  a two- 
room  schoolhouse  where  I was  sent  for  the  next  eight  years. 
The  enrollment  was  so  small  the  teachers  could  spend  lots  of 
time  with  the  students.  With  all  of  this,  and  my  mother  being  a 
teacher,  I had  a good  start  going  into  Lee  High  School.  After 
High  School  graduation,  I was  fortunate  to  be  sent  to  Bliss 
Electrical  College  in  Washington,  DC.  After  graduation,  it  was 
not  easy  to  get  a job  as  this  country  was  surviving  a bad 
depression,  so  jobs  were  hard  to  find.  Coming  back  to  the 
family  farm,  my  father  gave  me  a job  in  his  feed  business.  A 
few  years  went  by  and  I got  work  as  an  electrician  in  the  Lee 
paper  mill.  At  43,  I was  able  to  wire  local  houses  and  start  a 
small  business  for  hire. 

During  this  period  I got  married  and  after  a few  years  I was 
blessed  with  three  great  children,  a daughter,  Christina,  and  two 
sons,  Jeffrey  and  Mark,  whom  I adore  as  the  backbone  of  my 
life.  As  they  grew,  with  good  luck,  my  business  increased. 
Canon  Electric  was  successful  enough  to  send  my  three  children 
to  boarding  schools  and  colleges  of  their  choice.  The  results 
now  have  proved  indescribable.  I am  certainly  blessed  to  have 
them  as  they  all  are  married  with  families  and  well  established 
in  our  world  of  business. 

During  my  years  with  the  business  and  keeping  the  bills  all 
paid,  I managed  lots  of  vacations  such  as  extensive  travel 
through  Europe,  Alaska,  Puerto  Rico,  the  Caribbean  and  Hawaii 
plus  lots  of  cruises,  but  I was  always  happy  to  return  to  my 
home  in  Lee,  Massachusetts  with  my  friends  and  family. 

My  parents,  especially  my  mother,  taught  me  to  be  a good 
husband  with  decency,  honesty,  manners  and,  above  all,  faith  in 
God.  I was  able  to  pass  these  values  on  to  my  three  children. 
Their  help  and  companionship  has  proved  it  during  my  retired 
years.  My  life  has  been  filled  with  lots  of  trials,  tribulations, 
experiments,  fun  and  excitement.  Needless  to  say,  I would  not 
have  missed  any  little  bit  of  it! 
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ARNOLD  HAYNE 

EDWARD  CLIFFORD  PERKINS, 

1928-2002 

1919-2002 

Arnold  Hayne,  "a  man  of 
admirable  wit"  wrote  his  obituary 
sometime  before  his  death  stating 
that  he  "stopped  coming  down  for 
breakfast"  on  Friday,  August  23, 
2002.  Arnold  came  into  this  world 
September  10,  1928  in  New  York 
City.  He  received  his  BA  in 
marketing  from  NYU  in  1950.  He 
began  his  career  as  an  advertising  writer  with  New  York 
advertising  agencies  with  McCann-Erickson,  J.  Walter 
Thompson  and  Foote,  Cone  & Belding.  In  1953,  he  bought  his 
first  "farm"  in  Tyringham,  followed  five  years  later  in  1959  with 
the  purchase  of  the  Twing  place  on  Barnes  Road.  October  22, 
1965  he  and  Sandra  M.  Hayne  were  married  by  the  late  "Cap" 
Couch  in  the  Union  Church  in  Tyringham.  As  their  daughters 
Catharyn  & Suzanne  came  along.  Cap  Couch  baptized  them  at 
Union  Church  as  well.  By  1970  the  Haynes  were  permanently 
ensconced  with  Arnold  now  an  editor  of  a magazine  for 
Buttenheim  Publishing.  It  was  then  that  he  became  nationally 
syndicated  with  King  Features  with  the  cartoon  panel  "Soft 
Focus"  that  he  had  created.  An  intensely  private  man,  Arnold 
just  didn’t  let  on  about  the  various  publications  in  which  he  had 
been  published.  His  very  first  cartoon  was  in  Mad  Magazine 
when  he  was  still  in  high  school.  Later  the  list  was  to  include 
Look,  Life,  New  Yorker  and  even  Playboy.  When  he  officially 
retired  from  the  Pittsfield  Cooperative  Bank  after  twenty-five 
years  he  continued  doing  their  advertising  and  marketing  from 
his  home  office  until  the  week  he  died.  His  greatest  love  of  all 
was  that  of  Tyringham.  Just  walking  through  the  woods  gave 
him  great  joy.  Although  he  spent  countless  hours  swapping 
tales  with  the  hunters  at  the  deer  camp.  Oak  Trail  Lodge,  at  the 
bottom  of  Barnes  Road,  his  hunting  was  mostly  done  with  a 
camera.  His  love  of  the  wild  life  was  evident  in  the  numerous 
photos  he  took  of  porcupines,  newts,  efts,  beaver,  even  soaring 
hawks.  The  prized  ones  being  of  the  fawn  nursing  in  the 
remains  of  the  old  apple  orchard,  the  series  of  wild  turkey 
hatching  in  their  nest  in  the  meadow,  "the  girls  out  for  a stroll" 
which  was  his  way  of  referring  to  the  wild  turkey  marching 
around  the  house.  The  tripods  were  always  waiting  for  action. 
One  of  his  favorites  was  of  coyote  in  the  middle  of  the  night 
with  the  floodlights  on.  There  are  zillions  of  photos  of  the 
scenery  and  views  in  and  around  Tyringham.  He  loved  walking 
in  the  woods,  hiking  to  the  beaver  pond,  teaching  his  girls  about 
the  flora  and  fauna,  teaching  them  to  target  shoot  and  to  play 
poker  and  chess.  Having  had  daughters,  he  looked  forward  to 
having  sons-in-law,  if  only  to  have  someone  carry  in  his 
firewood.  In  that  he  truly  was  blessed  with  the  addition  of  Jeff 
Cooperman  and  Ron  Silberstein  to  the  family  roster.  In  the  last 
year  of  his  life  he  was  blessed  again  with  the  addition  of  three 
grandsons  within  ten  weeks  when  little  Holden  Hayne  Cooper 
arrived  November  27,  2001  followed  on  February  24,  2002  by 
the  twins  Samuel  ("Sam")  Lawrence  and  Arnold  James  ("AJ") 
Silberstein. 

Sandra  Hayne 


Tyringham  has 
been  a constant 
through  four  gene- 
rations of  the  Perkins 
family.  My  father’s 
memories  of  Tyring- 
ham reflect  eighty 
years  of  affection  with 
the  people  and  places 
of  this  remarkable 
valley.  Ned  enjoyed 
telling  stories  of 
growing  up  next  to 
Four  Brooks  Farm 
with  Herbert  Moore,  and  his  hired  hand  Tim,  hitching  up  the 
team  of  horses  to  deliver  ice,  cut  from  the  Duck  Pond,  to  cool  a 
hot  August  afternoon.  As  he  walked  the  nooks  and  crannies  of 
the  valley,  he  watched  with  interest  as  the  Urquharts'  house  was 
moved  from  Femside  to  its  current  location,  hauled  by  Mr. 
Arnold  Pratt,  with  a white  mule  and  a winch.  During  WWII, 
Dad  met  up  with  Ed  Slater  in  the  South  Pacific  proving  the 
sense  of  community  forged  in  this  hinterland  settlement  extends 
well  beyond  the  International  Date  Line.  As  a Captain  in  the  US 
Army,  Dad  commanded  an  anti  aircraft  unit  of  black  southern 
soldiers.  After  the  war  he  married  my  mother,  Petey  DuBois, 
who  first  arrived  in  the  valley  in  1937  when  her  family  inherited 
the  current  Felix  home.  They  were  married  in  Lenox  in  1947 
and  celebrated  their  wedding  reception  at  Roz’s  Bam,  now  the 
home  of  Will  and  Mary  Pappenhiemer.  Dad  graduated  from 
Columbia  Law  School  in  1948  and  was  Assistant  General 
Counsel  for  Bethlehem  Steel  for  twenty-five  years.  He  died 
peacefully  at  home  in  Glencote  on  August  12,  2002  after  coping 
gallantly  with  emphysema  for  8 years,  and  is  buried  in  the 
Tyringham  Cemetery,  next  to  his  mother  and  father.  Ned’s  love 
and  appreciation  for  the  Tyringham  valley  continue  as  an 
enduring  tradition  for  Petey,  their  5 children  and  10 
grandchildren. 

Jamie  Perkins 


BRUCE  LOGAN 
1938-2002 


Bmce  Logan  was  a long 
time  Town  of  Tyringham 
employee.  Bruce  was  bom  in 
Connecticut  and  moved  with  his 
mother  and  father  to  Tyringham 
as  a child.  He  went  to  school  in 
Tyringham  and  Lee  and  joined 
the  U.  S.  Army  with  assignments 
in  Korea  and  Viet  Nam  totaling 
eight  years.  He  moved  to  San 
Antonio,  Texas  in  1985.  Bruce 
died  in  April  of  2002. 

Peter  Curtin 
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JUDY  REBER 

CHARLES  E.  SLATER 

1910-2002 

1917-2002 

My  mother  was  bom 
in  1910  into  a world  that 
was  very  different  from 
the  one  she  left  in  June  of 
this  year.  She  liked  to  tell 
the  story  of  how  she 
contracted  diphtheria  at 
the  age  of  two  and 
became  so  sick,  every- 
body was  sure  she  was 
going  to  die.  Then  the  doctor  came  around  with  his  horse  and 
buggy  in  the  middle  of  the  night  with  a brand  new,  untested 
vaccine  (no  FDA  in  those  days!)  and  asked  her  parents  if  they 
would  be  willing  to  let  him  try  it.  And  so  my  mother  lived  on 
for  almost  ninety  more  years. 

Of  the  many  places  she  lived  during  her  long  life,  she  loved 
Tyringham  the  best  and  thought  of  it  as  her  true  home.  She 
became  involved  in  the  life  of  the  town  as  a member  of  the 
Church  Committee  and  as  a member  and  president  of  the  Hop 
Brook  Club.  For  a number  of  years  she  was  the  editor  of  the 
Tyringham  Topics,  which  she  produced  almost  single-handedly 
and  with  a flair  and  whimsical  humor  that  were  uniquely  her 
own.  One  of  the  things  she  enjoyed  most  was  reading  to  the 
young  children  of  Tyringham  at  the  library  story  hour.  She  was 
amused  and  touched  by  the  little  twist  they  gave  to  her  name  - 
Mrs.  Reader.  She  would  have  been  happy  to  be  remembered  as 
someone  who  helped  introduce  children  to  the  pleasures  of 
reading  and  the  life  of  the  imagination.  She  will  be  remembered 
as  well  for  her  discerning  intelligence  and  wit,  her  grace  and 
generosity  of  spirit,  a certain  indomitable  streak  and  her  abiding 
concern  for  what  was  happening  both  in  her  local  community 
and  in  the  world  at  large. 

Peggy  Reber 


Shortly  after  I met  my  wife,  Peggy  Reber,  she  invited  me  to 
Tyringham  to  visit  her  mother,  Judy.  At  that  time  I had  a large 
black  Labrador  retriever  named  Jack.  He  was  a sweetheart,  but 
weighing  in  at  about  ninety-five  pounds,  he  could  be  quite  a 
handful.  He  was  young,  strong  and  had  a mind  of  his  own.  Jack 
always  came  along  on  our  trips  to  the  Berkshires. 

On  a sweltering  day  in  early  August,  Peggy,  Jack  and  I set 
out  energetically  for  a hike  on  the  Cobble.  We  returned  hot  and 
tired.  When  we  got  back  to  Judy's  house,  Peggy  and  I plopped 
down  in  some  comfortable  chairs.  Poor  Jack  was  panting 
furiously,  and  his  tongue  appeared  to  be  about  a foot  long. 

Although  we  were  still  tired,  Peggy  and  I decided  to  visit 
Santarella.  We  drove  the  short  distance  and  returned  about 
forty-five  minutes  later.  We  found  Judy  standing  in  the  door  of 
her  pantry  with  her  back  towards  us.  In  one  outstretched  hand 
she  held  a chair,  in  the  other,  a whirring  electric  fan.  Inside  the 
pantry  Jack  was  weaving  and  dodging,  trying  to  get  past  her,  but 
she  was  determined  that  he  would  be  cooled  down,  whether  he 
liked  it  or  not!  In  spite  of  his  size,  energy  and  agility.  Jack  was 
no  match  for  Judy.  She  stood  her  ground,  wielding  chair  and 
fan  and  parrying  his  every  attempt  to  escape.  And  that  was 
when  I first  understood  that  here  was  a woman  to  be  reckoned 
with.  Dennis  Shapson 


The  Secrets 
of  the  Old 
Barn 

In  Memory  of 
Charles  E. 
Slater 


At  first  glance,  it  is  not  impressive  to  the  naked  eye.  Worn, 
haggard,  somewhat  decrepit  looking,  an  "eyesore"  some  might 
say.  Seen  better  days.  Detrimental  to  property  values  in  the 
neighborhood.  A good  weekend  project  for  the  local  fire 
company. 

The  apparent  characteristics  of  this  old  bam  are  much  like  so 
many  others  that  dot  the  mral  New  England  countryside.  They 
represent  an  era  long  since  past  in  American  history.  One  must 
look  close  and  study  hard,  to  unravel  the  real  tmth  behind  this 
old  bam  and  start  to  reveal  its  hidden  secrets.  Yes,  the  bam 
boards  are  cracked,  tattered,  unpainted  for  years.  Windows 
broken  or  missing,  some  even  too  soiled  for  the  sun's  rays  to 
penetrate.  It  has  a "weathered"  look,  showing  years  of  hard  use 
and  exposure  to  the  elements,  with  much  "deferred" 
maintenance.  Its  design  and  style  simplistic  by  today's 
standards.  It's  apparent  usefulness  a distant  memory. 

But  at  the  same  time,  the  old  bam  remains  tall,  sturdy, 
unwavering  to  the  winds.  The  foundation  remains  firm, 
providing  unquestionable  support  for  the  entire  stmcture.  Its 
roofline  tme  as  the  day  it  was  built,  its  purpose  intact,  and  its 
resolution  to  withstand  the  test  of  time  undaunted.  Step  up  to 
the  old  bam.  Peer  through  the  soiled  panes  of  glass.  When  the 
sun  is  just  right,  you  can  make  out  the  silhouette  of  the  owner  of 
this  stmcture.  Look  hard.  You  will  see  a man  of  advanced 
years,  leathery  skin,  slightly  bent  of  frame  and  slower  of  foot; 
exhibiting  a "weathered"  look  from  years  of  exposure  to  the 
elements.  Look  closer.  This  man,  although  advanced  in  years, 
remains  steady,  sure  of  foot,  dedicated  to  the  completion  of  the 
task  at  hand.  Most  generally,  this  old  bam  represents  his 
handiwork.  It  was  built  in  his  own  image.  A furn  foundation,  a 
sturdy  frame,  structural  integrity,  built  to  withstand  the  test  of 
time.  In  most  every  way,  this  old  bam  reflects  its  original 
owner,  tme  to  form. 

The  owner  of  the  old  bam  was  a New  England  farmer.  Each 
time  one  of  these  old  bams  is  taken  down,  it  reminds  us  that  we 
have  lost  another  member  of  a generation  that  is  now  nearly 
extinct.  Strong,  proud,  and  honest,  exhibiting  an  unequaled 
work  ethic.  The  fmits  of  his  labor  were  his  family  who 
surrounded  him  on  a daily  basis.  The  difficulties  inherent  in  his 
profession  mitigated  by  a strong  family,  his  belief  in  God  and 
the  satisfaction  derived  from  a job  well  done.  Lately  Americans 
have  been  asking  what  is  going  wrong  with  our  great  country'.  I 
believe  the  answer  may  lie  in  the  secret  of  the  old  bam. 

Sam  Slater 
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BLANCHE  THOBER 
1908-2002 


I grew  up  in  a big 
Victorian  house  with 
an  apartment  upstairs 
where  my  Aunt 
Blanche,  her  sister  and 
mother  lived.  I did 
not  realize  how  lucky 
I had  been  until  later 
when  I turned  eleven 
and  Blanche  married 
Bill  Thober  and 
moved  to  another 
town.  When  I asked 
her  if  she  would  have  children,  she  smiled  and  said  no,  that  my 
sister,  brother  and  I were  her  "children"  - Blanche  treated  us  that 
way. 

I do  not  remember  a time  when  she  was  not  glad  of  my 
presence.  My  childhood  memories  of  her  include  helping  her 
make  Sunday  suppers  and  watching  popovers  rise  in  the  oven; 
rainy  Saturday  afternoons  when  she  would  let  me  rifle  through 
her  jewelry  box  and  try  things  on;  and  her  taking  down  from  her 
closet's  top  shelf  a violin  she  had  played  in  her  high  school 
orchestra  and  showing  me  how  it  was  played. 

The  summers  were  particularly  enjoyable.  My  mother, 
grandmother,  brother,  sister  and  1 stayed  in  Canaan,  N.Y.  where 
my  family  owned  a place  they  ran  as  an  overnight  guest  house. 
It  was  Blanche's  dream  to  run  an  "inn".  On  Friday  nights,  we 
waited  with  great  anticipation  for  my  two  aunts  and  father  to 
arrive  after  they  worked  during  the  week  in  NYC.  Then  they 
worked  hard  on  the  weekend  for  the  guests.  1 can  remember 
Blanche  cooking  breakfast  for  as  many  as  fifteen  guests  when 
we  had  no  vacancies.  She  would  let  me  take  their  orders  and 
serve  them  in  the  dining  room.  She  really  enjoyed  the  guests, 
some  of  whom  became  her  life-long  friends. 

One  of  Blanche's  best  qualities  was  how  much  she  enjoyed 
being  with  people.  Listening  to  Tyringham  residents  talk  about 
her  during  and  after  her  memorial  service  at  the  Union  Church 
reinforced  this  feeling.  She  enjoyed  the  people  in  Tyringham  so 
much.  When  Bill  and  she  bought  the  old  Hiscox  house  in  1966, 
they  spent  weekends  fixing  it  up  for  about  six  years  and  then 
finally  retired  there,  it  was  as  if  they  had  found  their  niche. 

1 do  have  some  regrets.  One  is  that  I did  not  get  to  know  her 
even  better.  What  is  wonderful  is  that  there  was  so  much  of 
Blanche  to  get  to  know.  She  will  be  sorely  missed  by  all  of  us. 

Joan  Kuster 


As  we  go  to  press,  The  Hop  Brook  Club  mourns 
the  recent  death  of  two  members,  Georgia  Birkett 
and  Mary  Smith.  They  both  died  on  December  8,  2002. 


From  the  Office  of  the  Town  Clerk 

MARRIAGES 

September  7,  2002  James  Thompson  Fawcett  to  Katherine 
Elizabeth  Park 

DEATHS 

July  20,  2002  Sister  Mary  Pauline  Cartier 
August  12,  2002  Edward  Clifford  Perkins 
August  1 8,  2002  Charles  E.  Slater 
August  22,  2002  Sister  Mary  Monica  White 
December  8,  2002  Georgia  Birkett 
BIRTHS 

June  21,  2002  Abrianna  Rose  Chaffee,  daughter  of  Candy 

Lynn  and  Christopher  Thomas  Chaffee 

THE  VALLEY  CLUB 

Our  Valley  Club  held  a successful  flea  market  in  July  at 
the  Firemen's  Pavilion.  Our  proceeds  go  to  purchasing 
the  flowers  that  we  plant  in  the  circle  at  the  center  of  town, 
in  the  pot  by  the  Post  Office  and  around  the  Town  Flail. 
We  are  proud  to  be  able  to  help  keep  the  town  looking 
good. 

Ruth  A.  Heath,  President 

HOP  BROOK  CLUB 

In  the  interests  of  improving  community  life  in 
Tyringham,  the  Hop  Brook  Club  has  been  busy  this  year 
with  many  of  our  traditional  projects,  publishing  the 
Topics,  supporting  scholarships,  selling  note  cards, 
organizing  children’s  programs,  assisting  in  the  fuel  costs 
for  our  little  church,  and  helping  support  the  library. 

After  quite  a long  hiatus,  we  returned  to  the  lecture 
business  with  the  splendid  lecture  over  Thanksgiving 
weekend  by  Bill  Cosel,  a loyal  Hop  Brook  husband,  who 
has  had  a fascinating  career  as  a TV  producer. 

We  welcome  all  Tyringham  women  and  have  a lot  of 
fun  working  together.  Our  meetings  are  monthly  at  1 1 :30 
on  Wednesdays  at  various  houses  or  gardens  around 
town.  We  bring  our  own  sandwiches  and  share  some 
outrageous  dessert  brought  by  a member.  Occasionally  a 
local  notable,  like  Brody  Hale,  regales  us  at  lunch  about 
shaking  hands  with  President  Bush. 

In  my  twenty  some  years  as  a member,  I can  really 
appreciate  the  friendships  and  community  contribution 
possible  through  this  simple  little  organization.  I salute  four 
wonderful  members  who  died  this  year  - Mary  Smith, 
Georgia  Birkett,  our  former  President  and  quilt  enthusiast, 
our  longtime  Treasurer  Blanche  Thober,  who  kept  our 
checkbook  meticulously  balanced,  and  another  former 
President,  Judy  Reber,  who  spent  many  a sleepless  night 
creating,  single-handedly,  issue  after  issue  of  The 
Tyringham  Topics! 
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Mini  Gilder,  President 


Tom  & Tommy  Fetmelly  Henning  Carlson  Carl  Curtin 


BRUSH  CLEARING 

On  November  2"’^  2002,  a number  of  Tyringham 
residents  bravely  faced  a frigid  autumn  day  and  tackled 
the  tangle  of  trees,  multiflora  rose  bushes,  juniper  and 
barberry  growing  on  the  steep  face  of  the  Cobble  and 
behind  the  parking  area  on  Jerusalem  Road,  working  side 
by  side  with  Trustees  of  Reservations  volunteers  and  staff. 
Down  below,  along  Hop  Brook,  Peter  Curtin  and  Les 
Beebe  conquered  the  jungle  across  from  Orchard  House. 
The  roar  of  chain  saws  and  weed  whackers  was  magical, 
and  the  results  were  way  beyond  expectations. 

Fifty  years  ago,  Clifford  Canon's  cows  tamed  our 
beloved  hill.  I hope  that  as  many  of  us  as  possible, 
together  with  Gilly  Palmer's  Herefords,  can  continue  to 
reclaim  it. 

All  of  you  who  worked  so  hard  - too  many  to  name  here 
- are  owed  an  enormous  debt  of  gratitude. 

Maggie  Howard 
Tyringham  Properties  Committee 

TYRINGHAM  UNION  CHURCH 

Over  the  past  year  at  the  Tyringham  Union  Church,  a 
great  deal  has  happened  the  most  important  of  which  is 
that  the  Holy  Spirit  is  working  to  unite  and  bond  our 
congregation  and  the  town.  In  knowing  that  we  are  open 
to  all,  we  begin  to  grow  in  many  wonderful  and  different 
ways.  We’ve  celebrated  baptisms,  weddings  and  mourned 
the  losses  of  family  members  in  funeral  services,  and  our 
church  congregation  is  growing  in  size. 

The  parsonage  has  been  restored  and  there  are 
people  living  there  now.  We  are  supporting  various 
missions  and  our  lives  are  enriched  by  worship  in  our 
Church  in  Tyringham.  We  hope  all  will  come  to  our 
Candlelight  Service  on  Sunday,  December  22  at  5 pm.  All 
are  welcome  at  our  1 1 o’clock  Sunday  Services.  There  is 
adult  Sunday  School  at  10  am  prior  to  the  service. 

Let  us  all  pray  for  peace  in  the  world  and  for  all  to  love 
each  other. 

Pastor  David  Hurst 

FRIENDS  FOR  THE  PRESERVATION  OF 
UNION  CHURCH 

Our  dreams  of  completing  the  restoration  of  the 
exterior  of  our  beautiful  Greek  Revival  church  were 
realized  this  summer.  Thanks  to  the  many  local  donations 
matched  by  a $26,000  grant  from  the  Massachusetts 
Preservation  Projects  Fund  of  the  Massachusetts 
Historical  Commission,  the  church  is  really  looking 


magnificent  since  the  last  ladder  came  down  in 
September.  The  new  handsome  cedar  shingle  roof  is  the 
most  conspicuous  change  after  years  of  black  asphalt 
shingles.  The  church  is  completely  repainted,  and  the 
foundation  drainage  system  improved.  Architect  John 
James  of  Ashley  Falls  helped  us  in  all  phases,  and  Molly 
Curtin  Schaefer,  Maggie  Howard  and  Tom  Dillon  provided 
amazing  teamwork  as  we  made  our  way  through  the 
mountains  of  paperwork  required  by  the  state! 

Mini  Gilder,  President 

SISTERS  OF  THE  VISITATION 

The  Sisters  of  the  Visitation  wish  all  of  our  friends  and 
neighbors  in  Tyringham  our  best  wishes  for  Christmas  and 
the  coming  New  Year  of  2003. 

In  2003  the  Visitation  Sisters  of  Tyringham  will 
celebrate  the  150*^  anniversary  of  the  community's 
presence  in  the  United  States.  This  community  was 
founded  by  a French  monastery  from  Montiuel  (near 
Lyons,  France)  in  August  of  1853.  The  sisters  settled  at 
first  at  Keokuk,  Iowa  and  later  moved  to  Wilmington, 
Delaware  until  the  community  relocated  to  Massachusetts 
in  1993.  We  will  be  celebrating  our  sesquicentennial  this 
summer  by  hosting  an  open  hours  for  all  of  our  neighbors 
and  friends  in  Tyringham  and  we  will  be  certain  to  send 
each  of  you  a notice  of  the  date  and  time. 

2002  brought  us  both  joys  and  sorrows.  Mother  Mary 
Ruth  Dolch  was  elected  our  superior  for  another  three 
years  on  May  16.  However,  on  July  20,  we  lost  our 
beloved  sister  Mary  Pauline,  one  day  after  her  92"*^ 
birthday.  Sister  Mary  Pauline  had  been  a member  of  the 
Swiss  delegation  to  the  World's  Fair  held  in  the  United 
States  in  1939.  She  was  not  able  to  return  to  Switzerland 
after  the  outbreak  of  World  War  II  and  some  years  later 
entered  our  monastery  in  Wilmington.  On  August  22  our 
dear  sister  Mary  Monica  White  died.  Sister  Mary  Monica 
was  from  Glasgow,  Scotland,  but  had  lived  much  of  her 
life  in  New  York.  She  entered  the  monastery  when  she 
was  in  her  fifties  and  died  a few  months  before  her  96‘^ 
birthday.  She  wanted  to  die  "with  her  boots  on"  and  she 
really  did  so.  Sister  Mary  Monica  never  became  an  invalid 
and  even  attended  mass  the  morning  she  died. 


TYRINGHAM  FIRE  DEPARTMENT 

We  have  had  another  good  year.  Fortunately,  not  much 
has  happened.  Most  of  our  calls  these  days  are  medical. 

In  fund-raising,  we  had  a very  successful  steak  roast 
and  want  to  thank  all  who  worked  so  hard  and  also  those 
who  attended.  We  need  to  raise  funds  because  we  are 
working  on  getting  a new  fire  house  and  will  soon  need  a 
new  fire  truck  as  well.  We  hope  to  get  them  both  at  the 
same  time. 

We  cleaned  brush  from  along  the  brook  so  things  look 
pretty  good  now. 

In  January  we  will  be  into  heavy  training  to  meet  the 
new  mandated  State  standards. 

James  J.  Curtin,  Fire  Chief 
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SELECTMEN'S  NEWS 


We  have  had  another  busy  year.  We  have  many 
projects  going  like  the  drainage  of  excess  water  from 
behind  the  houses  from  the  park  to  Merry  Brook.  When 
we  have  big  storms  and  spring  runoff  these  houses  got 
the  brunt  of  it  and  cellars  flood  and  septic  systems  are 
overrun.  We  are  trying  to  put  in  a drainage  system  that 
would  take  the  water  into  Hop  Brook  at  the  bridge  by  the 
park  instead  of  letting  it  run  down  through  these  fourteen 
properties  and  into  the  brook  via  Merry  Brook. 

We  are  under  study  at  the  transfer  station  to  try  to 
relocate  the  Highway  Department  over  there  as  this  would 
free  up  the  Town  Hall  for  a possible  move  of  the  Post 
Office  give  the  library  more  room. 

Our  Highway  crew,  under  the  direction  of  our  Highway 
Superintendent,  Les  Beebe,  has  repaired  the  George 
Canon  Road  so  it  is  a much  better  road.  This  is  a big 
asset  for  our  Fire  Company  as  fire  trucks  and  medical 
personnel  can  respond  to  emergencies  much  quicker.  We 
just  had  a false  alarm  fire  call  and  the  fire  company  took 
two  trucks  up  George  Canon  Road  and  were  very 
pleased  with  the  road.  Our  Goose  Pond  residents  can 
also  use  it  to  come  to  the  valley  (weather  permitting)  as  it 
is  only  two  miles  compared  to  seven  miles  around  through 
Lee. 

We  are  still  waiting  on  the  status  of  our  road  project 
from  Monterey  Road  to  the  Barnes  Road.  Monies  for  this 
come  from  federal  and  state  funds.  (We  hope  it  all  won't 
go  into  the  Big  Dig!) 

Our  project  at  the  Town  Hall  and  Library  is  almost 
complete  for  an  ADA  grant  we  received. 

We  are  at  present  gearing  up  for  winter-  getting  all  our 
materials  and  equipment  ready. 

We  wish  all  of  our  residents  and  friends  Happy 
Holidays  For  the  Selectmen 

Peter  L.  Curtin,  Chairman 


TYRINGHAM  LIBRARY 

We  are  grateful  to  the  Hop  Brook  Club  for  their 
continued  support  of  the  Library.  We  have  hired  a high 
school  student  as  Library  Clerk  to  keep  our  catalogue  up 
to  date,  organize  the  children's  section  as  well  as  the  adult 
books  and  to  inventory  the  contents  of  the  Library.  The 
Bookmobile  continues  to  visit  about  every  three  months 
and  makes  it  possible  to  offer  a larger  selection  of  books, 
audio  books  and  videos.  We  have  had  donations  of 
juvenile  books,  both  fiction  and  non-fiction,  adult  books 
and  paperbacks.  We  encourage  townspeople  to  visit  to 
the  Library  to  borrow  from  our  great  collection  of  new 
books  and  old  favorites.  The  Library  computer  with 
Internet  access  is  available  during  Library  hours.  In  the 
summer,  hikers  on  the  Appalachian  Trail  frequently  come 
in  to  pick  up  their  email  and  chat  about  their  experiences 
on  the  trail.  Many  visitors  to  the  area  come  into  look 
around  and  chat,  including  some  old  time  residents  who 
entertain  us  with  tales  of  the  past. 

Mary  Garner,  Librarian 
Kathleen  Van  Orman,  Teresa  Mottarella,  Trustees 


Tyringham 


Runners 


Ridge 


Even  though  we  had  little  snow,  the  club  was  quite  active. 
We  would  like  to  thank  all  who  let  us  ride  their  property,  and 
are  looking  for  a good  winter  for  riding  this  year.  We  have  new 
officers,  and  they  are  as  follows  Dave  Gamer,  President;  Jim 
Guachione,  Vice  President;  Lori  Curtin,  Secretary  and  Sissy 
Curtin,  Treasurer. 

Our  meetings  are  held  at  the  Firehouse,  and  for  the  months  of 
October,  November  and  December  will  be  on  the  3rd 
Wednesday  of  the  month,  and  January  through  March  will  go 
back  to  the  2nd  and  4th  Wednesdays.  Any  one  interested  in 
joining,  please  stop  in  at  a meeting.  Any  correspondence  can  go 
to  the  Tyringham  Ridge  Runners,  P.O.  Box  423,  Tyringham, 
MA  01264.  Happy  Trails!!! 

Sissy  Curtin 


V.  G.  October  7,  1908  George  Hale  had  a strawberry  plant 
yesterday  with  two  blossoms  and  fruit  set. 


Cojfee  Hour 

TYRINGHAM  COUNCIL  ON  AGING 


We  continue  to  offer  some  programs  for  people  over 
60.  Once  a month  we  meet  at  the  Union  Church  for  a pot 
luck  lunch  that  usually  includes  a speaker  or  an  activity. 
Notices  are  sent  ahead  of  time.  Osteoporosis  prevention 
exercise  classes  take  place  on  Tuesdays  at  9 am  at  the 
Town  Hall.  This  gentle  exercise  is  suitable  for  older 
people.  We  also  meet  for  coffee  and  conversation  at  the 
Town  Hall  on  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  from  10  to  11:30 
am.  Volunteer  Tyringham  drivers  are  also  available  for 
visits  to  doctors,  shopping,  etc.  Service  can  be  obtained 
by  calling  Berkshire  Elder  Services  at  1-800-544-5242. 

Barbara  Adams,  Secretary 
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THE  FUTURE? 


V.  G.  May  27,  1908  Immediately  in  the  rear  of  Mr.  Slated s 
home  the  hill  rises  steeply  on  the  eastward,  opening  up  a 
beautiful  prospect  of  the  entire  Tyringham  valley  and  the 
country  about  Lenox....  In  these  woods  are  stumps  of  great  sugar 
maples  with  an  occasional  giant  tree  left,  where  once  was  the 
sugar  orchard  of  Nathan  Rowley,  in  his  day  one  of  the 
prominent  and  wealthy  men  of  the  town,  who  lived  on  the 
present  Crittenden  place.  He  left  an  estate  of  $30,000.  Some  of 
these  trees  were  four  feet  through.  The  ground  is  now  growing 
up  to  hemlock....  We  then  struck  a former  wood  road  which  John 
Hale  and  Hiram  Dorman  opened  up  onto  Long  Mountain  in  the 
days  when  paper  was  made  in  Tyringham,  and  over  which  they 
drew  large  quantities  of  wood  to  the  old  Turkey  Mill.  Older 
citizens  of  the  town  remember  seeing  strings  of  cattle  drawing 
as  much  as  t^’enty-five  cords  of  wood  in  a line. 

The  families  who  lived  in  this  comer  of  Tyringham  have 
largely  broken  up  and  dispersed  except  the  Hales.  There  were 
Charles  Slater  and  his  father,  Eber  Slater,  Isaac  Garfield,  Eli 
Hale,  grandfather  of  George,  Charles  and  Will  Hale,  Nelson 
Ives,  Nathaniel  Brewer.  The  present  beautiful  meadows  with 
their  luxuriant  grass  were  a heavily  wooded  swamp.  When  the 
movement  commenced  from  the  hilltops  downward  it  made  a 
sensation.  A settler  who  came  down  and  built  a log  house 
where  afterwards  the  South  family  of  Shakers  built,  was  chided 
for  going  to  live  in  the  "swamp" .... 

Bearing  northeast  we  came  out  into  the  open  where  was  a 
former  settlement.  Such  a country!  We  have  seen  no  such  stony 
land  in  Berkshire.  A road  not  on  the  maps  runs  through  it,  but 

is  fenced  off  in  places  and  the  brooks  are  unbridged Great 

stone  walls,  high  and  wide,  line  the  road  on  both  sides  and 
divide  the  fields,  while  there  are  enough  left  to  cover  much  of 
the  land.  Yet  in  this  immediate  section  we  found  five  cellars. 
How  people  could  have  got  a living  among  such  rocks  is  a 
wonder 

One  of  the  best  trout  brooks  in  Tyringham  comes  out  of  the 

mountain  in  this  section At  one  time  there  were  three  up  and 

down  sawmills  on  its  course  and  a fourth  was  started,  the  dam 
built  and  pond  made  by  Amos  Heath.  This  is  called  Camp 
Brook,  for  the  reason  that  on  the  lower  part  of  it  was  a famous 
Indian  camp,  where  a number  of  tepees  were  occupied  by 
friendly  red  men.  It  is  known  by  many  that  the  Tyringham 
Indians  taught  the  white  men  how  to  make  maple  sugar 

If  Gifford  Pinchot  or  any  other  public  forester  should  visit 
this  region  he  would  find  a forcible  text  for  preaching  a gospel 
of  timber  preservation.  Mr.  Slater  and  the  writer  could  but 
speak  of  the  wasteful  destruction  of  the  timber  on  every  side. 
Hundreds  of  fine  ash  trees  had  been  cut,  tH'o,  three  and  more 
years  back,  and  allowed  to  go  to  decay,  sometimes  the  butt  log 
having  been  used  by  often  the  whole  tree  was  left.  We  agreed 
that  for  every  dollar  of  timber  that  had  been  drawn  out  of  the 
woods,  another  dollar's  worth  was  allowed  to  rot.... 


BERKSHIRE  GROWN  PROMOTES  FARMING 

Berkshire  Grown,  the  only  switchboard  solely  for 
agriculture  in  the  Berkshires,  is  trying  to  reverse  the  loss 
of  10,000  acres  of  local  farmland  since  the  early  1990’s. 

BG  Director  Amy  Cotier  reports,  “A  lot  of  agricultural 
information  comes  through  our  office.  We  connect 
farmers  with  restaurateurs,  do  research  on  agricultural 
policy  issues  and  then  get  the  information  out,  help 
farmers  sell  excess  crops,  consult  on  land  usage — you 
name  it,  if  the  subject  is  locally  grown  products,  then  we’re 
involved  in  it.” 

“Think  of  us  an  agricultural  think  tank,”  suggests 
Assistant  Director  Susan  Minnich,  a flower  grower  who’s 
active  in  the  Great  Barrington  Farmers’  Market.  “BG’s 
Business-to-Business  program  has  linked  up  60  local 
chefs  with  90  local  farmers,  making  everyone  happy, 
including  the  diner  whose  food  is  fresher  and  tastier 
because  it’s  local.” 

Locals  and  tourists  alike  have  benefited  from  BG’s 
widely  distributed  annual  farm  map,  which  helps  people 
find  freshly  grown  food  at  farms  or  farmers’  markets. 
“’Pick  your  own’  appeals  to  kids  and  adults,”  says  Cotier, 
who  is  also  a chef  and  cookbook  author. 

Hundreds  of  Berkshire  residents  have  enjoyed  BG’s 
annual  harvest  festival.  The  Beautiful  Bountiful  Berkshires. 
Held  in  late  September  at  Eastover  Resort,  the  BBB 
features  imaginative  tastings  by  2 dozen  local  chefs  and 
an  ambitious  silent  auction  that  grossed  $12,000  this  year. 

BG  has  also  tried  to  connect  farmers  who  need  land 
with  landowners  who  want  their  land  farmed.  “There  are 
some  sticky  issues  here,  but  the  net  result  could  be 
terrific,”  says  Cotier,  grinning  at  the  thought  of  reversing 
the  decades-old  decline  in  Berkshire  agriculture  land. 

Laurily  Epstein, 
Board  member,  Berkshire  Grown 


39 


NEWS  FROM  NEAR  AND  FAR 

From  Ohio,  Sam  and  Debbie  Slater  write  “All  is  well  with  our  family  after  a difficult  spring  and  summer 
with  my  father’s  illness  and  subsequent  passing  in  August.  A heartfelt  'thank  you!'  to  all  who  were  so  kind 
and  supportive.  We  wish  all  townsfolk  near  and  far  a very  happy  holiday  season.”  And  from  Crystal  Brook 
Farm,  here  in  Tyringham,  Elizabeth  Slater  echoes  their  message  “The  Slater  family  is  most  appreciative 
of  the  many  kindnesses  shown  during  the  loss  of  Charles  and  also  during  my  illness.” 

Congratulations  to  Joey  Curtin,  son  of  Denise  and  grandson  of  Jim  and  Kathy,  recently  inducted  into 
the  National  Honor  Society  at  Lee  High  School. 

Virginia  Gorman  reports  that  her  daughter  Susan  is  at  Hunter  College  getting  her  master’s  degree  in 
social  work  and  devoting  time  to  New  Yorkers  formerly  sleeping  in  the  subway.  Grandson  Conor  is 
finishing  at  SUNY  Purchase  in  the  music  department  and  writing  sweet  sounds. 

Anticipating  their  first  Christmas  in  Milan,  Joe  and  Ann  Gallo  write:  “The  Gallo  girls  are  thriving  in  their 
Italian  environment.  New  foods,  smells  and  sounds  for  all  of  us.  We  hope  all  is  well  by  everyone  at  home 
in  Tyringham.  We  miss  you  all  but  will  catch  up  at  the  Steak  Roast!” 

Rosa  and  Walt  Aiward’s  daughter  Heidi  Nutt  and  her  husband  David  and  daughter,  Emily,  returned 
from  Germany  in  January  and  are  stationed  at  Fort  Campbell,  KY.  Walt  and  Joanna  Alward  have  a new 
baby  girl.  Jade  Montgomery,  born  April  1 1 , 2002. 

Julie  and  Chuck  Reich’s  son  Gabriel  is  marrying  Elka  Amorim-Graciano  in  Brazil  in  December. 
Benjamin  Reich  is  in  Hanoi,  Vietnam  working  for  the  Veterans  of  America  Foundation. 

Many  weddings  to  report!  Donald  and  Lauria  Puntin’s  son,  Matthew,  was  married  on  June  15  to  Amy 
Aherne  of  Pittsfield.  Delayed  by  one  day  due  to  a violent  summer  storm.  Herb  and  Deb  Heath  were 
married  on  July  24^^.  Mother  of  the  groom,  Ruth  Heath,  writes  “Luckily,  the  hall  was  available,  the  J.P. 
and  D.J.  could  accommodate  and  most  of  the  guests  managed  to  attend!”  The  weather  co-operated 
magnificently  on  September  7 when  James  Fawcett  of  Fernside  married  Katherine  Park.  The  service 
was  at  St. Joseph’s  Church  in  Stockbridge  and  the  reception  was  in  Tyringham.  James  and  Kathy  are 
living  in  New  York  City.  And  on  October  12,  Tunk  and  Dede  Loring’s  son,Tony,  married  Sara  Saloomey, 
daughter  of  Ziter  and  Carole  Saloomey  of  Otis.  They  are  living  in  their  new  home  in  West  Otis. 

The  Tyringham  Topics  welcomes  many  new  babies  in  2002:  David  and  Selina  Lamb’s  Robin  Keating 
Lamb  took  his  time,  but  was  finally  born  on  March  19  in  New  York  City.  Since  then  he  has  been  a full-time 
Tyringham  resident.  Catha  and  Viggo  Rambusch  have  a new  granddaughter  Marygrace  Kristin,  born  to 
Lucia  and  Neil  Adam  in  Denver  on  September  8.  Both  her  paternal  great  grandmothers  are  named  Mary, 
and  they  rejoice  at  her  arrival.  Hylie  and  John  Pappenheimer  have  a new  grandson,  Ramsey  John 
Richardson  Plant  of  Nashville  TN,  son  of  their  son  Rick  Plant.  Sandy  Hayne  to  reports  three  new 
grandsons!  Her  daughter  Cathryn  and  husband  Jeff  Cooperman  had  a son,  Holden  Hayne,  shortly  after 
the  Topics  went  to  press  last  Christmas.  Ten  weeks  later,  it  was  twins,  Samuel  Lawrence  and  Arnold 
James,  born  to  Sandy’s  other  daughter  Suzanne  and  Ron  Silberstein.  All  three  babies  were  born  in  the 
same  San  Francisco  Hospital,  and  their  grandfather  Arnold  was  able  to  enjoy  them  all  before  he  passed 
away  this  summer.  Karen  and  Bert  Williams’  family  have  had  a mixture  of  joy  and  sorrow  with  the 
premature  birth  of  Tim  and  Diane  Williams’  twin  boys,  Dominic  and  Nicholas  on  April  15.  After  a month- 
long struggle,  little  Nicholas  died  on  May  20.  The  babies’  maternal  grandparents  are  Ceil  Roosa  and 
Eugene  Gop. 

William  and  Connie  Dyer  write  “We  are  proud  great-grand  parents  of  Hannah  Nicole  Schmitz, 
daughter  of  Heidi  and  Daniel  Schmidtz.  Heidi  is  Beverly’s  daughter.  We  are  sorry  to  report  Arthur’s  lovely 
wife,  Jane,  died  the  first  of  March.” 

From  Hollywood,  Florida,  Jimmy  Heath  thanks  his  Tyringham  friends  for  their  support  and  prayers 
during  his  illness,  which  is  now  in  remission. 

From  Boston,  Anne  Moffett  writes  of  her  new  granddaughter  Elizabeth  Anne  Shafto  Moffett  born  to  her 
son  Sam  and  Fiona  on  July  23.  Sarah  Moffett  Waterman  married  Cory  Alan  Blair  on  October  13.  Anne  is 
coordinating  a forthcoming  exhibition  of  stained  glass  from  the  Boston  studio  of  Charles  J.  Connick 
(1875-1945).  While  awaiting  the  exhibit  to  open  in  Boston  in  2005,  you  can  visit  two  windows  from  this 
studio,  entitled  “Faith”  and  “Hope,”  at  St.  Mary’s  Church  in  Lee! 
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Nan  and  Paul  Freed  are  currently  in  Philadelphia.  Tune  in  to  CBS  on  Fridays  at  9PM  to  see  Nan’s 
series  “HACK.”  Paul  is  teaching  some  courses  at  Drexel  University. 

Celia  Kittredge  and  her  daughter,  Kit  Clucas,  have  recently  returned  from  a wonderful  driving  trip 
through  Ireland  with  “far  too  brief”  stops  in  London  and  Scotland. 

Gladys  Shirley’s  granddaughter  is  headed  to  Antarctica!  Sarah  is  a doctoral  candidate  at  UC 
Berkeley,  CA.  Through  a grant  from  the  National  Science  Foundation  she  will  spend  two  months 
collecting  glacial  data  and  searching  for  meteorites.  She  and  three  colleagues  will  be  based  at  Murdo 
Station  and  from  there  will  be  camping  on  the  ice. 

Asher  Treat,  now  95  years  old,  has  moved  to  Kimball  Farms  Nursing  Care  Center  on  Sunset 
Avenue  in  Lenox.  Mabel,  his  47  year  old  turtle,  lovingly  cared  for  all  these  years,  has  been  entrusted  to 
his  great-grandson  Dakota  Ketchen  of  Tyringham.  Philippa  Claude,  Asher’s  step-daughter,  urges 
friends  to  visit  or  write  him.  (40  Sunset  Ave,  Lenox,  MA  01240) 

Karen  Williams  writes  “Jesse  Pierce  lives  alone  in  Bellows  Falls  VT.  He  would  enjoy  hearing  from 
his  old  friends  and  neighbors.”  (19  Transport  Park,  Bellows  Falls,  VT  05101) 

From  Ferrisburgh  VT,  Christina  Canon  Craighead  writes  “The  death  of  my  father  (Garfield  Canon) 
on  July  16  was  a heartbreaking  loss  for  our  entire  family”.  She  expresses  her  gratitude  to  all  the 
Tyringham  community  who  touched  her  life  with  their  presence  and/or  prayers  at  that  time. 

Harry  Ellis  Dickson,  now  grandfather  of  six  and  great-grandfather  of  eight,  sends  “sincere  good 
Christmas  greetings  to  all  our  Tyringham  neighbors.” 

Clint  Elliott  writes  that  Susannah  and  Kim  Novick  are  now  living  in  Concord,  MA  with  their  children, 
Eliza  and  Cray.  Alex  has  moved  to  a new  house  in  Lenox.  Rosy  and  Hank  Glassman  have  moved  to 
Radnor,  PA  where  Hank  teaches  at  Haverford,  and  their  fourth  child  Mila  was  born  on  August  1 9.  Her 
arrival  brings  Elizabeth  and  Clint’s  grand  total  of  grandchildren  up  to  17. 

The  Elliotts  are  still  behind  Mary  and  Ozzie  Rathbun,  whose  20*'^  grandchild,  Cheyenne  Lynn 
Rathbun,  arrived  on  Nov  19,  2001. 

Gail  and  Peter  Charpentier’s  daughter,  Lissy,  has  headed  on  a cross-country  trip  with  the  plan  to 
start  college  in  northern  CA  in  February.  Meanwhile  Matthew  is  doing  well  in  middle  school  in  Great 
Barrington  and  enjoying  the  Boy  Scouts. 

In  June  after  months  of  improvements,  Lynn  Bertelli  and  Alan  Wilcox  opened  their  new  business 
at  Cobble  View  Bed  and  Breakfast  (formerly  the  Golden  Goose).  “We  enjoyed  meeting  all  the  new 
people  that  came  our  way,  and  received  lots  of  positive  feedback  about  our  lovely  town.  We  look 
forward  to  spending  our  first  holiday  season  in  Tyringham!” 

After  15  years  in  Simsbury,  CT,  Shaun  and  Holly  Murphy  still  miss  Tyringham.  They  had  a happy 
visit  in  September  seeing  the  Gilders,  Georgia  Birkett,  and  Sissy  Curtin,  which  was  capped  by  a tour  of 
their  old  house  by  the  Deelys.  “They  have  done  an  absolutely  amazing  make-over  of  the  property.  So, 
too,  has  Lynn  Bertelli  on  the  Cobble  View  B&B.”  Son  Niall  is  training  for  the  Olympics  in  CA  for  a spot 
on  the  U.S  men’s  field  hockey  team.  After  Eamonn’s  graduation  this  year  from  Westfield  State,  Shaun 
and  he  had  a grand  tour  of  Ireland,  meeting  Niall  and  seeking  their  roots.  Siobhan  landed  the  lead  role 
in  her  school’s  play  this  fall  and  is  a newly  licensed  driver! 

“Alas,  we  are  leaving  our  Tyringham  ‘farm,’”  writes  Hilary  Deely,  “and  moving  to  our  Stockbridge 
‘ranch.’  We  will  truly  miss  all  our  friends  and  neighbors  that  we  have  known  and  loved  for  the  last 
fifteen  years.  Please  don’t  forget  us  - we  are  only  a town  away!” 

Petey  Perkins  writes  “Ned  died  on  August  12*^  at  Glencote.  He  had  celebrated  his  83^^^  birthday 
there  at  the  end  of  July.  Considering  his  first  Tyringham  birthday  was  when  he  was  three,  it  was  a 
good  record!  Family  and  friends  gathered  for  a memorial  service  at  St.  George’s  Church  in  Lee,  and 
his  ashes  are  buried  in  the  Tyringham  Cemetery.” 
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In  memory  of  Stet 

Steve  & Barbara  Adams 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop 
Walt  & Rosa  Alward; 

David,  Heidi  & Emily  Nutt; 

Walter  Jr., Joanna  Perry,  Jade  Alward 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Betty,  Bill  Bean  & Whitney 
Lynn  Bertelli  & Alan  Wilcox 
Georgia  H.  Birkett  & family 
Jennifer  Bishop  & Daniel  Epstein,  Theodore 
Nathaniel 

Theresa  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 

Bob  & MaryAnn,  Nicole  & Alexis  Brown 

Jacob  & Irmgard  Bucher 

In  loving  memory  of  Nort  and  Eleanor  Canon 

& Carolyn  G.  Canon 

John  & Marie  Canon,  and  family; 

Gary,  Jennifer  & Ryan  Storti 
David  Carriere 

The  Cernik  Family  (near  ‘n  far) 

Les  desean  Feliz  Navidad  y 
Prospero  Ano  Nuevo 

Linda  Chamorro,  Edgar  Ignacio 
Chamorro,  Edgar  Chamorro 
In  memory  of  Grandma  Edith 

Peter,  Gail,  Lissy  & Matt  Charpentier 
Bob  & Sue  Choquette,  Aubrey,  Noah  & 

Nicky 

Dot  Choquette 

Chuck  &Terry  Clark  & Family 
Francis  & Betty  Clark  & Family 
Bill  & Christine  Hale  Corcoran,  D.C.  & 

Corey;  Christian  & Leslie  Bienvenue 
Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gaby  & Molly 
John  & Christina  Craighead 
Player  & Bobbie  Crosby  & Family 
Carl  & Chris  Curtin, 

Gerry  Curtin 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joey,  Jim, 
Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin,  Tim  & 

Shawn  Murphy 

Johnny  & Sissy  Curtin,  Mark,  Lori,  Mike  & 
Pam,  Madison  & Colby  Curtin 
Mary  Curtin;  Gene  & Nancy;  Cindi  & Kevin, 
Gene  & Scott 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Michelle  & 

Peter  Curtin  Jr.,  & sons,  Ethan  & Collin; 
Trish  & Jamie  Curtin  & family;  Joshua, 
Nissa  & Asia;  Matt  & sons;  Dillon  & 
Devin;  Tina  Eral,  Joshua  & Megan 
Terry  & Marilyn  & Stephen  Curtin;  Terry  Jr., 
Lisa  & Darby  Curtin;  Kevin  & Kelly, 
Amanda  Gadaier  & Tony  Haywood; 

Beth  Ann,  Greg  & Kyle  Poulin 


Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 
In  memory  of  Holly  Darey 

Putt  Darey,  Jennifer  Darey  Miller, 
Hannah  Miller 

Hilary  & Philip  Deely,  Maisie  & Pip 
Betty  L.  Dennis 

Harry  Ellis  Dickson;  Kitty  & Mike  Dukakis; 

Janet  & Alfred  Peters. 

Tom  & Therese  Dillon 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax,  David  & 
Adam  Donald;  Peggy  Snider  & Al 
Adato;  Gypsy  Snider  & Patrick 
Leonard,  Laska;  Lorenzo  Pisoni 
In  memory  of  Christmases  past  and  Roy  & 
Candace  Heath 

Gerry  & Donna  (Heath)  Drake 
William  & Connie  Dyer;  Beverly  & Wayne 
Phillips;  Arthur  Dyer 
Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott 
Susannah  Elliott  & Kim  Novick,  Eliza  & Cray 
In  memory  of  David  P.  Curtin 
Gino,  Mary,  Nick  Errichetto 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  Annette;  James  & 
Katherine  Park  Fawcett 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 
Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly 
Eddie  & Dianne  Fennelly:  Adam  Fennelly, 
Michelle  & Justin;  Darrell  Fennelly  & 
Marcy;  Pat  & Mike  Boyle,  Lynette, 
Diana  & Michael 

Everett  & MaryAnn  Fennelly;  Everett  & 
MaryBeth  & Luke  Fennelly; 

Amy  Fennelly  & Byron  Renderer 
Michael  Frazier  & Charles  Mirotznik 
Nan  Bernstein  & Paul  Freed 
In  memory  of  Agnes  Curtin 

Sandy,  Jason  & Aaron  Frigon 
Ann  & Joe  Gallo,  Adriana,  Phoebe  & 
Francesca 

Allan  & May  Garner,  Nancy  Wood 
Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard  & Nannina 

Mary  Ellen  Gilder;  Josh,  Anne-Lee  & Max 
Gilder;  David,  Cindy  & Allison  Gilder 
Virgina  Gorman;  Susan  & Conor  Moran 
Kathryn  Greenthal  & Ted  & Tommy  Stern 
Larry,  Sally,  Eric  & Laura  Griffin 
In  memory  of  loved  ones,  Alice  M.  Hale 
David  Hale 
Dorothea  Hanson 
Kate  Harding 

Sandy  Hayne,  Catharyn  & Jeff  Cooperman, 
Holden;  Suzanne  & Ron  Silberstein  & 
twins  Samuel  and  Arnold  James 
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Happy  Holidays  from  Ruth  Heath,  John 
Heath;  Nancy,  Randy,  Adam  & Robert 
Wade;  Jimmy  & Christina  Heath;  Sue, 
Don,  Karie  Heath 

In  loving  memory  of  Cort  & Anna  Heath, 
Cort  Jr.  & Gary 

Gladys  Heath,  Roxanne,  Colleen, 
Heather  & Families 
Herb  and  Deb  Heath 
Louie  & Alan  Hoblitzell  & Max  & Kate 
Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
Maggie  Howard 
Sarah  Hudson 

Barclay  & Kertsin,  Colin  Hudson:  Sean  & 
Elayne  Hudson 

Arlene  Jennings  & Blase  Katterhagen;  Kate 
Heather  & Bill  Ketchen  & Dakota 
Wil  & Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & 
Sophie,  Willem;  Nick  & Lisa 
Celia  Kittredge  and  family 
Roger  & Holly  Ketron 

George  & Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Hawley 
Truax  & Jane  Thrailkill,  Olivia  & Naomi; 
Julie  & Charles  Truax 
Lucyan,  Alan  & Lisa  Kraszeski;  Nancy  & 
Ronald  & Rebecca  Robitaille 
Selina  & David  Lamb  & Robin 
Doug  & Marion  Leach 
Steve,  Ruth  & Shannon  LeCompte,  Erin, 

Tim  & Olivia  Hart 

Fanny  Littell  & Adam  Heath  & Max 
Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd 
Charles,  Kathie  MacKenzie  & Michaela 
Loring 

Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Richard  Loring;  Ricky  & Alisha;  Ed  & 
Marion  & Family;  Deby  Hall  & Family, 
Kevin  Dougherty,  Amy  Hunt  & Marcus, 
Ashley  Hunt  & Drew,  Elizabeth  & Henry 
Hall 

In  memory  of  Beatrice  & Charlie  Loring 
Margaret  & Russ  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

Tunk,  Dede  & Tony  & Sara  Loring;  Rhonda 
& Dylan  & Isaac  Winters;  Ed,  Elaine 
Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold 
Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante,  Jim 
McIntosh  & Elaine  Gazda 
In  memory  of  John  McLennan 
Katharine  McLennan  & Family 
In  memory  of  Helena  Gilder  Miller. 

Rodman  & Gabriel;  Julia,  Tess,  Nadia  & 
Steven  Hartman;  Amasa,  Anita,  Elisa  & 
Ayla;  Ginny,  Molly,  Christopher. 

Anne  Dort  Moffett;  Jonathan,  Sam,  Fiona  & 
Ian  & Ellie,  Cory  & Sarah  Blair 


Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 
Bob  Moskin,  Lynn  Goldberg  & family 
Shaun  & Holly  Murphy,  Eamonn,  Niall, 
Siobhan 

Gilder  & Anne  Palmer;  Reese  & Laura 
Palmer,  Jake  & Hallie  Frank; 

Walter  Palmer,  Spring  & John 
Homschek,  Drew. 

Tonio,  Barbara,  Caroline,  William  & Henrik 
Palmer 

LeRoy,  Marge,  Kelly  & Mark;  Butch  & 
Kristin  Palmer 

John  & Hylie  Pappenheimer  & family 
Petey  Perkins  & family 
Jesse  Pierce 

Diana  Hitt  Potter;  Horatio  & Liz  & Jeffrey 
Lauria  & Donald  Puntin  & family 
Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon, 
Kenzie  & Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie 
Nicholas,  Jackson  & Frederick,  Neil  & 
Lucia  & Marygrace,  Kristin  & Sandy. 
Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun,  Kris  Herlihy 
Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 
Margaret  and  Ben  Richards  & the  Luchars: 
Barrie;  Alex  “Poppy”,  Thomas,  Robert, 
Catherine;  Charles;  Jim  & Betsy. 
Michael  Rood 

Chuck,  Julie,  Gabriel  & Benjamin  Reich 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Ina  Schnell  &'Eric  Schnell 
Gladys  Shirley 

In  memory  of  Charlie  Slater,  Grace  Slater 
and  Danny  Slater 
Liz  Slater  & Heidi 

Sam,  Debbie,  Daniel  & Megan  Slater 
David  & Jackie  Strawn,  Sydnie  & Chase 
Asher  Treat;  Philippa  Claude  & Tony 
Stretton 

Michael  & Kerry  Sullivan 
Rachel  Urquhart,  John  Herrera,  Theo 
& Simon 

Sidney  & Brian  Urquhart  & family 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation 
Helena  (Palmer)  & Stefan  von  Gatterburg, 
Damian,  Francesca  & Therese 
Joey  & Kirstin  & Emilia  von  Korff 
Randy,  Nancy,  Robert  & Adam  Wade 
Cece  Wasserman  & family 
Joe,  Marian  & Denny  Whalen 
In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Red  Winters 
Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams;  Keith, 
Sandi,  Ashley,  Linsey,  Cayce 
Williams;Tim  & Diane  & Dominic 
Williams 

Liz  & Mark  Williams 
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Hop  Brook  Community  Club 

P.  O.  Box  345 
Tyringham,  MA 


Published  annually  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  in  the  interest  of  church  and  community 


This  issue  of  the  Topics  is  dedicated  to  the  Sporting  Life  - past  and  present.  It  was  inspired  by  Terry  Curtin’s 
2002  submission  on  golfing  which  leads  this  2003  Topics.  - Roberta  Myers,  Editor 


Teeing  Off  with  Terry 

Terry  Curtin 

Two  years  ago  we  golfed  all  year. 

There  is  this  golf  course  that  is  open  in  the  winter.  So 
myself,  Gordon  (Van  Orman),  Teddy  (Bombadier)  and  Jim 
(Curtin)  decided  to  try  it  one  brisk  day  in  January.  Gordon 
wouldn’t  go  unless  we  backed  into  his  driveway.  He  didn’t 
want  anyone  to  see  him  loading  his  clubs. 

They  plowed  the  greens.  There  was  no  trouble  going  over 
water.  The  ball  just  skipped  across  the  ice.  We  had  to  use  a 
hammer  and  nail  to  get  our  tee  in.  We  went  several  times. 

Our  next  trip  took  us  to  Maine  (Jimmy’s  idea)  for  three  days 
of  golf  and  fun.  Well,  it  started  raining  when  we  entered  Maine 
on  Tuesday.  It  was  still  raining  when  we  got  to  our  resort.  We 
played  T uesday  afternoon  and  got  totally  soaked.  Went  back 
to  our  trailers.  Dried  everything  out.  The  next  morning,  still 
raining.  I looked  out  and  there  was  a small  lake  around 
Gordon’s  and  Jimmy’s  trailer.  We  decided  not  to  play 
Wednesday  morning.  Went  to  lunch  downtown.  Still  raining. 
Decided  to  play  that  afternoon  (Bad  Idea).  Got  totally  soaked 
once  again.  Only  ones  on  the  course.  Cold,  rainy,  temperature 
about  35-40°.  Back  to  trailers.  Everything  needs  drying  out 
once  again.  Gordon  said  “I  think  I’ll  put  my  golf  glove  in  the 
microwave  for  5 seconds”.  (Bad  Idea).  It  came  out  the  size  of 
a dime.  Thursday  morning  still  raining.  Played  our  last  round. 
It  stopped  raining  as  we  left  Maine. 

Our  next  trip  took  us  to  Feeding  Hills  to  a tournament  of  over 
400  golfers.  After  golf  we  were  having  a steak  bake.  During 
the  raffle,  Jimmy  won  a box  of  balls  and  a hat.  Later  Gordon 
won  a box  of  balls.  When  he  got  back  to  the  table  he 
complained  because  he  didn’t  get  a hat  with  his  box.  The 
man  next  to  him  happened  to  be  the  head  of  this  tournament 
so  he  took  off  his  hat  and  gave  it  to  Gordon.  Sitting  at  this 
table  with  us  was  a man  named  Tim  Fox.  He  wanted  to  know 
where  we  were  from.  We  said  the  Lee-Pittsfield  area.  He 
said,  “I  know  where  that  is.  My  mother  used  to  live  in 


Tyringham”.  We  said,  “That’s  where  we  are  from!”  She  used 
to  live  in  South  House  in  the  fifties.  Her  name  was  Betty 
Pugh.  So  he  took  our  names  to  give  to  his  mom. 

That’s  about  it  for  that  year’s  golfing. 

Yours  for  Tyringham 


Kayaking 

Aubrey  Choquette 

For  me,  there  is  something  about  kayaking  that  sets  it 
apart  from  all  other  water  sports.  Perhaps  it  is  that  when  in 
my  kayak,  I feel  that  I am  part  of  the  body  of  water  on  which  I 
navigate.  The  construction  of  a kayak  is  such  that  the 
passenger  sits  at  water  level,  and  in  my  long,  yellow  craft,  I 
feel  like  the  autumn  birch  leaves  gliding  along  the  surface. 
Also,  the  movement  with  which  one  paddles  is  itself  fluid,  with 
one  hand  rising  and  falling  opposite  the  other,  rolling  along 
with  the  waves.  It  takes  little  effort  to  get  moving  along  quite 
quickly.  Often  I find  myself  lost  in  the  motion  of  the  kayak  as 
it  skims  swiftly  along  on  the  water. 

Another  thing  that  sets  kayaking  apart  is  that  it  allows  me  to 
explore  places  that  are  hard  to  get  to  by  any  other  means. 
The  shallow  draw,  narrow  width  and  maneuverability  of  my 
kayak  makes  it  possible  for  me  to  visit  the  marshy  backwaters 
of  Wood’s  Pond,  the  alder-enshrouded  canals  of  Big  Pond 
and  the  streams  that  wind  their  way  into  the  heart  of  the  swamp 
at  the  far  end  of  Upper  Goose  Pond.  From  my  newfound 
perspective  I’ve  discovered  an  abundance  of  wildlife  in  the 
impenetrable  thickets  of  red  osier  dogwood  and  steeplebush 
that  grow  along  the  shoreline.  Warblers  and  flycatchers  flit 
about,  searching  for  insects.  Water  thrushes  bob  along  in 


amongst  the  stems  of  sedges  and  cattails,  probing  the  mud 
for  a meal.  Beavers  nervously  weave  back  and  forth  in  the 
water  ahead,  always  watching  me  with  a cautious  eye. 
Since  I can  move  almost  silently  through  the  water,  I am 
able  to  get  much  closer  to  wildlife  before  it  springs  into 
flight,  slips  into  the  bushes  or  disappears  beneath  the  water’s 
surface. 

Although  I greatly  enjoy  sharing  these  experiences  with 
fellow  kayakers,  perhaps  what  I find  most  rewarding  in  the 
sport  is  the  ability  to  find  peace  and  solitude.  I find  little 
else  as  therapeutic  for  the  soul  than  to  launch  out  onto 
Goose  Pond  on  an  overcast  autumn  evening  when  the  air 
has  a chill  but  the  warmth  of  summer  is  still  rising  from  the 
water  to  my  face.  The  shapes  of  trees  and  cottages  begin 
to  blend  as  dusk  creeps  in  and  I move  farther  out  onto  the 
lake.  The  motorboats  cling  silently  to  their  moorings,  their 
noise  and  riled  wakes  forgotten.  The  hull  of  my  boat  and 
my  paddles  are  the  only  things  that  disturb  the  water,  their 
ripples  parting  the  glassy  surface  behind  me.  As  heavier 
clouds  move  in,  the  stress  of  the  day  is  carried  away  in 
curtains  of  mist  that  sweep  across  the  waters. 


On  Goose  Pond,  1910 

Oriana  (Black)  Taylor,  Lillie  (Canon)  Moore, 
Grace  Dodge,  Myra  Taylor 


Valley  Gleaner  Sept.  1912  The  150"'  anniversary  of  the  town  of 
Tyringham  was  ushered  in  yesterday  morning  by  the  booming  of  cannon 
and  ringing  of  bells  and  a large  crowd  of  people  soon  began  to  gather 
on  the  plaza  before  the  library.  People  came  in  automobiles  and 
haywagons,  in  carriages  and  on  foot  to  help  in  the  big  event.  The 
residences  along  the  principal  street  were  hung  with  flags  and  bunting 
and  banners  were  hung  over  the  road. 

The  sports  were  started  early,  much  enjoyed,  and  the  winners  of  the 
various  events  were  as  follows:  Automobile  race,  50  yards,  George 
Wise;  50-yards  dash,  Clayton  Dorman;  throwing  hammer,  F.C.  Heath; 
three-legged  race,  Walter  Chorn  and  James  Gardner;  egg  and  spoon 
race,  Richard  Moore;  cigaret  race,  F.C.  Heath;  pie-eating  contest, 
Raymond  Seares;  race  to  top  of  Cobble  and  back,  Harold  Steadman; 
tug-of-war,  won  by  TF  Curtin ’s  eight  men  against  William  Steadman 's 
eight. 

Following  the  sports,  the  party  went  to  Willow  Glen,  opposite  the 
house  of  Banyon  Clarkson,  where  a clambake  was  sers'ed. 


The  Substitute 

Anne  Palmer 

One  of  the  most  exciting  events  in  my  life  happened  when 
I was  twelve  years  old  and  had  to  do  with  riding  a horse  which 
has  always  been  one  of  the  passions  of  my  life,  only  third  to 
music  and  poetry.  I had  been  schooling  at  Four  Brooks  Farm, 
under  the  supervision  of  Gilly’s  Uncle  George  Gilder,  a four- 
year-old,  thoroughbred  horse.  He  had  won  ten  races  and  Uncle 
George  had  bought  him  off  the  race  track,  intending  to  train 
him  as  a hunter.  I learnt  to  jump  at  the  same  time  as  teaching 
this  horse  to  jump.  We  started  over  very  little  things  and 
ended  jumping  rails  and  stone  walls  in  Tyringham  pastures. 
He  was  a lovely  willing  horse  and  jumped  easily  and  smoothly. 
His  name  was  Honest  and  he  was  1 6 hands  with  long  somewhat 
spindly  legs  with  a long  neck  and  eager,  kindly  face.  He  was 
a beautiful  rich  chestnut  color. 

Uncle  George  decided  to  show  him  in  the  Chatham  Horse 
Show  over  in  New  York  State  where  there  was  a fox  hunt  and 
many  horsy  people.  He  entered  him  in  the  Ladies  Hunter  Class 
and  asked  a lady,  a Mrs.  Brainard  who  rode  in  the  Chatham 
Hunt  to  ride  him  in  the  show.  This  consisted  in  taking  him 
over  about  ten  jumps  of  different  sorts:  a hedge,  a stone  wall, 
a chicken  coop  and  several  post  and  rail  jumps  (one  of  which 
is  in  the  picture).  My  mother,  Mrs.  Perkins  and  Mrs.  Palmer 
(Gilly’s  mother)  all  planned  to  go  to  the  show  but,  because  of 
a polio  epidemic,  I wasn’t  allowed  to  go  and  was  left  at  home 
in  the  Red  House  with  Mademoiselle  and  my  little  brother. 


Anne  Palmer  on  Honest,  c.1930 


Robert.  Needless  to  say  I was  very  disappointed.  Suddenly, 
there  was  a knock  on  the  door  and  there  was  Uncle  George! 
He  said  “Mrs.  Brainard  is  ill  and  can’t  ride  Honest  in  the  show 
so  you  have  to  ride  him,  Anne.” 

“Put  on  your  best  riding  clothes,  quick!”  he  commanded. 
There  was  no  question  of  argument.  Mademoiselle  was 
amusedly  silent.  He  practically  pushed  me  into  the  car  and 
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off  we  went.  When  we  arrived  at  the  show,  Honest  was  saddled 
and  ready  and  I mounted  him  while  Uncle  George  was  quietly 
and  soothingly  giving  me  last  minute  instructions  not  to  let 
him  go  to  fast.  I,  of  course,  was  terribly  excited  and  filled  with 
pleasurable  fear.  We  set  off  and  from  the  start,  I knew  he 
would  go  well.  He  wanted  to  go  and  just  needed  a little 
steadying  at  each  jump.  It  was  a wonderful  sensation  with  the 
wind  in  my  face  and  the  feeling  of  controlling  all  this  “horse 
power.”  We  made  a clean  round  which  means  he  didn’t  touch 
a single  jump.  Out  of  ten  horses  he  was  the  only  one  that 
made  a clean  round.  After  the  jumping  the  horses  were  lined 
up  with  the  saddles  off  to  be  judged  for  conformation,  which 
counted  for  30  per  cent.  As  I stood  and  held  him  I could  see 
the  amazement  and  consternation  on  my  mother’s  and  Gilly’s 
mother’s  and  Mrs.  Perkins’s  faces  as  they  watched. 

Performance-wise,  Honest  had  won  the  class  but  he  was 
moved  down  to  fourth  place  on  account  of  his  long-legged 
angular  body.  So  we  only  got  a white  ribbon  but  in  the 
newspaper  which  recorded  the  show  was  written;  “Tiny  Miss 
Anne  Alsop  rode  George  Gilder’s  Honest  to  a victorious  fourth 
in  the  Ladies  Hunter  Class.” 


Close  Encounters 
of  the  Furry  Kind 

Lynn  Bertelli 

After  a very  busy  summer  at 
the  B & B,  I looked  forward  to  a 
nice  long  hike  in  the  woods  when 
things  died  down.  One  day 
somewhere  around  the  second 
week  in  September,  I planned  to 
hike  a section  of  the  Appalachian 
Trail.  I was  going  to  make  a day  of 
it.  The  starting  point  was  about  a 
mile  from  my  house,  I was  going  to 
take  the  trail  that  started  near 
Fennelly’s  house  and  go  up  the 
mountain,  cross  over  Webster  Road 
and  continue  on  the  trail  over  to 
George  Canon  Road,  then  walk 
down  George  Canon  Road  and 
come  home.  I packed  my  lunch, 
filled  my  water  bottle,  put  on  my  back  pack  and  off  I went. 

Down  the  road  and  into  the  woods,  my  favorite  place  in 
the  whole  world.  It  was  a beautiful  day  for  a hike,  warm  and 
sunny  and  believe  it  or  not  - dry!  I entered  the  trail,  it  meanders 
through  the  woods  for  a bit,  fairly  level  - 1 enjoyed  counting  all 
the  newts,  there  were  many  of  them  that  day,  they  are  my 
favorite  little  woodland  creatures.  Eventually  I gave  up  counting 
because  I was  too  busy  with  other  thoughts  to  try  and  keep 
track  of  numbers. 

The  trail  started  to  get  more  steep  and  I continued  to  climb, 
my  heart  beat  getting  rapid,  my  leg  muscles  feeling  the  workout. 


I was  on  a particularly  steep  part  of  the  trail,  concentrating  on 
getting  up  to  the  next  section  that  wasn’t  quite  like  a 
stairmaster  machine.  I happened  to  glance  up  and  saw 
movement  through  the  trees.  My  first  impression  was  that 
another  hiker  was  coming  down  the  hill  with  his  dog.  I took  a 
couple  more  steps  and  glanced  up  again  - WHAT  THE  III???? 
No  hiker  and  no  dog!!!  It  was  two  BEARS,  a Big  Mother  and  a 
large  cub  - coming  down  the  trail  toward  me.  They  were  about 
30  - 40  yards  away.  Uh  oh!!!  What  am  I going  to  do?  OK  OK 
-they  say  make  noise!  “HEY!  HEY!”  I yelled.  They  stopped 
and  looked  at  me,  that  was  a good  sign.  At  least  they  were 
staying  in  the  same  spot.  OK,  now  what?  I waved  my  arms  in 
the  air  and  yelled  again  “Get  out  of  here!  Go  away!  Get  out  of 
here!”  The  cub  wandered  off  into  the  brush  and  the  Big  Mother 
stayed  right  there,  she  was  shifting  back  and  forth  trying  to 
get  a better  look  at  me  through  the  trees. 

Hmmmm,  they  aren’t  going,  I thought.  This  isn’t  good  . 
Now  what?  The  Big  Mother  jumped  up,  her  two  front  legs  on  a 
fallen  tree  in  front  of  her.  She  was  looking  very  intently  at  me 
and  seemed  kind  of  aggressive.  We  had  that  two  second 
“moment  of  truth”  when  I realized  that  I needed  to  get  out  of 
there,  and  fast.  I know  they  say  you  are  supposed  to  back 
away  slowly,  but  I couldn’t  back  away,  the  trail  was  too  steep 
and  rocky,  I knew  it  was  very  important  NOT  to  fall.  So  I 
turned  and  ran  very  fast  and  very  carefully  - after  a few  steps 
I glanced  back  and  the  Big  Mother  was  coming  down  the  trail 
towards  me.  I decided  to  run  carefully  but  faster!  I ran  all  the 
way  down  the  trail  to  the  road.  When  my  heartbeat  returned 
to  normal,  I continue  my  hike,  on  the  OTHER  side  of  the 
mountain. 

Although  it’s  not  recommended  - you  CAN  run  from  a 
bear  and  survive,  as  this  story 
will  attest  to.  I still  do  a lot  of 
hiking,  by  myself,  but  I carry  a ' 

whistle  now,  which  I blow  from 
time  to  time,  to  make  noise, 
to  let  the  bears  know  that  I’m  V I \ 

coming,  so  they  can  hide.  \ \ / 
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Valley  Gleaner  March  3"‘,  1864  A narrow  escape  from  death 
occurred  in  Tyringham  on  Wednesday  last.  Isaac  Tinker,  a lad 
of  about  fifteen,  was  out  gunning  in  company  with  several 
others,  one  of  whom  carelessly  carried  his  gun  behind  his  neck, 
holding  it  with  both  hands,  when  it  suddenly  went  off  and  the 
entire  charge  was  lodged  in  Tinker's  right  breast,  part  of  it 
having  passed  through  his  right  arm.  Dr.  Wright  was  called  and 
removed  35  shots  and  portions  of  the  lad’s  coat  and  vest  from 
the  wound.  When  will  care  he  learned  in  the  use  of firearms? 


3 


Memoirs  of  a Tyringham  Athlete 

Holly  McLennan  Ketron 

Nowadays,  children’s  sports  are  group  activities,  organized 
leagues,  teams,  little  trophies.  But  back  in  the  days  when  I 
was  growing  up  in  the  valley,  a lot  of  things  were  pretty 
disorganized,  and  living  all  the  way  down  at  the  end,  most 
activities  were  pursued  all  by  oneself. 

My  first  sport  - 1 didn’t  think  of  it  as  a sport  - started  maybe 
around  1 951  when  my  father,  John  McLennan,  giving  in  to  my 
pleas  for  a fishing  rod,  bought  me  one  at  Hyatt’s  in  Lee.  Mr. 
Blockel,  who  lived  with  his  family  in  the  cottage  across  from 
our  house,  taught  me  how  to  dig  up  night-crawlers,  and  I would 
set  out  down  Sodom  Road  towards  Mrs.  Depping’s  to  sit  on 
the  banks  of  Hop  Brook  and  dangle  my  bait  for  trout.  I was  a 
loner  then  as  now,  and  being  alone  in  maybe  May  or  June  and 
July,  surrounded  by  the  waterland  weeds  and  birds  and  bugs 
was  wonderful.  I don’t  remember  ever  catching  a fish,  but 
those  days  were  everything  heavenly  about  Tyringham. 

Next,  I joined  the  Boy  Scouts  while  I was  still  going  to  the 
Tyringham  school  because  there  were  no  Girl  Scouts  in 
Tyringham,  and  the  main  sport  was  knife  throwing  which  I was 
very  interested  in.  I don’t  think  it  was  part  of  the  real  program 
for  the  Scouts,  and  I didn’t  last  very  long.  Gerry  Clark  and 
Eddie  Choquette  and  Ronny  and  Russ  Loring  and  Johnny  Canon 
must  have  been  the  real  scouts  my  age. 

Then  I got  a horse,  and  my  sister  Angelica  and  I would  go 
up  and  down  the  valley  in  the  yellow  and  black  buggy  that 
came  with  the  aged  oater.  Foxy  would  climb  up  the  shoulders 
to  eat  the  deep  green  grass  and  sometimes  the  buggy  would 
tip  over.  Once,  I think  Ward  McCarthy  (and  probably  lots  of 
others)  righted  the  wagon.  Comfort  Gilder  and  I did  a lot  of 
riding,  up  to  Becket,  climbing  up  past  Four  Brooks  and 
sometimes  up  Breakneck  Hill  and  back  along  Fernside  all  the 
way  to  the  dump,  fighting  flies  and  heat.  That  must  have  been 
the  early  to  mid-fifties.  Foxy  had  a mouth  made  of  jet-age 
titanium  and  when  she  headed  home  on  the  flats  of  the 
Monterey  Road,  I experienced  the  perfect  combination  of  high- 
speed terror,  exhilaration  and  utter  helplessness.  Moving 
around  the  valley  in  those  days  at  any  speed  was  really  lovely 
because  the  trees  hadn’t  grown  up  and  you  had  views  from 
every  point. 

Of  course  square  dancing  was  a very  big  Tyringham  sport. 
My  favorite. 

And  tobogganing,  and  trying  to  ski,  and  the  most  beautiful 
night  snowmobiling  way  up  behind  Shaker  Pond  with  Walter 
Howard  in  1 970,  in  the  deepest  powder  in  the  dead  of  night. 

All  these  ways  of  passing  time  in  Tyringham  are  the  most 
delightful  and  poignant  memories  for  me. 


Willis  Hale  and  granddaughter,  Elizabeth  Santonastasi,  hitching  up 
Sun  Rae  Tifany,  Tyringham  Horse  Show,  1970s 


Another  Sporting  Curtin 

Gerry  Curtin 

From  my  teenage  years  into  my  early  twenties,  my 
sporting  or  outdoor  activities  included  snowmobiling,  hunting, 
softball,  basketball  and  some  football.  Also  a fair  amount  of 
fishing.  I fished  and  played  lots  of  ball  games  with  Butch 
Curtin,  young  Dennis  Curtin,  Adam  Fennelly  and  Adam’s 
brother  Darrell  and  also  young  Jim  Curtin.  In  the  summertime, 
it  was  pretty  much  softball  and  some  basketball.  All  games 
were  pick-up  games  depending  on  who  showed  up  at  the 
Tyringham  Park. 

Butch  Curtin  was  affectionately  named  “the 
Commissioner”  seeing  as  how  he  called  people  up  to  get  ball 
games  going,  and  he  did  a good  job.  I/we  had  lots  of  fun 
through  those  years  which  seem  like  a hundred  years  ago 
now  that  I’m  in  my  middle  years. 


Roger  Logan  and  the  Tyringham  Colonels 
Back  Row:  Roger  Logan,  Russell  Stanton,  John  Barhydt, 
Ken  Winters,  Everett  Eennelly,  Peter  Curtin,  Percy  Stanton 
Front  row:  Jim  Curtin,  Robert  Clark,  Gene  Curtin, 
Terry  Curtin,  Dudley  Vanorman,  Ed  Fennelly 


Valley  Gleaner  April  14''',  1909  Representative  Tytus  was 
elected  president  of  the  farmers’  baseball  league  just  organized, 
which  includes  Lee,  East  Lee,  Tyringham  and  Monterey. 
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Hiking  the  Cobble 
A Sonnet 
Jean  Moore 


St.  Mary's  Champs,  1951 
Top  Row:  Dick  Salinetti,  Lou  Alraidi, 
Terry  Curtin,  Jim  Curtin,  Bill  Pleu 
Bottom  Row:  Jack  Soules,  Harry  Peron, 
Pinky  Bradford,  Andy  Goodfellow 


Today  the  hope  comes  again  unbidden: 

On  these  high  rocks  what  could  be  more  divine, 
Than  to  see  an  eagle  soar  near  heaven. 

Then  would  she  know,  then  would  she  have  a sign. 
As  she  hikes  the  sky  is  crisp  and  cloud-clear. 
Though  in  all  that  she  sees  no  eagles  fly. 

Still,  on  the  breeze  a common  crow  glides  near. 
His  wings  glisten  blue-black,  then  a loud  cry. 

She  stands  watch,  feels  a shudder  in  the  bone. 

Her  heart  opens  a path  to  a root-knowing: 

This  common  crow  in  his  own  way  has  shown 
What  she  grasped  once  but  lost  in  the  going. 

To  equally  embrace  eagle  and  crow. 

This  is  the  true  sign,  this  much  she  will  know. 


My  Field  of  Dreams 

Terry  Curtin 


Back  in  the  late  Forties  and  the  Fifties,  the  park  in  town 
used  to  a very  busy  place.  We  played  baseball  and  football 
every  day.  When  Cap  Couch  helped  form  our  baseball  team, 
we  named  it  in  his  honor:  The  Tyringham  Colonels.  We  played 
all  over — Mill  River,  Camp  Russell,  Berkshire  Farm  and  Dalton, 
to  name  a few  places.  When  I got  to  Lee  High,  Robert  Clark 
and  I played  baseball.  Thirty-five  wins  in  a row  in  South 
Berkshire.  Still  a record. 

We  played  football  too,  losing  one  game  in  1955.  Then 
we  went  undefeated  in  1 956.  The  following  year  Dudley  Van 
Orman  and  Ken  “Red”  Winters  played  football  and  went 
undefeated  too.  I made  all-Berkshire  center  fielder  in  1 957. 
My  son  Steve  was  all-Berkshire 
center  fielder  in  1993.  He  led  Lee 
High  in  batting  average,  RBIs  and 
home  runs  and  went  to  the  Class  D 
State  Title  game  at  Holy  Cross  field. 

Later  on,  after  High  School,  we 
played  softball.  We  used  to  draw 
good  crowds  to  our  games. 

Everybody  in  town  played  softball. 

Every  night  we  picked  teams  and 
everybody  played.  I can  still 
remember  Betty  Cernik  pitching  and 
my  father  playing  third  base.  It  was 
a lot  of  fun.  When  we  had  our 
baseball  team,  we  would  save  our 
money  to  buy  a new  baseball  from 
Uncle  Carl.  Lots  of  times,  someone 
would  hit  it  in  the  river  and  everybody 
took  after  it.  We  would  usually 
retrieve  it  before  it  got  to  the  Town 
Hall.  I remember  Don  Hale  umpiring  one  of  our  games.  Two 
players  on  the  opposing  team  didn’t  agree  with  one  of  his 
calls.  He  not  only  kicked  them  out  of  the  game,  but  he  kicked 
them  out  of  town. 


Terry  Curtin  carries  the  ball  for  Lee  High,  1956 


Cap  Couch 's  Tyringham  Colonels 
Top  Row:  Cap  Couch,  Everett  Fennelly,  Robert  Clark, 
Ken  Winters,  Dudley  Vanorman,  Jim  Curtin,  Joe  Whalen 
Bottom  Row:  Gene  Curtin,  Jerry  Walker,  Terry  Curtin, 
Ed  Eennelly,  Jerry  Clark,  Jim  Burdick 


4H  horse  show,  1970s 


TYR-LEE  Rough  Riders  4-H  Club 

Alice  Hale  and  Mary  Garner 

In  1969,  Alice  Hale  with  assistant  leaders  Mary  Garner 
and  Pat  Clark  formed  the  Tyr-Lee  Rough  Riders  4-H  Horse 
Club  with  members  from  Tyringham  and  Lee  who  either  owned 
horses  or  were  interested  in  horses.  The  members  learned 
how  to  take  care  of  their  horses.  Professional  horsemen 
attended  meetings  and  taught  riding  techniques.  In  addition, 
the  members  attended  clinics  at  the  University  of 
Massachusetts,  University  of  Connecticut,  Green  Meade  Farm 
and  Bridlewood  Farm  in  New  York  State. 

Members  with  horses  took  part  in  the  Berkshire  County 
4-H  Horse  Shows,  Great  Barrington  Fair,  Blandford  Fair  and 
Eastern  States  Horse  Shows  as  well  as  other  4-H  Club  shows. 
IN  1 971 , we  branched  out  and  sponsored  our  first  Horse  Show 
held  at  Oak  ‘n’  Spruce.  This  was  an  effort  put  on  by  all  the 
members  and  their  families  and  was  very  successful.  It  was 
the  first  of  many  annual  horse  shows  put  on  by  the  club.  In 
1973,  we  held  our  first  show  in  Tyringham  at  Brown’s  Field 
next  to  the  schoolhouse.  We  were  fortunate  to  have  many 
people  in  town  who  volunteered  their  time  in  helping  to  make 
our  shows  among  the  best  in  the  county  and  surrounding 
counties. 

In  addition  to  horse  shows,  some  of  the  members  of  the 
club  rode  in  competitive  trail  rides  in  East  Otis,  Pittsfield, 
Blandford,  in  Lee  on  October  Mountain  and  at  Aspinwall  Stables 
in  Lenox.  Other  members  worked  on  these  events. 

Our  members  always  did  exceptionally  well  in  all  their  activities 
and  as  leaders,  we  were  very  proud  of  them.  Some  of  them 
have  continued  to  include  horse  or  animal-related  activities  in 
their  lives. 


The  Sporting  Clarks 

Terry  Clark  (as  transcribed) 

The  first  thing  I got  involved  with  in  Tyringham  was  when 
Kerry  (Clark)  Sullivan  was  in  the  Horse  Shows.  We  lived  in 
Lee  at  the  time,  but  we  used  to  bring  David  and  he  would  go 
with  Kerry.  He  was  about  four  then.  They  used  to  have  them 
over  there  behind  the  School.  They  used  to  start  very  early  in 
the  morning,  about  7 o’clock.  It  was  an  all-day  affair  and  you 
used  to  bring  your  lunch  and  spend  the  whole  day  at  it.  They 
used  to  have  the  barrel  racing  where  the  horses  and  riders 


Chuckle  Clark  and  Kerry  Clark  Sullivan,  1973 


would  go  in  and  out  and  around  the  barrels  and  David  was  on 
the  lead  line,  and  they  had  to  lead  the  horse  with  David  on  it, 
and  they  would  get  judged  on  that.  4-H  people  judged.  Alice 
Hale  was  one  of  the  leaders.  Alice  Hale  and  Mary  Garner  and 
Pat  Clark  were  involved  in  starting  all  that  up.  Robert  Clark 
was  involved.  They  all  used  to  go.  David  Hale  was  there. 
The  Garner  kids  went.  Kids  from  Monterey  came  over.  They 
had  one  at  Oak’n’Spruce  each  year,  and  I remember  going  to 
Blandford  Fair.  They  used  to  travel  around.  4-H  was  a good 
thing. 


Robert  Clark  on  Toby 


I never  rode  myself.  Never.  I didn’t  like  horses.  Chuckie 
did,  but  I don’t  think  he  went  to  4-H.  He  used  to  spend  a lot  of 


time  with  his  Dad  doing  the  logging,  and  he  went  to  the  fairs 
with  his  Dad.  Chuckie  and  I used  to  go  snowmobiling.  There 
weren’t  too  many  people  that  had  them  when  we  used  to  go. 
We  went  mostly  to  Goose  Pond,  and  Benedict  Pond  and 
Beartown.  I remember  when  Kevin  was  very  little,  they  started 
the  running  races  over  the  Cobble.  David  and  Kevin  and 
Chuckie  did  that  every  year  that  it  was  held.  Jon  and  I didn’t 
do  that.  We  were  spectators.  The  best 
thing  to  be. 

The  most  I ever  do  is  walking.  I go 
out  every  day.  I like  it.  I love  to  go 
early  in  the  morning  across  the  Cobble. 

It’s  so  peaceful  and  quiet.  I see  deer, 
right  up  here  on  the  road,  and  when  I 
go  up  to  Shaker  Pond,  I’d  see  them  up 
there.  We  didn’t  have  sports  in 
school.  My  brothers  are  all  big 
athletes,  but  they  didn’t  have  anything 
for  girls.  I used  to  skate  a lot  when  I 
lived  in  Lee.  We  used  to  skate  in  the 
cove,  up  there  by  East  Center  Street 
towards  Lenoxdale. 

And  when  David  played  hockey,  they  used  to  have  teams 
of  kids  against  parents  and  I used  to  skate  in  those  games. 
(Chuckie  didn’t  skate.)  I did  that  with  soccer  one  year,  playing 
on  the  parents’  team  against  the  kids.  David  went  to  Russia 
and  Finland  with  the  Lee  Hockey  team,  with  Jim  Curtin  and 
Darrell  Fennelly.  They  were  there  eleven  days  playing  hockey. 
They  had  a really  wonderful  time. 


Kevin  Clark 
Tyringham  Road 
Race,  1985 


Jim  Curtin  ( back  left),  David  Clark  ( center),  Darrell  Fennelly  ( right), 
preparing  for  hockey  trip  to  USSR  and  Finland,  1985 


My  boys  bike  now.  There’s  Kevin’s  trophy  over  there  on 
the  table.  He  is  number  three  in  the  nation  in  BMX  biking  in 
his  age  group  and  category.  They  ride  the  little  20-inch  bikes 
around  a dirt  track  and  go  over  jumps.  He  was  invited  to  the 
Grand  Nationals  in  Kentucky  and  he  came  in  third  in  the  nation. 
He’s  number  one  in  Connecticut,  and  number  two  in  the 
Northeast. 


He’s  going  to 
Tennessee  on  Thanksgiving 
to  a national  race  he  was 
invited  to,  and  Christmas 
Day  he’ll  be  in  Florida. 

Every  Sunday  he  goes  to 
race  in  Torrington.  I think 
BMX  biking  will  be  an 
Olympic  sport  in  2006. 

David  bikes  also,  and 
he  has  the  store  in  Great 
Barrington.  He  did  the  24- 
hour  Adrenalin  Race  on  his 
mountain  bike,  and  the  Iron 
Man  which  allows  a break 
if  you’re  in  a four-man  relay. 

He  broke  his  femur  but  then 
went  into  the  Josh  Billings 
3 weeks  later  and  beat 
both  his  doctors! 

Jon  always  did  the 
Special  Olympics.  Every 
year  he  goes  to  Boston  in  June.  They  get  on  the  buses  in  Lee 
with  the  coaches  and  spend  the  whole  weekend  there.  He 
won  a medal.  He  does  walking,  running,  bowling,  throwing 

softballs,  and  skiing  in  the  winter. 
They  have  the  qualifying  games  at 
Monument  Mountain  every  May. 
Everybody’s  athletic  in  my  family 
but  me.  Irma  wasn’t  an  athlete 
but  she  always  went  to  the  games. 
When  Robert  (Clark)  and  Terry 
Curtin  played  football,  she  always 
went  to  the  games. 


David  Clark 
wins  first  prize,  1970s. 


Valley  Gleaner  sometime  in  1906  and  not  exactly  sport.  How 
Beartown  Got  its  Name.  Here  is  Miss  Mary  Chadwick’s  version 
of  the  story.  A man  by  the  name  ofHidett  or  Keep  (she  does  not 
remember  which)  was  going  through  the  woods  on  the 
mountain  when  he  was  attacked  by  a bear.  He  had  no  weapon 
but  his  jackknife.  He  managed  to  get  on  the  bear’s  back,  but  the 
bear  got  his  arm  in  his  mouth  and  was  munching  it.  While  in 
the  grip  of  the  bear  the  man  got  out  his  knife  and  opening  the 
blade  with  his  teeth,  cut  the  bear’s  throat  and  killed  him.  This  is 
the  H’flv  the  story  was  told  Mrs.  Church  in  her  youth. 


Valley  Gleaner  Dec.  24*  1 908,  Frank  Goodsell  shot  himself 
through  the  hand  Saturday,  the  trigger  of  his  gun  catching  on  a 
hedge.  He  was  attended  by  Dr.  C.  W.  Stratton  of  Lee. 
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While  growing  up  in  Tyringham,  one 
of  my  greatest  pleasures  was  sliding 
in  the  winter.  As  a little  girl  I would 
take  my  Flexible  Flyer  sled  and  go  to 
the  top  of  the  hill  by  Dillons’.  I would 
hold  the  sled  in  front  of  me,  run  fast, 
flop  down  on  the  sled  and  down  the 
hill  I would  go  into  Van  Orman’s  yard. 

As  I got  older,  my  sliding  territory 
expanded.  A bunch  of  us  kids  spent 

Mike  Winters  and  aftemoons  and  moonlit  nights 

Biackie,  1962  sliding  on  the  hill  behind  the  school. 

The  road  on  Cemetery  Hill  (from 
the  cemetery  to  Garners’)  got  plowed 
but  not  sanded,  so  we  could  slide  on  it.  One  of  the  boys  - 
Timmy  Stanton,  I think  - had  a set  of  rippers  that  we  rode 
down  on.  What  a thrill! 

At  the  base  of  the  Cobble,  it  was  bumpy  and  it  used  to  get 
all  icy.  Donna  (Heath)  Drake  and  I would  cross  the  foot  bridge 
that  was  across  from  her  house  (now  Jim  Curtin’s)  and  have 
great  fun  sliding  over  there. 

My  most  memorable 
ride  was  when  my  brother, 

Ken,  talked  me  into  coming 
off  the  Cobble  (not  the  top) 
with  him  on  his  toboggan.  I 
was  terrified  and  screamed 
all  the  way  down,  but  was 
quick  to  trudge  back  up  for 
another  run.  If  I remember 
correctly,  he  even  talked  me 
into  pulling  the  toboggan 
back  up  the  hill. 


Sliding 

Karen  Winters  Williams 


The  Sporting  Lives  of  the  155  Main  Rd.  Curtins 

Sissy  Curtin 

Sporting  in  the  lives  of  this  household  goes  in  many 
different  directions.  As  a young  boy,  Johnny  was  always 
playing  baseball  in  pick-up  games  with  the  other  boys  (and 
sometimes  girls)  in  town.  Captains  chosen,  hand  over  hand 
would  decide  who  had  first  pick.  Do  you  remember  that?  One 
person  would  toss  the  bat  to  another,  and  then  you  would  go 
hand-to-hand  up  the  bat  until  someone  got  to  the  top.  The 
teams  very  often  would  consist  of  only  two  people  each,  but 
they  had  fun.  Then  of  course,  there  were  always  the  basketball 
games  played  either  at  Carlson’s  barn,  at  the  park  or  on  the 
hoop  at  Helen  and  Neil’s.  Sometimes  it  was  even  in  the  silo 
at  the  “Gingerbread  House’’.  Football  was  played  the  same 
way:  never  knowing  how  many  guys  would  show  up.  I’m  not 
talking  touch  football  here;  they  would  tackle  and  go  after  the 
other  as  if  it  was  a pro  game!  I don’t  recall  any  broken  bones 
in  all  of  those  years  though,  just  a lot  of  fun. 

Hunting  was  a large  part  of  Johnny’s  life.  He  hunted  with 
his  grandfather,  father  and  uncles  for  many  years  for  deer  and 
pheasant.  Occasionally,  he  would  go  out  rabbit  hunting  with 


Evelyn  Winters  with  Ken 
c.  1945 


Chris  Johnson,  Alex  and  Sam  skiing 


his  dad  and  their  beagle  Teddy.  He  instilled  the  love  of  hunting 
into  our  two  sons.  He  would  take  them  out  as  young  boys 
and  teach  them  the  ways  of  the  woods:  how  to  track  game,  to 
know  their  way  around  in  the  woods  so  if  they  got  lost  they 
would  know  what  to  do.  During  deer  season,  you  can  find 
him,  Mike  and  Mark,  and  lots  of  times  my  dad  out  hunting 
together.  It  seems  good  to  see  three  generations  out  enjoying 
something  together.  And  before  long,  I am  sure  that  Madison 
and  Colby  will  be  out  with  them  too. 

I actually  used  to  go  out  hunting  with  my  father  quite  a bit 
until  I was  about  16.  I had  my  own  shotgun,  and  must  say  I 
was  a pretty  good  shot.  I really  enjoyed  being  out  in  the 
woods,  and  maybe  it  was  just  being  with  Dad.  I can  remember 
target  practice  at  Saizmann’s  in  the  field,  and  hitting  most 
everything  Dad  put  out  for  me.  Then  came  my  first  real  hunt 
and  hit.  Dad  and  I were  squirrel  hunting  when  it  happened. 
Walking  by  my  side,  he  pointed  out  my  target.  I pulled  up  my 
shot  gun,  closed  my  eyes  for  a second,  thinking  of  everything 
Dad  had  taught  me,  opening  them  back,  up,  took  in  a deep 
breath  and  pulled  the  trigger.  I can  remember  it  as  if  it  was 
yesterday...  in  front  of  me  laid  the  squirrel.  I went  over  to  him 
and  picked  him  up.  I was  so  proud,  yet  upset  that  I had  killed 
him.  We  took  him  home  and  showed  Mom,  where  I put  up  my 
gun,  never  to  hunt  again.  Mike  used  that  same  shotgun  when 
he  began  hunting,  but  unfortunately  Mark  couldn’t,  as  he  is  a 
lefty. 

Sliding  behind  the  school  as  youngsters  and  as  adults,  to 
riding  snowmobiles  and  skiing  have  been  winter  sports  we 
have  all  enjoyed.  As  kids  in  Tyringham  School,  we  would  go 
out  during  noon  recess  and  go  up  and  down  that  hill  as  quick 
as  we  could.  Many  a night  would  find  us  there  as  well.  My 
favorite  sliding  hill  though,  was  right  at  Kate  and  Gordon’s. 
We  used  to  be  there  by  the  hour,  and  Hazel  or  wives, 
boyfriends  and  girlfriends,  playing  softball,  sometimes  against 
each  other....  The  softball  games  after  the  Howards’  town 
picnics.  All  such  a great  part  of  this  town. 

All  three  of  the  Curtin  kids  here  played  ball,  starting  with  T 
ball,  where  you  hit  the  ball  off  a tee.  Everyone  would  run  to  the 
ball,  and  some  didn’t  even  know  which  way  to  run.  They  were 
the  formative  years.  Mike  and  Mark  both  played  Little  League. 
During  his  last  year,  Mark’s  team  was  runner  up  in  the  State 
Championship.  That  was  quite  a thrill.  Lori  played  softball  in 
youth  leagues  and  high  school,  winning  youth  championships 
and  playing  on  the  traveling  teams.  1 994  found  her  pitching 
for  Lee  High  School  when  they  won  the  Western  Mass  Crown. 

Lori  pitched  a 1 hit  1-0  shut  out 
against  Smith  Academy.  Their 
pitcher,  Jen  Shea  had  a record  of 
5 no-hitters  and  had  been  written 
up  in  USA  Today.  Needless  to 
say,  we  were  all  so  proud  of  Lori 
and  this  ac-complishment! 

Basketball  was  another 
sport  that  all  three  played,  from 
youth  leagues  on  into  high  school. 
Mike  continued  all  4 years  at 
LHS,  and  was  part  of  the  winning 
team  to  regain  the  Southern 
Berkshire  Championship.  Lori 
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played  for  the  Lee  CYO  team,  and  traveled  all  over.  We  went 
to  New  Hampshire  to  UNH  for  tournaments,  and  even  to 
Montreal.  Can  you  imagine  driving  a van  full  of  teenage  girls  to 
Montreal?  Well,  we  did  and  the  girls  had  a great  experience. 
Freshman  year  wasn’t  good  for  Lori  in  her  basketball  career. 
January  9 will  always  be  remembered.  My  parents,  Johnny’s 
dad,  Everett  and  Mary  Ann  and  others  had  come  to  watch  her 
play  in  this  home  game  against  St.  Joe.  Two  minutes  into  the 
game  Lori  was  driving  down  the  court  with  the  ball  when  an 
opponent  crashed  into  her.  Down  they  both  went,  Lori  didn’t 
get  up.  The  EMT’s  were  out  on  the  court  in  a flash,  examining 
her  ankle  and  knee.  After  a few  minutes  and  stabilizing  the 
knee,  she  was  helped  off  the  floor  and  into  the  locker  room  to 
the  applause  of  the  crowd.  A trip  in  the  ambulance  to  Pittsfield 
showed  that  she  had  a broken  ankle,  and  three  months  later 

found  out  that  she  had 
also  completely  torn  her 
ACL.  That  was  the  end 
of  her  basketball  career. 
She  felt  really  bad,  not 
because  of  her  break, 
but  because  all  of  those 
people  had  come  to 
watch  her  in  this  game, 
and  she  was  out  of  it 
before  they  even  got 
comfortable! 

Both  of  the  boys 
played  football ...  youth 
league,  junior  league 
and  into  high  school. 
1 993  and  1 994  found  the 
Lee  Wildcats  in  the 
running  for  the 
prestigious  Superbowl.  Play  was  to  be  on  the  artificial  surface 
at  Springfield  College.  Lee  won  both  years,  with  Mark  on  the 
team  as  one  of  the  key  players. 

My  favorite  sport  though,  is  horseback  riding  (surprise, 
huh?).  I have  always  loved  horses,  and  remember  riding 
Martha  Birkett’s  pony,  Honeyhorse,  ail  around  the  Howard 
Farm  property.  Garners  moved  into  town,  and  you  could  find 
me  at  their  house  all  of  the  time  playing  with  the  ponies. 
Then  Dick  Cabral  got  his  horses  and  let  me  ride  one  of  his  all 
of  the  time.  I even  competed  in  endurance  rides  with  him.  My 
aunt  and  uncle  in  Maine  had  trotters  and  pacers,  so  summers 
that  I was  there  I was  busy  helping  out  as  much  as  I could. 

It  wasn’t  until  Lori  was  4 years  old  though,  that  I had 
actually  had  the  opportunity  to  own  my  own.  And  really  - it 
was  Lori’s.  For  the  last  22  years  we  have  owned  and  taken 
care  of  Nick  Kelley’s  horses  and  ours.  Riding  the  hills  and 
valleys  of  this  town  has  got  to  be  the  best  ever!  I have  ridden 
in  Australia,  Alaska,  Utah,  and  can  say  that  what  I have  at  my 
own  back  door  surpasses  all  of  the  others.  They  don’t  hold  a 
candle  to  what  is  right  here.  Lori,  Mark  and  Mike  all  learned 
how  to  ride  on  Lori’s  pony  Cocoa.  And  I think  a lot  of  the  kids 
here  in  town  had  their  first  pony  ride  on  her  too.  She  drove 
too,  so  often  we  would  hook  her  up  and  take  the  little  ones  out 
on  hayrides.  She  was  a great  pony  and  rests  forever  in  our 
back  yard. 


Mike  Curtin,  200 J 


My  first  horse  was  Nikoma,  I got  him  and  a pony  for  free, 
I just  had  to  haul  them  home.  They  didn’t  look  like  much,  but 
I had  the  space  and  the  desire,  so  I got  them.  The  pony 
succumbed  to  colic  two  years  later,  and  I had  Nikoma  for  15 
years.  We  rode  many  a trail  and  had  many  a good  time.  It  is 
hard  to  get  used  to  another,  because  we  knew  each  other  so 
well...  Kind  of  like  a marriage,  we  had  each  other  trained. 
But,  the  bay  Morgan  mare,  Candee  and  I have  become  pretty 
well  acquainted.  I trained  her  to  drive,  and  have  driven  all  over 
town.  We  entered  our  first  horse  show,  and  came  out  with  the 
blue  ribbon.  We  have  been  in  the  Tub  Parade  in  Lenox  the 
past  two  Septembers,  and  the  Lee  Founders  Day  Parade  the 
past  two  years. 

Because  of  the  untimely  death  of  a friend’s  husband  in 
Iraq,  we  were  also  given  the  honor  of  drawing  the  casket,  in  a 
loaned  wagon  from  Gilly,  from  the  Tyringham  Union  Church  to 


Sissy  Curtin 


the  cemetery  in  a full  military  funeral.  It  is  a day  that  will 
remain  forever  in  my  memory. 

I think  my  most  memorable  rides  though  are  when  my  90 
year  old  grandmother  went  riding  with  me  back  1 3 years  ago, 
and  this  past  spring  when  I had  three  of  the  most  precious 
people  in  my  lives  riding  with  me  ...  my  daughter  Lori,  my 
daughter  in  law  Pam  and  my  grand  daughter  Madison.  So  my 
favorite  sport  has  brought  me  a lot  of  happiness  and  some 
sadness  too,  but  the  good  memories  certainly  outweigh  the 
bad.  So  when  you  see  me  out  in  the  cart  or  wagon,  or  riding 
on  the  side  of  the  road,  slow  down  and  you  will  probably  see  a 
huge  smile  on  my  face. 


Asher  Treat ’s  linoleum  cut  showing  kite  field 

Asher  Treat's  Kites 

Philippa  Claude 

There^s  a prime  kite-flying  spot  in  Tyringham  - the  broad 
field  below  our  house  to  the  east  of  Jerusalem  Road  (the  Brown's 
field)  on  the  shoulder  of  the  Cobble.  The  field  dips  down  from 
the  road  toward  the  town  pond,  and  often  the  wind  comes  from 
the  west  or  northwest,  sending  the  kites  up  and  over  the  valley 
to  the  east.  The  best  spot  to  start  is  just  off  the  road  where  the 
field  is  still  fairly  level. 

Asher  (Treat)  was  a consummate  kite  builder  and  flyer. 
Some  of  his  kites  were  as  tall  as  he  was,  and  he  had  hundreds 
and  hundreds  of  feet  of  line  wrapped  on  a special  reel  that  he 
could  drive  into  the  ground  for  stability.  The  kites  could  go  so 
high  they  almost  disappeared.  Some  of  the  more  memorable 
kites  were  a big  green  kite  named  Giuseppi  (Verdi),  a red  and 
white  one  called  Amadeus,  and  Sebastian,  a box  (Baches) 
kite.  Asher  flew  his  kites  for  many  years  and  from  many  loca- 
tions in  Tyringham,  but  that  kite-flying  spot  was  the  best! 

This  was  an  activity  the  whole  family  enjoyed,  including 
Bryan,  starting  when  he  was  a toddler,  and  Joy,  even  when  she 
was  wheel-chair  bound.  She  could  come  down  the  road  in  her 
wheel-chair  and  participate  from  the  edge  of  the  road. 


Snowmobilers  at  the  Curtin  Camp 
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Hales  and  Fred  Coring  with  rippers  and  sleds 


Frogging  at  Hickory 

Joey  and  Amelia  von  Korff 


Tyringham  Tennis 

Tonio  Palmer 


It  is  amazing  how  we  are  always  surprised  when  history 
repeats  itself.  It  is  a very  natural  process  that  we  all  go  through 
at  one  time  or  another.  Amelia  now  2 1/2  years  old,  asks  almost 
daily  to  come  to  Tyringham.  “I  vant  to  go  to  Uncle  Giwwy’s  to 
wide  Tvwinklebevy  and  catch  fwogs,  tadpowles  and 
sowlamanddrs  at  Uncle  Tonic’s  house. 

On  a sunny  or  rainy  day  in 
Tyringham,  the  Palmer  kids  and 
Amelia  can  always  be  found  beside 
- sometimes  in  - the  Hickory  pond. 
Quietly  watching  in  their  bare  feet 
or  froggy  boots,  waiting  for  these 
“little  dinosaurs”  to  make  a move  so 
they  can  be  captured  and  observed 
for  a short  time  inside  the  metal  and 
plastic  buckets.  It  is  quite  a sport; 
it  takes  practice  and  many  days  to 
learn  how  to  capture  these  little 
creatures.  Scenes  like  these 
remind  Joey  of  his  wildlife  safaris 
and  capturing  little  dinosaurs  with 
his  cousins  and  friends  in  the  Duck 
Pond,  40+  years  ago. 


On  Horseback  in  the  Valley 

Kristin  von  Korff 

A week  before  we  visit  Tyringham  I go  into  training.  Extra 
minutes  on  the  Nordic  Track,  pushing  my  leased  horse  to  do 
more,  to  be  more,  jump  higher  and  travel  faster  for  longer  periods 
of  time.  Why?  I will  be  riding  with  Christina  (Alsop)  of  course. 
An  experience  very  different  and  more  wonderful  than  the  wide 
sandy  trails  and  kept  fallen  trees/jumps  in  Muttontown  and 
Old  Westbury,  NY.  My  Tyringham  riding  experiences  are 
cantering  on  unmarked  - many  times  non-existent  - pathways, 
galloping  through  wide 
open  fields,  jumping  over 
every  fallen  tree  and 
running  brook  we  can  find. 

The  most  exhil-arating 
part  of  the  trip  is  taking 
the  jump  into  the  (horse’s 
belly-high)  Hop  Brook 
continually  moving 
quickly,  splashingly 
through  the  fjord  then 
jumping  out  and  galloping 
up  the  hill  past  the  old 
apple  trees  in  the  Four  Brooks  field.  Happily  returning  to  the 
barn  on  my  mount,  covered  in  mud,  all  scratched  up  and  with 
at  least  one  piece  of  torn  clothing,  exhausted  and  soaked  to 
the  skin,  I would  not  have  it  any  other  way.  It  is  a wonderful 
way  to  see  Tyringham  and  experience  nature  at  its  best. 


The  greatest  tennis 
court  I know  sits  in  the 
corner  of  a hayfield  at 
Four  Brooks  Farm,  and  I 
am  fortunate  enough  to 
have  grown  up  playing 
there.  There  is  no  other 
court  like  it,  and  the 
tennis  played  there  in  the 
1 960s  and  ’70s  was  perfect.  Not  because  of  the  level  of  play 
(which  was  not  always  perfect,  although  always  inspired!),  but 
because  of  the  spirit  with  which  it  was  played.  It  was  how 
tennis  should  be  enjoyed.  Palmers,  Pap-penheimers,  Perkins, 
Gilders,  Elliots,  Mclntoshes  and  their  friends  gathered  every 
weekend  for  endless  rounds  of  doubles. 

While  the  young  swam  in  the  duck  pond,  the  adults  hooted 
and  hollered  and  shouted  encouragement  as  players  were 
mixed  and  matched  in  all  combinations.  The  young  learners 
like  me  were  brought  along  and  were  allowed  to  play  more  and 
more  as  we  improved,  but  not  before  we  understood  how  to 
behave  on  the  court.  It  was  a big  deal  when  my  Dad  and  I 
played  cousin  Richard  Pappenheimer  and  his  father,  John,  in 
our  first  fathers/sons  doubles!  Richard  and  I developed  a 
lifelong  rivalry  and  would  regularly  play  singles  games  with 
scores  like  8-1 0 or  1 2-1 4.  Even  today,  we  can’t  be  in  Tyringham 
at  the  same  time  and  NOT  play  at  least  one  set. 

The  master  of  the  court  was  Rod  Gilder.  He  played  with 
unparalleled  grace  and  skill  and  inspired  everyone  else  to  play 
at  the  top  of  their  game.  He  taught  me  how  to  play  like  a 
gentleman,  how  to  enjoy  the  form  of  a stroke,  and  he  was 
unfaltering  in  his  encouragement.  Then  there  was  Petey 
Perkins  with  her  windmill  forehand  nailing  the  ball  2 inches  off 
the  ground.  And  Ned  Perkins,  who  would  slouch  at  net  and 
grumble  but  got  everything  back  he  could  get  his  racket  on 
(and  he  could  swear  better  than  anyone).  And  John 
Pappenheimer,  whose  serve  came  down  from  the  tree  tops. 
My  grandmother,  Francesca  Palmer  (MaChecka),  always 
monitored  the  action.  I can  still  picture  her,  over  90,  gazing  up 
at  the  court  trying  to  figure  out  who  was  playing. 

While  the  memories  of  tennis  in  Tyringham  are  great,  there 
are  still  many  more  to  be  created! 


Valley  Gleaner  Aug.  5''’ , 1908  The  baseball  fever  has  seized  upon  the 
native  youth  and  practice  play  occurs  almost  nightly  in  the  meadow  in 
the  rear  of  the  post  office,  or  in  the  street  in  front.  Saturday  a picked 
nine  played  against  Lee  but  unfortunately  met  defeat. 

Valley  Gleaner  Sept.  9,  1908  For  the  second  time  this  season,  the 
Tyringham  nine  won  a ball  game,  defeating  the  Housatonic  nine  by  8 to 
6.  Labor  Day  the  Tyringham  nine  played  a scrub  team  of  home  talent. 
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Valley  Gleaner  July  , 1908  The  death  of  Grover  Cleveland, 
the  only  living  ex-President  of  the  United  States,  has  been  made 
the  occasion  of  bringing  up  recollections  of  his  sojourning  in 
the  Berkshires.  President  Cleveland  came  to  Tyringham  for  a 
short  time  in  1900,  and  again  for  the  entire  summer  of  1901, 
stopping  with  L.B.  Moore  at  Riverside  Inn. 

He  enjoyed  greatly  the  fishing  in  the  Tyringham  brooks  and 
other  waters  of  this  neighborhood  ...  Mr.  Cleveland  was  invited 
with  a party  of  friends  from  the  city,  Mr.  Moore  assisting  in 
making  up  the  company,  to  Lawyer  J.J.  Nelligan ’s  cottage  at  the 
reserx’oir  in  East  Otis,  where  a big  dinner  of  fresh  caught  fish 
was  served.  Mr.  Cleveland  threw  off  all  official  dignity  and  went 
into  the  care-free  abandon  of  the  situation  with  full  enjoyment. 

...  When  the  news  came  to  Lee  of  the  assassination  of  President 
McKinley,  Mr.  Cleveland  was  fishing  on  Laurel  Lake  and  was 
notified  by  J.  P.  Quigley.  He  took  the  news  very  hard. 


John  Canon  as  Grover  Cleveland, 
1989  parade 


Quading 

Mom  (a.k.a.  Mary  Curtin  Errichetto) 

Nicholas  Errichetto  is  a 
grandson  of  “Grey  Bear”  (a.k.a.  J. 

Neil  Curtin),  and  loves  to  go  quading 
with  Grampa  through  Tyringham 
and  on  Beartown  Mountain,  where 
Gramp’s  hunting  camp  is.  In 
addition  to  quading,  Nick  also  likes 
riding  his  Suzuki  motorcycle  which 
he  has  done  since  age  4. 


Nick  Errichetto 


(A  sport  of  sorts  ) 

Valley  Gleaner  June  3 1908  Epidemic  of  Listeninginitis. 

Another  epidemic  besides  the  itch  that  the  health  authorities 
have  made  no  apparent  effort  to  check  prevails  here  and  has 
been  dubbed  "listeninginitis”.  The  old-fashioned  term  for  it 
was  "eavesdropping”,  and  H’ai  considered  by  the  fathers  as  a 
very  loathsome  malady  indeed,  reflecting  greatly  on  the  families 
affected.  To  such  an  extent  has  the  present  visitation  spread 
that  a committee  has  been  informally  organized  to  take  its  cure 
in  hand.  They  are  keeping  a record  of  comparing  notes  as  to  the 
sounds  heard  “on  the  side  ” when  using  the  telephone,  with  the 
intention  of  bringing  before  the  adjourned  Town  Meeting  on 
June  15'''  a list  of  names  of  parties  thus  convicted  in  holding 
their  telephone  receivers  for  unlawful  and  immoral  purposes 
while  others  are  properly  engaged  in  conversation. 
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Reese  Palmer  and  George  Gilder  on  Breakneck  Road,  1980 


Team  Hickory  and  the  Cobble  Hobble 

Helena  Palmer  Gatterburg 


How  I Learned  to  Ski 

Sidney  Urquhart 


Toodie  and  Robert  Alsop 


In  the  eighties  when  my 
brother,  Tonio  and  I were  in 
college  and  our  first  jobs,  we 
convinced  our  city  friends  to  join 
us  every  summer  in  the 
challenging  race  course  over 
Cobble  that  was  organized  by 
the  town’s  small  but 
enthusiastic  Runner’s  Club. 
One  could  enter  the  3,  5,  or  1 0 
mile  course.  Only  Tonio’s 
marathon-addicted  friend  Peter 
Downs  would  enter  the  ten 
miler.  Most  entered  the  5 miler 
and  those  of  us  more  casual 
runners  entered  the  three  miler. 
The  numbers  grew  as  word 
spread  among  our  friends  of  this 
legendary  course  uphill.  Our 
father,  Kay,  was  a big  supporter 
and  coach.  He  dispensed  important  advice  while  doling  out 
pancakes  to  the  hungry  athletes. 

The  year  the  Runner’s  Club  discontinued  the  race  we  had 
such  a large  group  who  were  ready  to  run  that  Tonio  decided 
to  make  our  own  race.  He  somehow  marked  a trail  (although 
not  too  well  since  two  of  my  friends  spent  some  time  wandering 
through  the  brush  until  my  cousin  Joey  rescued  them)  and  off 
we  went.  Since  it  was  our  race,  we  had  our  own  rules:  any 
means  of  athletic  transport  was  allowed  — there  were  roller- 
bladers  (the  hot  new  thing  at  the  time),  mountain  bikers, 
walkers,  etc.  Time  was  not  a factor,  the  goal  was  to  complete, 
not  compete.  We  had  Team  Hickory  T-shirts,  which  on  the 
back  read:  sponsored  by  Palmer’s  Pancakes.  The  finish  line 
was  to  jump  in  the  pond  at  Hickory.  My  father  and  our  other 
official  coach,  Yves  Premice-Bertin  (also  allergic  to  exercise) 
followed  in  the  jeep  and  recorded  at  the  finish  line.  Even  the 
roller-blader  jumped  in  the  cold  pond  with  his  gear  on. 

Needless  to  say,  everyone  still  talks  about  those  races 
and  many  are  still  running.  We  have  two  good-sized  fir  trees 
in  our  front  lawn  that  were  Tonio  and  my  prizes  for  winning  one 
year  in  a small  category  of  “local”  winners. 

Living  overseas  now  for  1 2 years,  I miss  Tyringham  more 
than  anything  and  visit  almost  every  year.  When  I run  in  the 
vineyards  behind  my  house,  I try  to  summon  the  smell  of 
Cobble  to  spur  me  up  the  hill. 


Lining  up  for  the  Tyringham  Road  Race,  1985 


When  I was  1 5 years  old,  my  Aunt  Alice  and  Uncle  Herman 
invited  me  to  Austria  for  six  weeks  of  uninterrupted  skiing.  My 
mother  pitched  the  trip  to  the  head  of  my  school  as  a once-in- 
a-lifetime  opportunity  to  relearn  the  German  I had  spoken  as  a 
child,  glossing  over  the  fact  that  I would  be  spending  my  days 
on  the  slopes  with  a private  ski  instructor. 

Alice  was  a forceful  character  and  a fine  athlete.  She  had 
ditched  her  first  two  husbands  in  Europe,  where  she  took  up 
alpine  skiing  — a relatively  new  sport  at  the  time.  Pretty  soon 
she  was  winning  races  at  major  resorts  like  Davos,  Kitzbuhel 
and  St.  Moritz.  She  retired  from  competitive  skiing  after  a 
terrible  fall  in  which  the  tip  of  her  ski  pole  pierced  straight 
through  the  fleshy  part  of  her  calf.  (Sometimes,  if  she  was  in  a 
good  mood  she  would  roll  down  her  stocking  and  show  me  the 
horrible  scars  on  her  leg.) 

My  heroine  at  the  time  was  Andrea  Mead  — a strapping 
fifteen-year-old  from  Rutland,  Vermont  and  star  of  the  U.S. 
Women’s  Olympic  Ski  squad.  I wanted  to  be  just  like  Andy, 
skiing  every  day,  winning  medals,  seeing  my  photograph  on 
the  cover  of  Life  magazine.  This  trip  to  Austria  would  be  my 
chance. 

As  soon  as  our  plane  landed  in  Zurich,  Alice  took  me  to  a 

shop  on  the  Bahnhof  Strasse 
and  bought  me  everything  I 
would  need  — Henkel  ski  boots, 
heavy  laminated  KneissI  skis 
with  steel  edges  and  bear-trap 
bindings,  and  a red  smock-like 
jacket  that  she  said  would  hide 
my  chubbiness.  Then  we 
boarded  the  famous  Arlberg 
Express  for  St.  Anton,  a 
charming  village  in  the  Austrian 
alps. 

My  ski  instructor’s  name 
was  Pepi  Gabl.  He  was  blond 
and  blue-eyed  and  very 
charming,  and  of  course  I fell 
madly  in  love,  not  realizing  until 
later  that  he  had  a wife  and  two  young  daughters  stashed 
away  at  the  lower  end  of  the  village.  I learned  a few  other 
things  about  Pepi  as  well:  in  1938,  when  Hitler  took  over 
Austria,  he  was  drafted  into  the  Luftwaffe  and  sent  to  the 
Russian  front  — where,  according  to  Alice,  he  became  a hero, 
deftly  maneuvering  his  shiny  silver  Messerschmidt  in  and  out 
of  the  clouds,  machine  guns  blazing  ack  ack  ack  and  sending 
at  least  40  Soviet  aircraft  down  in  flames.  I found  this  confusing, 
because  I had  been  brought  up  to  regard  the  Nazis  and  the 
Wehrmacht  and  the  Luftwaffe  as  the  bad  guys.  And  now  my 
aunt,  who  had  become  staunchly  anti-Communist  after  the 
war,  was  canonizing  Pepi  for  his  valor  against  the  “Russkies, 
the  goddamn  Commies.” 

Despite  Pepi’s  best  efforts,  I never  got  to  ski  anywhere 
near  as  well  as  Andy  Mead,  but  I did  get  quite  strong  and 
brave  about  skiing  from  the  top  to  the  bottom  of  the  mountain 
without  stopping.  In  the  evenings,  my  aunt  and  uncle  took  me 


Sidney  Howard  Urquhart, 
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with  them  to  dinner  at  the  Hotel  Post,  where  I feasted  on 
venison,  and  drank  wine  and  smoked  cigarettes  — always 
streng  verboten  at  home.  After  dinner  we  would  go  to  the  hotel 
bar  and  dance  to  an  accordion  and  zither  band  with  my  aunt’s 
racy  Eurotrash  — people  like  Herbert  von  Karajan,  the  great 
orchestra  conductor  who  had  joined  the  Nazi  Party  twice  in 
order  to  save  his  skin.  Von  Karajan  was  a dare  devil,  swooping 
down  the  most  dangerous  slopes  in  skin-tight  black  pants 
and  parka,  crouched  over  his  skiis  like  a panther.  When  the 
Queen  of  Holland  cut  short  her  family  winter  holiday  to  rush 
back  to  the  Hague  because  of  a political  crisis,  her  husband 
Prince  Bernhard  lost  no  time  importing  his  mistress,  a leathery 
English  woman  called  Lady  Annie  Orr-Lewis.  His  Highness 
and  Lady  Annie  would  appear  on  the  slopes  each  morning 
dressed  in  matching  blue  and  white  handknit  sweaters.  “I  knew 
it,”  shouted  Alice  with  glee.  “Coordinated  outfits  like  that  means 
they  are  sleeping  together.” 

So,  yes,  I did  learn  to  ski  and  my  German  improved,  but  I 
also  learned,  as  I observed  all  the  ex-Nazis  and  Eurotrash 
pleasure-seeking  pretenders  cavorting  on  the  ski  slopes  and 
in  and  out  of  hotel  bedrooms,  to  keep  my  mouth  shut. 


Sarah  S.  Hudson  on  snows  hoes,  c.  1938 


Valley  Gleaner  Feb.  10'^,  1909  James  Clark  has  purchased  a 
new  cutter  from  George  R.  Warren  and  predicts  a number  of 
weeks  of  sleighing  before  spring  arrives  again. 

V.G.  Jan.  27*'  1909  Allen  Hale,  Alton  Rouse  and  Melford  Darod 
went  to  Hayes  Pond  Monday  and  got  37  nice  pickerel.  Rouse 
caught  one  that  weighed  three  pounds  and  five  ounces. 


Receipt  for  a Gay  Sleigh  Ride 

From  Carolyn  Canon  Memorabilia 

Ten  young  couples. 

One  four-horse  outfit  with  driver. 

One  night  colder  than  blixen. 

One  mile  of  merriment. 

Ten  miles  of  nearly  frozen  to  death. 

One  chilly  dance  hall,  one  drunken  fiddler. 

Three  hours  of  light  fantastic  toe. 

Supper  for  twenty-five,  first  course  lukewc  m milk 
And  water  that  has  been  bathed  in  by  an  c /ster. 
Second  course  same  as  first,  dessert  - 
Country  air  and  ice. 

The  party  is  now  half  way  through. 

Next  comes  a little  more  squeaky  fiddle  and 
Balancing  around. 

Then  all  hands  abound  for  home. 

Colder  driver  than  ever. 

All  sitting  in  the  sleigh  box. 

Driver  loses  his  way. 

Young  men  crawl  out  and  swear. 

Girls  cry. 

Home  at  last.  Four  o’clock  in  the  morning. 

Moral;  Ten  dollars  apiece  out  of  pocket. 

Nine  frozen  ears,  twenty  played  out  people 
of  both  sexes. 

Four  used  up  horses. 

And  a lot  of  young  liars  who  go  around  next  day 
And  say  they  had  a merry  time. 
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Robert  Choquette  on  snowshoes 


My  Friend  Ted 

Neil  Curtin  (as  transcribed) 

I’ve  been  in  New  York  State  hunting.  I went  up  with  Peter 
Tuesday.  I guess  we  were  up  there  half  an  hour  and  I saw  a 
deer  and  I made  the  crow  call  - caw  caw  caw  - instead  of 
calling  out  which  would  scare  the  animals.  So  I give  a couple 
of  caws  and  he  heard  me,  and  Peter  cawed  back,  and  I pointed 
to  show  Peter  the  deer.  We  went  up  the  hill  farther  and  I saw 
a couple  of  deer  scrapes  from  when  they  paw  the  dirt  and  I 
heard  a noise  - I believe  they  call  it  a grunt  - unh  unh  unh. 
When  they  get  excited  they  blow  - whssssshhhh.  When  you 
hear  that,  you  might  as  well  forget  it.  They’re  gone. 


Neil  Curtin  with  Ben  and  Cody  Schaefer  and  gobbler 

I’m  standing  there  and  I hear  this  unh  unh  unh  sound.  I 
took  a couple  of  steps  and  choongl  the  deer  went  right  across 
in  front  of  me.  He  was  so  quick.  But  I hurried  ahead  a little  bit. 
You  know  you  can’t  see  them  when  they  are  standing  still. 
Finally,  wheeee!  The  white  tail  went  up  and  away  he  went. 
Then  I got  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  and  I looked  up  and  I saw  a 
tremendous  buck  coming  down  through  the  hardwoods.  I 
thought  I was  going  to  get  him,  but  it  just  shows  you  how  hard 
they  are  to  get.  I thought  he  was  coming  right  down  close  but 
he  just  cut  a little  bit,  and  there  were  three  trees  right  in  front 
of  me.  I tried  to  hurry  past  to  get  the  clear  shot.  I was  that 
close.  I said  to  myself  when  he  comes  right  in  front  of  that 
rock.  I’ll  shoot.  But  just  as  he  got  there,  he  went  behind  it  and 
I haven’t  seen  him  since.  Amazing  how  quick  they  can  go. 
What  a beauty!  They  are  the  ones  you  dream  about.  I’ve 
been  dreaming  now  for  two  nights  about  him.  So  I’m  going 
back  there  tomorrow. 

Sure,  I felt  sorry  for  myself.  I was  disappointed.  But  then 
on  the  other  side  of  it,  you  think  about  how  slick  they  are.  If 
he  wasn’t  there,  we  wouldn’t  be  going  hunting,  you  know?... 

I had  one  last  week  up  back  of  Johnny’s.  Nice  rack  buck 
came  out  of  the  fence  line  from  Slater’s  way. 

I was  up  in  my  tree  stand.  I said.  Oh  My  Gosh  here  he 
comes!  He  cleared  the  brush  ...You  remember  that  terrible 


wind  a few  nights  ago?  Well,  I was  in  the  tree  swaying  around 
and  all  of  a sudden  I felt  that  wind  on  the  back  of  my  neck 
pretty  heavy,  and  that  deer’s  head  went  right  up.  He  got  the 
scent  right  out  of  the  air.  Turned  broadside  and  whisshht!  He 
ran  off  back  towards  Slaters.  Shows  you  how  slick  they  are. 
Deer  are  funny.  A bad  night  like  that  might  be  just  the  night 
they’re  moving  around.  It  was  terrible  that  night. 

I started  out  hunting  with  my  grandfather  Percy  Stanton. 
He  showed  me  all  the  little  tricks  when  I was  15  years  old. 
Down  at  my  other  grandfather  Curtin’s  house,  my  Uncle  Joe 
Curtin  had  my  grandfather’s  gun.  He  didn’t  hunt  any  more.  I 
was  about  1 2 and  I told  him  that  pump  gun  that  used  to  hang 
on  two  nails  over  the  pantry  door  — I said  when  I’m  fifteen,  I 
want  that  gun,  and  they  told  me  when  I was  fifteen,  it  was 
mine.  I still  have  it.  I don’t  use  it  any  more.  But  I got  my  first 
deer  with  it,  and  I got  about  1 2 deer  with  that  first  gun.  They 
said  it  wasn’t  any  good,  but  I proved  them  wrong  on  that! 

My  first  deer  I got  I was  about  18.  That  year  I decided  I 
didn’t  want  to  go  hunting  with  my  grandfather  any  more.  I 
wanted  to  go  up  the  big  mountain.  He  told  he  that  was  rough 
going,  hard  going  through  there.  But  I thought,  well.  I’m  going 
to  try  it.  Young  and  eager,  you  know.  That  was  always  open 
to  hunting  by  the  Howard  family.  We  always  called  in  Howards’ 
Skidway  where  the  logging  was.  So  I told  Harvey  (Choquette), 
that  I was  going  up  there  by  myself,  and  Harvey  says  can  I go 
with  you?  So  he  and  I were  kind  of  a twosome  for  many 
years,  for  about  a lifetime.  We  hunted  deer  together  and  had 
tons  of  fun. 

That  afternoon,  a friend  of  mine  from  Lee  called  Marshall 
Cody  wanted  to  know  if  he  could  come.  So  the  three  of  us 
went  up  the  mountain.  Right  up  on  the  top  there’s  a stone 
marker  there  on  Hemlock  Road  that  says  Tyringham  - Monterey 
Just  as  we  stepped  over  into  Monterey,  we  separated  and 
started  up  this  road  and  we  heard  a shot  near  the  swamp. 
Bang!  We  stopped  for  a few  minutes,  Harvey  went  down  in  a 
little  deeper  ...  And  I thought  I’ll  just  keep  walking  and  see 
what  happens.  Then  I heard  something,  and  this  tremendous 
buck  came  flying  out  of  the  swamp  right  at  me.  I only  had  a 
chance  for  two  quick  shots  with  that  old  pump  gun  and  I went 
bang  bang!  The  deer  turned  and  went  out  of  sight.  I saw 
where  he  went.  Then  Marshall  Cody  hollered  at  me  and  came 
up  and  talked  to  me.  He  was  the  one  who  shot;  he  saw  a 
deer’s  tail  go  but  he  knew  he  missed  and  then  he  heard  me 
shoot.  I told  him  the  only  thing  I can  think  of  is  to  keep  going 


Neil  Curtin  and  prize  buck 
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towards  Monterey  and  maybe  we’ll  see  him  again.  (We  were 
young!)  So  he  went  back  down  in  a little  bit  and  I turned,  and 
as  I looked  about  30  yards  from  me,  I saw  this  big  head  of 
horns  laying  there  on  the  ground  twisting,  and  I saw  his  tongue 
was  set.  And  I said,  oh  there  he  is.  I got  him.  I had  hit  him 
both  times.  He  was  running  like  the  wind,  probably  went  about 
1 00  yards  and  dropped. 

Then  all  the  excitement  started.  We  hollered  for  Harvey 
and  he  came  up  and  that  was  my  first  experience  with  getting 
a deer.  Harvey  showed  me  how  to  gut  it,  and  we  got  a rope 
and  dragged  awful  hard.  (There 
was  no  snow!)  We  designated 
Cody  to  carry  the  three  guns. 

And  Harvey  always  had  one 
more  trick  up  his  sleeve.  He 
said  he’d  break  a stick  and  put 
it  through  the  rope  and  like  a 
team  of  horses,  we  grabbed 
each  side  like  a twosome  and 
pulled.  What  a difference  that 
made.  Down  the  hill  we  started. 

We  had  our  car  just  above  the 
skidway,  right  by  the  old  Brewer 
place  where  all  the  stones  are. 

That  was  2:30  in  the  afternoon. 

We  were  young.  We  got  to  the 
road  at  5 o’clock  that  night.  The 
deer  hung  seven  days.  Then  we 
put  him  on  a tenion  scale.  He 
weighed  1 97  pounds  seven  days 
after  I got  him.  Wilbur  Clark 
always  said  a beef  will  lose  10 
pounds  to  the  hundredweight  in 
a few  days  just  drying  up.  There’s  no  doubt  in  my  mind  that 
buck  must  have  weighed  about  225  pounds  when  I got  it  and 
dragged  it.  And  don’t  think  it  dragged  easy.  That  thing  caught 
on  every  log  and  every  rock  from  Monterey  to  Tyringham. 

I had  a great  time  with  Harvey,  you  know. . . 

Back  in  the  early  fifties,  when  I first  got  married,  I was 
working  up  at  the  paper  mill,  and  a guy  I worked  with  - Ken 
Shepardson  - he  had  a nice  rabbit  dog  with  a bunch  of  puppies 
and  he  asked  me  if  I wanted  one  and  I said  sure.  So  I went  up 
and  looked  at  the  litter,  and  on  the  hindquarter  of  one  there 
was  a little  black  mark. . . The  only  one.  So  I said  I’ll  take  that 
male  with  the  mark  on  it.  So  when  they  were  old  enough  I got 
that  puppy  and  brought  him  home.  He  was  doing  fine  but  I 
heard  a lot  of  people  say  you  can’t  get  a good  hunting  dog 
unless  you  keep  him  keep  him  tied  up  in  a pen  and  keep  him 
hungry  so  he’ll  run  better.  I found  out  after  all  these  false 
stories,  there’s  no  truth  to  that.  You  don’t  have  to  starve  him  or 
tie  him  outside.  This  dog  was  a pet.  We  had  him  right  in  the 
house  and  everyone  played  with  him.  I used  to  see  Johnny 
come  out  of  the  kitchen  with  the  dog  right  around  his  neck 
carrying  him.  So  we  brought  him  up  that  way.  Then  I decided 
I’d  like  to  take  him  out  and  get  him  started  so  I took  him  up  on 
Charlie  Slater’s  land.  His  land  was  always  open  to  anyone  to 
hunt  - not  like  some  of  these  new  folks  who  plaster  their  Keep 
Out  signs  everywhere.  (I  don’t  know  if  it’s  all  their  fault.  Maybe 
some  people  tell  them  to  do  that.)  Anyway,  I was  up  in  there 


and  started  hunting  and  I said  I have  to  train  this  dog  right.  I 
want  this  dog  to  keep  track  of  me.  I’m  not  going  to  be  hollering 
at  him.  I had  a plan.  This  was  the  first  time  I had  him  out.  He 
was  a year  old.  All  of  a sudden  I realized  I hadn’ t seen  him  for 
quite  a while.  I almost  wanted  to  holler,  he  was  gone  so  long, 
and  I was  almost  afraid  he  was  gone  for  good.  But  I said,  no 
I can’t  do  that.  I want  to  do  it  my  way.  So  I sat  down  with 
Johnny  (he’d  been  sitting  on  my  shoulders).  And  here  comes 
Teddy  - I named  him  Teddy.  He  had  picked  up  a trail  and 
followed  it  right  to  me.  I made  a big  deal  out  of  it  and  he  was 

happy,  jumping  around  and 
wagging  his  tail.  So  I said 
let’s  go.  So  he  went  out  again 
and  I’d  wait,  and  the  next 
thing  I know  here  comes 
Teddy,  so  I broke  him  in  that 
way.  All  of  a sudden  he 
started  to  bark  off  to  the  side 
somewhere.  I said,  aw,  it 
can’t  be  a rabbit.  It’s  the  first 
time  out.  He  won’t  even  know 
what  a rabbit  is.  But  he  kept 
barking.  So  I got  in  a position 
where  I thought  if  he  comes 
this  way,  maybe  I could  see 
it,  and  all  of  a sudden  ke  choo 
ke  choo  ke  choo!  There 
goes  the  rabbit  and  here 
comes  Teddy!  It  was  one  of 
those  brown  ones,  the  gray 
bobs. 

I kept  working  on  that 
same  theory  and  I got  a 
couple  of  rabbits.  Then  he  was  three  years  old  and  I took  him 
white  rabbit  hunting.  I took  him  with  Percy  Stanton  who  had  a 
dog  named  Nellie ...  He  named  her  after  Nellie  Bligh,  the  fastest 
lady  in  the  world.  She  was  good  but  her  only  problem  was 
she  was  getting  a little  sore  because  she  was  getting  old. 
The  two  dogs  got  familiar  with  each  other  and  started  hunting 
well,  and  I know  that  my  dog  learned  a lot  of  tricks  from  her 
which  helped  him  get  going.  My  dog  was  fast.  He’d  take  the 
rabbit  away  and  sshheeww!  You’d  hear  her  coming  from  behind, 
but  he’d  get  to  a corner  and  he  moves  it!  He’s  too  fast.  So 
he’d  be  over  here  barking  and  over  there  barking,  and  then  all 
of  a sudden  she’d  catch  up,  and  hardly  hesitate.  Right  on 
through,  she’d  keep  on  trucking,  and  then  he’d  go  and  take 
the  rabbit  away  from  her  and  away  he  goes.  I swear  I’ll  never 
get  a dog  as  good.  I’d  love  to  get  one  as  good,  but  I’ll  never 
get  one  any  better.  He  was  a Beagle.  I bet  I shot  500  rabbits 
with  that  dog  ... 

Here’s  another  example.  I was  living  in  Stockbridge,  and 
it  was  the  last  day  of  rabbit  hunting  that  year,  probably  around 
1 957.  What  happened  was  it  was  a day  I should  have  gone  to 
work.  I didn’t  miss  much  time  at  the  mill,  but  I was  waiting  for 
this  one.  A guy  who  was  supposed  to  replace  me  didn’t  show 
up.  People  said  take  the  next  day  off  and  stick  them  back  a 
little.  I didn’t  usually  do  that,  but  this  one  here  ....  I got  up  and 
it  was  snowing  so  I got  my  dog  and  my  grandfather  and  we 
went  over  to  Mt.  Hunger  to  do  some  hunting.  We  got  way  up 
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in  there  with  a little  Studebaker  and  it  began  to  bang  and 
slam,  and  I stopped  and  put  the  chains  on  ...  We  didn’t  have 
front  wheel  drive  back  then.  “Bang  bang,”  it  was  going.  I said 
we  have  to  get  this  car  out  of  here.  They  didn’t  plow  enough. 

I got  it  turned  around  and  back  on  23,  and  I got  under  to  look 
and  one  of  the  hooks  on  the  chain  was  grabbing  the  brake 
cable,  I took  the  chains  off,  and  I told  him  we  were  stuck  and 
we  can’t  drive  up  in  there.  The  snow  was  deep  we  got  where 
up  in  there  to  where  I wanted  to  go  anyway.  The  two  dogs 
took  off.  Nellie  went  this  way  and  my  dog  went  the  other  way 
and  gone.  She  went  up  the  top  of  the  hill  and  circled  around 
but  she  wouldn’t  come  down.  I told  my  grandfather,  if  she  can 
stick  with  that  rabbit  that  bad.  I’m  going  up  there  to  get  that 
rabbit.  I climbed  that  hill  somehow,  there’s  a sheer  face  there 
where  you  can  slip.  I have  to  stop  and  catch  my  breath.  And 
I heard  my  dog.  I hadn’t  heard  him  in  an  hour  or  two.  He’s 
coming  this  way,  and  he  comes  zipping  by,  and  the  snow’s  so 
deep  the  rabbits  are  running  right  in  the  road,  and  bang!  I got 
that  white  rabbit.  Then  I could  hear  Nellie  coming,  and  then 
he  jumped  and  took  off  through  the  trees  and  a rabbit  came 
right  down  the  same  path  and  bang.'. . .There’s  two  white  rabbits. 
And  I went  way  back  down  that  mountain,  and  my  grandfather 
says,  what  did  you  do,  shoot  to  call  the  dogs?  And  I said  I 
got  two  white  rabbits.  And  he  said  “YOU  DIDN’T !!”.  That  was 
his  favorite  thing.  “YOU  DIDN’T !!”  He  reached  in  the  back  of 
my  hunting  coat,  and  saw  two  white  rabbits  looking  at  him.  I 
think  he  was  prouder  than  me.  He  had  a grin  right  to  his  ears, 
and  he  rolled  a quick  cigarette  and  we  headed  for  the  car .... 

This  shows  you  how  good  my  friend  Ted  really  was.  My 
grandfather  and  I went  over  to  Spectacle  Pond.  Right  away, 
the  dog  started  away.  The  rabbit  came  right  out  quick.  My 
grandfather  was  about  70  and  he  couldn’t  turn  as  quick  as  he 
used  to.  So  he  made  a quick  turn  and  he  saw  the  rabbit  and 
shot  and  missed  it.  (In  the  good  old  days,  when  he  shot,  he 
had  it.)  Away  she  goes.  Well,  I go  down  there  and  say  I’ll 
catch  her  when  she  crosses  back.  Usually  when  they  circle 
they  cross  back.  So  I get  up  here  and  turn  and  cross  down 
again.  I couldn’t  get  a look  at  that  rabbit!  And  he  didn’t  see 
it.  And  the  dog  started  howling  . That’s  a big  part  of  the  hunt 
- just  to  hear  the  dog  howling  hoo  hoo  hoo.  I’ve  had  my  dog 
go  out  of  hearing  for  a long  time,  and  then  all  of  a sudden  ... 
hoo  hoo  hoo.  So  we  kept  going  and  kept  going ....  I had  to  be 
at  work  at  three.  No  telephones.  My  Number  One  friend  is 
out  there  somewhere  pounding  the  heck  out  of  this  rabbit.  At 
3 o’clock  in  the  afternoon,  I picked  up  Nellie  and  carried  her  in 
one  arm,  my  gun  in  the  other,  up  to  the  road  and  put  her  in  the 
car.  She  was  exhausted.  And  I wondered  when  that  thing  of 
mine  would  get  that  tired.  But  he  didn’t.  Kept  going.  Kept 
going.  Now  it’s  3:30,  3:45.  I’m  supposed  to  be  at  work  at 
three.  My  grandfather  was  sitting  in  the  car.  I hear  Teddy 
coming  back  down.  So  I get  down  in  there,  and  he  kept 
pounding  right  in  front  of  me.  I looked.  That’s  the  first  time  I 
saw  him.  I shot  that  rabbit  with  one  shot.  Four  o’clock  in  the 
afternoon.  That  dog  had  started  at  11  in  the  morning.  That’s 
five  hours.  That  rabbit  couldn’t  get  away  from  him.  I was  pretty 
proud  of  him.  That’s  how  good  he  was.  Five  hours  with  that 
rabbit  and  I got  it.  I was  thrilled  with  that.  I got  to  work  late. 


The  quy  I was  supposed  to  relieve  at  3 o’clock  wasn’t  too 
thrilled 

People  wonder  why  we  hunt.  Well,  it  was  some  of  the 
best  times  of  my  life. 

So  I’d  like  to  dedicate  this  to  my  grandfather,  Percy 
Stanton,  who  showed  me  how  to  hunt,  and  to  my  friend  Harvey 
Choquette  who  I used  to  do  all  the  deer  hunting  with,  and  to 
my  friend  Ted,  my  dog,  my  rabbit  hound. 


Ashintiilly 


Valley  Gleaner  Sept.  9"',  1908  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Robb  DePeyster 
Tytus  entertained  the  Berkshire  Hunt  at  a breakfast  at 
Ashintully  Farm  Saturday.  The  breakfast  followed  a brilliant 
meeting  of  the  hounds  at  the  Chapin  Farm,  and  a run  of  six 
miles  up  the  valley  to  the  Tytus  estate. 

For  the  third  time,  Tyringham  has  provided  a course  with 
subsequent  entertainment  for  the  members  of  the  Berkshire  Hunt 
and  their  friends;  and  both  in  weather,  route  and  reception,  did 
last  Saturday’s  run  surpass  its  predecessors.  The  course  was 
carefully  laid  from  Nathan  Canon’s  close  to  the  Lee  line,  closely 
following  the  main  highway  for  the  entire  distance  to  Robb 
dePeyster  Tytus  ’ Ashintully  Farm,  where  the  hunt  breakfast  was 
served;  and  this  layout  made  a wonderfully  picturesque  scene  of 
the  hounds  and  riders  for  the  benefit  of  the  scores  of  spectators, 
who  followed  in  automobiles,  in  carriages  and  upon 

horseback The  farmers  over  whose  lands  the  course  was  laid 

were  provided  in  advance  with  complementary  tickets  to  the 
Lenox  races. 

At  Mr.  Tytus’,  the  lawns  were  set  with  numerous  tables  and 
made  gay  with  charming  booths,  while  many  were  the  original 
details  employed  in  the  serving  of  the  refreshments  of  which  it  is 
estimated  that  fully  two  hundred  persons  partook.  Among 
these  were,  riding  to  the  hounds,  David  T.  Dana,  master  of 
hounds,  Mrs.  Dana,  Miss  Heloise  Meyer,  Miss  Kate  Cary,  Lady 
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Augusta  Fane  of  London,  Newbold  Morris,  Joseph  W.  Burden, 
Mr.  Dabney  of  Virginia,  Frederick  Bull,  Morris  Kellogg,  George 
Gilder  and  Robb  DePeyster  Tytus.  The  kill  was  at  the  Tytus 
Farm,  where  a platoon  of  motor  cars  was  lined  up  to  see  the 
riders  take  the  last  wall  and  gallop  in.  Breakfast  was  serx’ed  in 
English  style,  at  small  tables,  under  the  trees  in  the  orchard. 

The  decorative  setting  was  of  red  and  green  streamers  and 
garlands,  the  colors  of  the  Berkshire  Hunt.... 

A novel  feature  was  a bar  presided  over  by  the  prettiest 
women  of  the  Lenox  colony... in  dainty  Dutch  caps  and  white 
aprons,  who  serx’ed  foaming  buckets  of  ale  and  punch,  cider 
and  lemonade. 


“In  the  Ribbons” 

From  1 945-1 949,  when  summering  in  Tyringham,  Anne 
Dort  Moffett,  showed  in  horse  shows  on  the  New  England 
Circuit.  She  started  with  her  gray  (white  almost)  horse. 
Sage  King,  with  much  help  and  encouragement  from  Janie 
Gardner.  Her  success  led  her  to  go  on  to  compete  twice  in 
the  National  Horse  Show  at  Madison  Square  Garden  in  New 
York,  where  she  placed  “in  the  ribbons”  both  times.  She 
was  riding  an  American  saddle  horse. 


Kiki  Cowell  astride  Indy  Leap  of  Faith,  2001 


Valley  Gleaner  1936  A mother,  Mrs.  H.M.  Ariel,  73  and  her 
daughter,  50,  who  live  on  the  so-called  Tillotson  Road,  atop 
Beartown  Mountain,  are  virtually  snowbound  but  they 
prepared  for  it  by  purchasing  enough  provisions  in  November 
to  last  them  until  early  May...  If  anything  should  happen  to 
either  one,  the  other  has  but  one  way  of  notifying  neighbors  — 
putting  on  a pair  of  show  shoes  and  walking  to  the  Stedman 
house.  Last  year,  Mrs.  Ariel  got  lonesome  and  decided  to  pay  a 
visit  to  the  Stedmans.  She  tied  the  snowshoes  to  her  feet  and 
walked  the  distance  from  her  home  to  find  out  what  was  going 
on  in  the  world.  After  a short  visit  she  snowshoed  home. 


The  Roar  of  the  Arctic  Cat 

Maggie  Howard 

Here’s  a memory  from  years  back.  My  house  has  just 
been  built.  I am  standing  in  my  kitchen  on  a Saturday  morning 
when  my  cats  stiffen,  their  heads  jerk  up,  and  a few  seconds 
later  they  scatter  and  hide.  I can’t  see  anything.  I c in’t  hear 
anything.  Then  it  starts.  A low,  dull  rumble.  The  hous  3 shakes 
ever  so  slightly.  An  earthquake?  Here?  My  brother  Walter, 
living  in  my  house  at  the  time,  comes  in  from  the  barn. 

“Can  you  hear  it?”  I ask  him.  “What  is  it?  What  is  that 
noise?  Is  it  snowmobiles?” 

“Uhhuh.  Duh”,  Walter,  ever  bemused  and  amused,  pours 
himself  a cup  of  coffee  and  scans  The  Berkshire  Eagle. 

Then  they  come.  First  one,  then  three,  then  seven,  then 
twenty  and  more.  They  are  riding  black  snowmol  iles  and 
they  are  suited  up  in  black,  wearing  black  helmets,  bl.  ck  boots 
and  long  black  gloves,  their  faces  hidden  behind  blacl*  goggles. 
I feel  like  the  woman  on  the  homestead  in  the  weste  n movie, 
getting  water  at  the  well,  when  the  masked  riders  a jpear  on 
the  horizon.  So  I shield  my  eyes 
and  squint. 

“Who  are  they?  What  are 
they?”  I go  out  on  the  deck. 

They  roar  past,  leaving  a swirl 
of  snow  and  blue  haze  behind 
them. 

‘They  waved!”  I cry  out.  “Do 
we  know  them?” 

“Of  course  we  know  them”, 
says  Walter,  now  mildly 
impatient.  “Of  course  they 
waved.  It’s  the  Curtins,  for 
God’s  sake.” 


Walter  and  Maggie  Howard 


Valley  Gleaner  May  5""  1864  On  Saturday  last,  H.F.  Clark  and 
C.  Dowd  were  at  work  at  the  south  end  of  the  valley  in 
Tyringham,  when  a single  wild  goose  came  flying  over  from  the 
north,  high  above  them,  occasionally  uttering  its  discordant 
note.  They  commenced  imitating  its  cry,  and  poor  goosey, 
probably  thinking  some  kin  were  near,  suddenly  changed  her 
course,  and  after  crossing  the  valley  several  times,  nearing  the 
earth  at  each  revolution,  finally  alighted  in  a meadow  about 
half  a mile  from  where  the  persons  stood.  Wishing  for  a nearer 
view  of  Her  Goose-ship  they  started  in  pursuit,  and  after 
procuring  firearms,  Clark  approached  to  within  good  range, 
when  he  discharged  the  contents  of  a shot-gun  which  only 
slightly  wounded  the  goose,  who  not  liking  the  aspects  of  the 
affair,  started  on  a retreat,  when  he  drew  a revolver  (which  had 
done  him  good  service  in  the  South)  and  discharged  a ball 
which  brought  the  goose  suddenly  to  a dead  halt.  It  was  a fine 
specimen,  weighing  9 lbs.,  and  measuring  5 feet  from  tip  to  tip. 
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Home 

Donna  Heath  Drake 


I look  back  on  my  childhood  years, 

So  long  ago  it  seems, 

No  finer  place  could  I have  grown,  from  infancy 
to  teens. 

Our  days  were  spent  exploring,  imaginations 
running  wild. 

The  Cobble  was  our  playground,  the  “tree” 
named  every  child. 

A little  town  tucked  down  below,  our  homes  and 
church  and  store. 

We’d  sit  and  dream,  what  could  life  mean? 

How  could  we  ask  for  more? 

When  winter  came  and  snow  was  deep,  our 
woolen  snowpants  heavy. 

We’d  slide  all  day  and  laugh  and  play,  til  the  horn 
on  that  old  Chevy 

Broke  through  our  fun,  the  day  was  done. 

Our  supper  was  home  and  ready. 

We  had  no  fear  of  strangers  near,  for  life  within 
our  valley 

Was  safe  and  serene,  healthy  and  clean. 


The  world’s  trouble  we  did  not  talley. 

Our  church  stood  strong.  His  hours  were  long. 
Cap  Couch  our  beloved  saviour. 

He  was  the  best,  we  can  all  attest. 

He  straightened  up  all  our  behavior. 

The  school  was  small,  but  stood  so  tall,  above  the 
center  of  town. 

Our  teacher  did  strive,  grades  one  through  five. 

To  make  Tyringham  students  renown. 

As  the  years  have  gone  by,  and  oh,  they  did  fly! 

I remember  the  times  of  my  childhood. 

The  friendships  so  dear  and  year  after  year, 

I realize  that  I probably  never  would 

Fine  a place  on  this  earth  that  came  close  to,  or 

worth. 

My  home  life  and  friends  in  the  valley. 

My  message  today  is  to  emphatically  say 
Memories  made  are  for  always  and  forever. 

May  God  bless  where  it  all  began 
I left  my  footprint  in  the  sand, 

I salute  thee  — my  Tyringham! 


Amy  Fennelly,  1996 
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Heather  Currie 


Charlie  Slater  with  greased  pig,  1939 


oooooooooooooooooo 

BASE  BALL 

TYRINOHAM 

ADMISSION  26  CENTS 

OOOOOOOOOOOOOOODOO 


Baseball  ticket 


Nathan  Canon 


Dudley  Van  Orman 


Noah  Choquette  on  greased  pole.  1989 


Willis  Hale  with  prize  buck,  1973 
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Swim  Class  at  the  Town  Pond  1996 


Larry  Cernik  and  his  336  lb. marlin. 
“ You  don 't  catch  ’em  like  this  in 
Hop  Brook!” 


Deanna  Gamer  teaches  golf 


Tracy  Johnson  with  57” 
wahoo.  Key  West.  FI 


Jon  Canon  and  Henning  Carlson,  1 958 


Jim  Curtin 
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Georgia  Birkett 
1913-2002 


Player  Crosby 
1942-2003 


While  organizing  some  of  my  grandmother’s  belongings 
after  she  died,  my  mother  and  I came  across  a 1931  PHS 
yearbook.  We  found  my  grandmother’s  picture  and  read  the 
blurb  below  it.  Her  goal  in  life  was  “to  roll  a hoop  down  Fifth 
Avenue”!  What  on  earth  did  she  mean  by  that?  None  of  us 
think  that  she  ever  actually  rolled  that  hoop  down  Fifth  Avenue, 
but  she  had  quite  a journey  in  her  89  years. 

She  lived  in  and  observed  an  ever-changing  world  and  was 
proud  to  call  Tyringham  home  for  over  60  years.  She  moved  to 
Tyringham  in  1 939  with  my  grandfather  and  their  young  children. 
It  didn’t  take  her  long  to  become  involved  in  the  community 
and  its  activities.  She  was  the  Berkshire  Eap/e  correspondent 
for  the  town,  served  on  church  and  school  committees,  helped 
complete  the  Tyringham  quilt,  wrote  articles  and  poems  for 
the  Tyringham  Topics,  and  was  the  President  of  the  Hop  Brook 
Club  for  many  years.  One  of  her  favorite  pastimes  was  writing 
- something  for  which  she  had  a natural  talent.  She  even 
wrote  a history  of  the  Union  Church.  Because  education  was 
a priority  to  her,  she  helped  to  form  the  Hop  Brook  Club 
Scholarship  Fund. 

Researching  genealogy  and  telling  stories  about  relatives 
and  other  people  she  knew  and  events  that  happened  along 
the  way  was  another  passion.  She  was  always  ready  and 
willing  to  share  her  wealth  of  information  - names,  dates,  and 
historical  events,  with  anyone  interested.  We  will  all  miss  her 
enthusiastic  and  intelligent  conversations. 

Thank  you  for  embracing  Georgia  as  your  friend  and 
neighbor  for  so  many  years.  We  will  always  love  Tyringham 
and  all  the  fine  people  who  call  it  home. 

Allison  Joyner  Kearns 


Long-time  resident  J.  Player  Crosby,  61 , died  of  a heart 
arythmia  June  1 9 while  flying  his  single-engine  airplane  as  he 
approached  his  landing  strip  on  the  floor  of  the  Tyringham  Valley. 
The  plane,  a Huskey,  crashed  nose-first  into  the  embankment 
of  Hop  Brook  and  was  destroyed  by  the  ensuing  fire.  According 
to  Medical  Examiner  Dr.  Deborah  August,  he  had  died  before 
the  plane  hit  the  ground. 

“Player  was  fun  and  generous  and  a real  community  kind 
of  guy,”  said  Pam  Curtin.  “The  first  time  I met  him  was  when 
he  led  the  playground  project.  He  was  generous  to  me  because 
he  allowed  me  to  keep  our  pony  at  his  barn  in  exchange  for 
me  taking  care  of  his  animals.  He  always  had  a joke  and  a 
smile  and  a camera  in  his  hand.  We  had  a great  time  with 
him.” 

Player  first  came  to  Tyringham  in  1970  shortly  after  he 
met  his  soon-to-be  wife  Bobbie  Leventhal  who  had  just  bought 
the  Fernside  Road  home  in  a partnership  with  her  brother, 
sister,  and  parents.  The  former  Shaker  house  was  in  poor 
condition  and  was  used  as  a weekend/summer  home  for  many 
years. 

Player  and  Bobbie  moved  full  time  to  Tyringham  in  1981 
when  Bobbie  opened  Crosby’s,  a gourmet  food  shop  and  caterer, 
in  Lenox,  and  Player  started  the  United  States  office  of  a 
Mexican  investment  bank  called  Finamex.  Player  had  worked 
on  Wall  Street  and  in  London  for  more  than  1 5 years.  He  was 
one  of  the  first  people  to  take  advantage  of  modern 
communications,  relocating  his  business  to  the  Berkshires. 
His  office  was  just  above  Crosby’s  on  Church  Street  in  Lenox. 
In  the  1 980s,  Player  took  a lead  role  in  the  town’s  opposition 
to  the  relocation  of  the  Appalachian  T rail.  He  sued  the  National 
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Park  Service  for  wanting  to  take  some  of  his  property  for  the 
new  trail,  and  lost.  Player  later  often  used  the  trail  and  on 
occasion  allowed  exhausted  hikers  to  stay  in  a cottage  on  his 
property. 

As  Player’s  business  prospered,  he  invested  in  his  home, 
eventually  clearing  several  acres  of  land,  building  a cottage, 
major  addition,  large  shed,  and  two  stables.  Land  abutting 
Hop  Brook  was  turned  into  pasture  and  a landing  strip.  An 
avid  pilot,  he  often  gave  neighbors  rides  in  his  airplane. 

Player  learned  how  to  fly  in  the  early  1 990s.  Flying  became 
an  entryway  to  many  adventures.  His  first  venture  was  assisting 
a new  national  cross-country  running  league  among  Native 
American  tribes  throughout  the  West.  He  subsequently 
became  a volunteer  pilot  with  Lighthawk,  an  organization  that 
helped  environmental  organizations. 

Player  spent  two  winters  in  Latin  America  and  then  in 
1 999  went  to  Africa,  where  he  served  as  the  only  pilot  assisting 
a wide  range  of  environmental  initiatives  in  the  Congo.  He  was 
officially  working  for  Wildlife  Conservation  Society,  but  also 
participated  in  projects  with  National  Geographic,  World  Wildlife 
Fund,  Conservation  International,  and  other  global  environmental 
groups. 

He  returned  frequently  to  Africa,  assisting  governments  in 
planning  new  parks,  carrying  wildlife  rangers  in  and  out  of 
extremely  remote  locations,  and  participating  in  many  wildlife 
studies. 

Player  and  Bobbie  intended  to  move  to  northern  Botswana 
in  the  summer  to  devote  himself  even  more  to  this  work.  Player’s 
family  has  established  a fund  at  Berkshire  laconic  Community 
Foundation  to  help  continue  some  of  the  work  Player  wanted 
to  pursue. 

In  addition  to  Bobbie,  Player  leaves  a son.  Jay  Crosby  of 
New  York  City;  a daughter.  Kit  Crosby  of  New  York  City;  two 
step-sons,  Erik  Bruun  of  Great  Barrington  and  Peter  Bruun  of 
Baltimore,  Maryland;  his  step-mother,  Letty  Crosby  of 
Franconia,  N.H.;  six  grandchildren,  and  several  brothers  and 
sisters. 

A celebration  of  Player’s  life  was  held  at  his  home  shortly 
after  his  death.  More  than  500  people  attended,  including  the 
entire  Tyringham  Fire  Department  who  came  in  full-uniform 
dress. 

Erik  Bruun 


Ann  Davis 


When  Ann  and  Donald  Davis  struck  out  to  make  a new 
life  far  from  the  city  and  suburbs,  they  little  guessed  that  the 
odyssey  would  lead  to  the  tiny  village  of  Tyringham  and  the 
strange  and  remarkable  structure  they  later  called  The 
Gingerbread  House.  The  studio  was  designed  by  Henry  Hudson 
Kitson,  well  known  artist  and  sculptor.  Ann  and  Donald  were 
captivated  by  it,  and  Ann  loved  to  relate  to  visitors  the  story  of 
restoring  it  lovingly  and  turning  this  unique  and  bizarre  space 
into  a local  landmark. 

The  little  family,  young  Chip  (Donald,  Jr.)  and  his  little 
brother  Gary,  took  on  the  arduous  task  of  creating  this  well- 
known  landmark.  With  Ann  as  the  warm  and  gracious  hostess, 
guests  from  across  the  country  and  around  the  world  made 
their  way  to  The  Gingerbread  House.  Not  a few  of  them  became 
longtime  friends. 

Ann,  with  her  awesome  energy  surprised  herself  by 
becoming  a whiz  of  a business  woman.  She  was  perfect  for 
Donald,  the  artist,  who  was  content  with  his  partner  greeting 
busloads  of  tourists.  Gracious,  warm  and  generous  friend  is 
how  we  will  always  remember  her.  “Come  have  dinner!”  was 
an  invitation  that  seemed  to  require  no  planning. 

The  gallery,  with  its  lovely  sculpture  garden,  was  offered 
for  various  town  events,  and  as  an  active  member  of  the  Hop 
Brook  Club,  she  generously  lent  the  wondrous  space  for  special 
events  and  fund-raisers.  An  old-fashioned  modernist,  we  were 
characteristically  greeted  with  a glass  of  sherry  at  club 
meetings. 

She  spent  the  last  days  of  her  life  in  Florida  where  she 
died.  She  is  survived  by  her  two  sons  and  several  grandchildren. 

Virginia  Gorman 
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Joe  Rizzo 
1932-2003 

Joe  and  Tyringham  ....  Tyringham  and  Joe.  While  it’s  true 
that  we  didn’t  arrive  in  that  fair  village  until  1983,  coming  as 
Joe  did  from  Pleasantville,  N.Y.,  another  relatively  small  town, 
it  was  the  perfect  fit.  Unassuming  and  gentle,  lending  his  ear 
or  his  time  whenever  asked,  listening  to  all  “Hatfields”  and 
“McCoys”  alike  and  all  those  in  between  — Joe  was  a quiet, 
reliable  presence,  totally  unaware  of  the  appreciation  and 
respect  of  his  fellow  neighbors.  Aside  from  our  Bed  & 
Breakfast,  his  favorite  place:  The  Town  Dump.  I always  knew 
when  he  really  “connected”  with  one  of  our  Golden  Goose 
guests  as  he  would  invariably  treat  them  to  a ride  to  that 
remarkable  meeting  place  where  he  brought  back  as  many 
(actually,  more!)  “treasures”  as  he  dropped  off. 

His  second  favorite  place:  The  Tyringham  Library,  where 
favorite  mystery/shoot’em-up  books  were  recommended,  read 
and  critiques  shared.  Tyringham  was  sorely  missed  the 
moment  we  boarded  our  Mitsubishi  with  “our  girls”  Peaches 
and  Patches,  headed  for  California.  Had  the  East  Coast 
weather  been  as  welcoming  as  Tyringham  itself,  Joe  would 
have  been  happy  to  have  left  this  world  from  that  special  spot 
in  The  Berkshires,  that  Hinterland  Settlement  called  Tyringham. 
Please  accept  my  thank-you’s  and  heartfelt  gratitude  to  all 
that  sent  loving  condolences  when  Joe  succumbed  to  brain 
cancer  January  1 8 of  this  year.  I know  he  will  ever  be  in  our 
thoughts  as  he  is  in  mine  ...  With  love,  and  at  least  one  big 
toe  still  in  Tyringham, 

Lilja  Rizzo 


Harry  Ellis  Dickson 
1909-2003 

Tyringham  and  the  music  world  lost  a great  friend  this 
year.  Harry  Ellis  Dickson  died  March  29  at  age  94.  He  loved 
this  town.  Many  Boston  Symphony  Orchestra  players  would 
say  that  a house  in  Tyringham  is  much  too  far  from  Tanglewood. 
Not  Harry,  who  said  to  me,  “That’s  ridiculous.  I can  be  back- 
stage  in  15  minutes  if  you  know  the  back  roads.” 

After  first  renting  the  guest  cottage  at  South  House,  and  a 
short  stint  renting  on  Holmes  Road  in  Pittsfield,  Harry  and  his 
lovely  wife  Jane  came  back  to  Tyringham  in  the  early  60’s 
when  they  bought  Mrs.  James’  house  on  Main  Road.  It  was  a 
perfect  spot  with  a perfect  view  of  the  Cobble.  When  the 
Dickson  house  almost  became  the  summer  White  House, 
because  of  son-in  law  and  1 988  presidential  candidate  Michael 
Dukakis,  there  were  rumors  that  secret  service  men,  dressed 
as  cows,  were  crawling  around  the  Cobble  to  keep  an  eye  on 
Harry’s  house.  His  friend,  Danny  Kaye,  may  have 
come  down  the  Tyringham  Road  to  get  some  Harry  coaching 
on  conducting  skills  in  preparation  for  another  Danny  Kaye 
fundraiser.  His  daughters  Ginny  and  Kitty  and  their  families 
were  also  frequent  visitors. 

Harry’s  Berkshire  connection  started  with  the  very  first 
Tanglewood  concert  by  the  BSO  in  1 938.  His  career  with  the 
BSO  included  49  years  as  a first  violinist  and  many  years  as 
Assistant  and  Associate  Conductor  Laureate  of  the  Boston 
Pops  Orchestra.  He  was  the  Founder,  Conductor  and  Artistic 
Director  of  the  Boston  Symphony  Youth  Concerts. 

Harry  and  I made  some  shows  together,  including  one 
very  big  special  with  the  Big  Apple  Circus  and  the  Boston 
Pops. 

Harry  was  a happy  man.  He  crossed  over  the  footlights 
and  became  a great  spokesman  for  classical  music.  Best  of 
all,  he  knew  how  to  make  us  laugh.  He  was  a great  storyteller. 
My  favorite  book  of  his,  “Gentlemen,  More  Dolce  Please,”  cap- 
tures with  great  humor  the  life  and  trials  of  musicians  - a life 
Harry  lived  fully.  He  was  one  of  the  kindest  men  I’ve  ever  known. 

Bill  Cosel 
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Mary  Smith 
1922-2002 

Mary  Smith  was  born  May  1 2, 1 922  in  Pittsfield  to  Kenneth 
and  Grace  Grant  Knickerbocker.  At  age  18  she  married  Ray 
Smith,  from  West  Stockbridge.  While  he  was  in  the  Army  Air 
Corp,  she  lived  with  her  parents  in  Pittsfield.  On  Ray’s  return 
they  lived  a while  in  Pittsfield  and  then  moved  to  Tyringham 
with  three  small  children,  Mary-Gene,  Norene  and  Shaun.  The 
house,  Apple  Tree  Cottage,  was  originally  a part  of  Hickory 
Farm  and  was  in  great  need  of  repair.  Her  husband  had  a 
choice  between  a mink  coat  (Aunt  Ninon  took  the  coat)  or  the 
family  house  in  Tyringham.  It  was  a “work  in  progress”  for  40+ 
years.  That  first  winter  it  started  to  snow  before  the  roof  was 
finished.  My  mother  bundled  us  up  with  lots  of  covers  in  the 
upstairs  bedrooms  and  thought  for  sure  we  would  never  live 
thru  the  winter.  She  covered  the  blankets  with  newspapers  to 
keep  us  warm  and  free  of  drifting  snow.  We  survived  and  thrived, 
thinking  it  was  great  fun  to  see  the  snow  and  sky!!! 

Mary  was  a city  girl  but  she  lived  in  Tyringham  most  of 
her  life  and  developed  deep  ties  there.  She  was  the  town  clerk 
for  a long  time,  and  her  social  nature  led  her  to  formulate  an 
“open  door  policy”  at  the  Smith  house.  People  came  for  gun 
permits,  bob-cat  bounties,  and  all  sorts  of  things  any  time. 
The  coffee  pot  was  always  on  and  the  door  never  locked. 

In  the  early  fifties,  Mary  went  to  work  for  the  L.V.  Toole 
Insurance  Company  in  Lee,  where  she  worked  for  many  years 
until  declining  health  forced  her  retirement.  In  1967,  Mary’s 
parents  moved  into  an  addition  to  the  Tyringham  house. 

Mary  really  enjoyed  the  fellowship  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club, 
and  maintained  Tyringham  connections  through  the  kindness 
of  several  Town  women  after  her  declining  health  made  her 
move  from  town.  She  died  Dec.  8,  2002. 

Shaun  Smith,  Lee,  Mass. 


Sometimes  we  tend  to  raise  our  loved  ones  who  have 
passed  on  to  lofty  positions  beyond  what  they  deserved,  but  I 
do  have  the  fondest  of  memories  of  my  mother. 

As  the  only  child  of  two  devoted  parents  she  was  given 
every  privilege  they  could  afford.  My  mother’s  high  school  friends 
at  Pittsfield  High  School  remained  her  friends  all  her  life.  She 
was  active  in  Rainbow  Girls  and  Eastern  Star  until  her  family 
and  work  demands  took  most  of  her  time.  My  mother  flourished 
in  the  challenging  environment  at  the  Toole  Insurance  Agency 
in  Lee.  She  learned  the  business  well  and  contributed  to 
making  it  one  of  the  most  successful  agencies  in  Berkshire 
County.  We  have  received  wonderful  letters  from  people  who 
worked  with  her  and  were  inspired  by  my  mother’s  never  ending 
upbeat  attitude.  Bobby  Kennedy  stopped  at  the  agency  one 
day  and  she  reported  he  was,  indeed,  as  charismatic  and 
charming  a politician  one  could  ever  meet. 

We  traveled  together  whenever  she  could  get  away ...  to 
Quebec,  Montreal,  Boston,  Tulsa,  Dallas  and  Houston  where 
she  loved  to  attend  theatrical  events,  dinner  theaters  and  the 
wonders  of  Neiman  Marcus.  We  weren’t  really  Neiman  Marcus 
shoppers  but  it  was  always  fun  to  imagine  paying  such  prices 
for  anything.  When  she  visited  Houston,  my  friends  became 
her  friends  and  found  her  delightful  company.  My  mother  traveled 
vicariously  as  I took  pictures/movies  on  trips  to  Europe  and 
around  the  USA.  She  always  loved  the  pictures  and  sharing 
them  with  others. 

My  husband,  son  and  I have  wonderful  memories  of  winter 
trips  to  Tyringham;  snowmobiling  on  the  Cobble  with  my  brother 
Shaun;  making  snowmen;  walking  and  driving  in  snow; 
breathing  the  cold  clean  air;  enjoying  Thanksgiving  and 
Christmas  holidays  in  the  Berkshires  (no  snow  in  Houston) 
The  whole  area  looks  like  a Christmas  card  to  us. 

A special  thanks  to  Mini  Gilder  who  was  a loyal  and  caring 
friend  to  my  mother  thru  the  most  difficult  of  times.  Mini  never 
wavered.  My  mother  loved  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  Tyringham 
Union  Church,  the  Berkshires  and  music.  She  had  a splendid, 
almost  operatic  quality  voice  and  loved  singing  in  the  Tyringham 
Union  Church  choir.  If  you  visit  her  grave  at  the  Tyringham 
cemetery,  the  stone  says,  “Soars  and  Sings  with  Angels.” ... 
My  heart  soars  and  sings  with  her  memory. 

Mary-Gene  (Smith)  Rubin/Caplan,  Houston,  Texas 
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Marion  Whalen 
1933-2003 

On  January  25,  2003,  my  Mom,  Marion  Annie  Hines 
Whalen  went  to  heaven  She  is  missed  so  much  by  so  many, 
and  there  isn’t  a day  that  goes  by  that  she  is  not  thought  of. 
She  was  born  on  March  23, 1 933  to  Roland  and  Electa  “Peggy” 
Gray  Hines  in  the  little  town  of  Plymouth,  Maine. 

While  on  vacation  on  her  cousin’s  farm  in  Lenox  she  met 
my  Dad,  when  she  was  only  1 4,  and  the  rest  is  history.  They 
were  married  June  28,  1947.  They  set  up  housekeeping  in 
Biddeford,  Maine,  building  their  own  home.  In  September  of 
1948  Denny  was  born  in  Saco,  ME.  Mom  and  Dad  moved 
back  to  Lee  and  bought  a farm  where  Kenny  and  I were  born  in 
1 950  and  ’52  and  in  January  of  1 953  they  moved  to  Tyringham 
(the  best  move  they  ever  made)!! 

As  a little  girl,  I can  remember  Mom  knitting,  crocheting, 
doing  crafts.  And  every  Saturday  was  Baking  Day.  We  certainly 
weren’t  without  our  desserts  and  snacks.  She  was  one  of  the 
best  cooks  around,  and  loved  to  have  family  and  friends  around 
for  meals  and  get-togethers 

Mom  was  always  involved  with  us  kids.  My  friend  Martha 
says  that  our  house  was  the  first  “safe  house”  around.  The 
girls  were  sometimes  babysitters  and  the  guys  were  on  the 
baseball  team.  But  they  would  stop  in  all  of  the  time.  Then 
there  were  the  coed  softball  games  in  the  park.  Mom,  Jean 
Hale,  Mary  Hale,  Jan  Stedman,  Irma  Clark  and  Evelyn  Winters 
were  some  of  her  cohorts  in  these  adventures.  On  Tuesday 
and  Saturday  nights  for  a good  many  years  you  would  find  her 
at  the  Lee  Lanes  either  in  the  Women’s  leagues  or  in  the 
Mixed  League.  In  the  late  ’60s  through  the  ’80s,  there  was 
snowmobiling.  She  and  Dad  had  “Boa  Skis,”  and  rode  the 
trails  with  the  best  of  them.  Sundays  would  find  the  Whalen 
clan  out  on  Spectacle  Pond  riding  and  ice  fishing. 

She  had  many  friends  in  and  out  of  town.  She  worked  at 
Friendly’s  in  Lee  (where  the  Texaco  Station  is  now),  did 
housekeeping  for  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Saizmann  and  also  cleaned 
the  school.  She  was  also  the  assistant  Postmistress  at  the 
Tyringham  Post  Office  when  it  was  in  Curtin’s  Store.  She 
worked  for  Mary  after  Carl  passed  away,  until  the  store  and 
post  office  were  closed. 


As  a young  girl,  I can  remember  Mom  always  listening  to 
music,  and  she  also  loved  to  dance.  Many  a night  Mom  would 
teach  us  how  to  waltz,  polka,  fox  trot,  jitter-bug  and  we  taught 
her  how  to  do  the  twist,  Freddie,  pony  and  all  of  our  silly  dances. 
What  grand  times  we  had!  All  three  of  us  kids  to  this  day 
enjoy  dancing  and  music. 

Mom  lived  for  her  family.  She  was  always  there  for  us. 
She  helped  us  paint  our  house  inside  and  out  when  we  built. 
Then  again  10  years  later,  she  and  Dad  helped  us  paint  it 
again.  She  was  at  every  function  that  my  three  children  were 
ever  in.  When  anyone  got  sick,  she  was  always  there  to  help 
out. 

Her  grandchildren  meant  a lot  to  her.  My  three  living  here, 
had  the  best  part  of  her.  She  was  so  proud  of  any  and  all 
accomplishments.  She  was  just  happy  to  get  to  be  with 
Kenny’s  two  girls,  Kristy  and  Ashley,  whenever  she  could. 
Madison  and  Colby  brought  sparkles  to  her  eyes  and  smiles 
to  her  face.  To  be  able  to  have  them  at  her  house,  to  be  able 
to  hold  them  in  her  arms  and  hug  them  brought  her  so  much 
joy,  as  did  being  called  “Nanny.” 

The  last  few  years  were  pretty  hard  for  Mom,  as  she  couldn’t 
and  didn’t  get  out  too  much.  But  she  looked  forward  to  May 
every  year,  because  that  was  when  the  hummingbirds  were 
back.  She  would  sit  in  her  chair  in  the  kitchen  and  watch 
them  by  the  hour.  There  were  always  so  many  of  them  at  her 
house  it  seemed  like  hummer  Grand  Central  Station!  And 
when  you  visit  her  at  her  final  resting  place,  you’ll  see  the 
hummingbirds  are  there  watching  over  her. 

Marion  Whalen  has  left  behind  her  family  and  friends  who 
are  a whole  lot  better  off  for  having  had  her  in  their  lives.  Her 
very  best  friends,  Dianne  and  Eddie  Fennelly,  are  as  much 
family  as  if  they  were  blood  related. 

It  has  been  very  hard  to  write  about  my  Mom.  I try  to 
remember  the  good  times,  before  she  got  so  ill,  when  she  was 
so  active  and  vibrant.  That  is  a Mom  I want  to  keep  in  my 
heart  forever.  And  there  is  another  Mom,  who  even  in  her 
illness  thought  of  others,  and  worried  more  about  them  than 
herself.  She  passed  away  knowing  that  she  was  loved  by  all 
of  us.  She  was  complex,  she  was  simple.  She  was  Mom. 

Sissy  Curtin 


As  we  go  to  press,  we  mourn  the  death  of  our 
long-time  Tyringham  neighbor  and  friend,  Honora 
Kammerer  Gifford,  who  died  in  Williamstown  on 
November  19,  2003. 
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My  Gram 

Lori  Curtin 

A Daughter,  Sister,  Wife,  Mother,  Grandmother, 
Nanny,  Best  Friend,  Baker,  Knitter,  Crochetier, 
Neighbor,  Hummingbird  Watcher 

With  Christmas  approaching  I am  struggling  with  the  fact 
that  this  will  be  the  first  Christmas  without  my  grandmother, 
Marion  Whalen,  I have  ever  had  to  experience.  No  matter  how 
sick  she  was  she  always  was  there.  Every  year  when  we 
were  little  we  would  have  to  make  out  our  Christmas  lists  for 
Gram.  Whatever  we  wanted,  we  got.  As  we  got  older  she 
continued  to  make  Christmas  a family  time.  Every  year  Mike, 
Mark  and  I would  wake  up  to  all  of  our  presents.  We  couldn’t 
wait  to  let  Gram  know  that  Santa  had  come  and  she  had  to 
come  see  all  of  our  presents.  She  would  sit  with  us  for  hours 
opening  presents,  leaving  hers  at  home  unopened.  After  we 
finished  all  of  our  gift  opening,  I would  go  to  her  house  and 
hand  out  presents  to  my  Gram,  Gramp,  Denny  and  Kenny. 

When  I lost  her  I lost  someone  who  had  been  many  things 
to  me  in  my  life:  a listener,  a teacher,  a grandmother,  a 
caregiver,  and  a supporter.  My  grandmother  was  there  to 
support  me  through  every  aspect  of  my  life.  Her  greatest 
support  came  in  my  education.  She  was  always  interested  in 
how  my  day  was  at  school,  what  I learned,  what  was  for  lunch, 
and  what  I enjoyed.  Every  time  a report  card  came  home  from 
school  I had  to  be  sure  to  rush  down  to  show  Gram.  She  was 
so  proud  of  all  my  grades.  As  I got  into  high  school  and 
school  became  even  more  important  she  was  so  proud  of  the 
fact  that  I was  making  honor  roll  each  time  and  then  I was 
inducted  into  the  National  Honor  Society.  She  was  thrilled 
that  I was  going  on  to  college.  I think  I was  fulfilling  dreams 
she  was  never  able  to  accomplish.  I believe  that  the  day  I 
graduated  from  college  was  one  of  the  happiest  days  of  her 
life.  It  was  May  20,  2000  and  she  was  there  bundled  up  in  her 
green  winter  coat  towing  along  her  oxygen  tank.  It  didn’t  matter 
how  awful  she  felt  or  what  she  had  to  do,  she  was  going  to  be 
there.  I am  so  happy  that  I was  able  to  fulfill  some  of  her 
wishes. 

I can  remember  my  grandmother  telling  me  about  the  times 
when  I was  younger  and  would  have  to  call  her  every  night  to 
ask  what  she  had  for  dinner  and  tell  her  exactly  what  I had. 
She  often  invited  me  down  for  dinner  at  4:45  p.m.  sharp,  but  I 
wouldn’t  eat  what  she  was  cooking,  unless  it  was  a hamburger 
with  grilled  cheese  on  sourdough  bread.  She  knew  this  was 
my  favorite.  She  was  such  a good  cook  and  each  and  every 
one  of  us  had  a favorite  of  hers,  whether  it  be  split  pea  soup, 
molasses  cookies,  peanut  butter  frosting,  or  “dog  tirds.” 

January  25, 2003  was  a very  difficult  day  for  me  to  accept. 
On  this  day  I lost  my  grandmother.  At  the  age  of  26  this  was 
the  first  real  loss  I have  had  to  endure.  I also  felt  a sense  of 
guilt  with  my  grandmother’s  passing.  On  the  evening  of  her 
death  I had  my  cell  phone  at  Laurel  Lake  Nursing  Home  and 
dialed  my  grandmother’s  sister,  Christie,  in  Maine.  My  gram 
had  been  saying  for  days  that  all  she  wanted  was  her  sister. 
Well,  her  sister  told  he  she  loved  her  and  she  would  come  get 
her.  My  gram  was  only  able  to  utter  “I  Love  You”  to  her.  A few 


hours  later  we  got  the  call  to  come  and  say  good-bye.  Had  I 
not  made  this  call  maybe  she  would  have  held  on  longer  for 
us. 

I don’t  have  the  same  memories  as  everyone  does  of  her, 
but  I have  heard  about  many  of  the  things  she  did  with  everyone. 
She  often  spoke  of  snow  mobiling  with  everyone  in  town,  bowling 
at  the  bowling  alley,  visiting  with  her  best  friends  Eddie  and 
Dianne,  Gino  and  Emily,  hearing  stories  about  pool  parties 
and  especially  the  night  my  parents  were  married.  I think 
Terry  Curtin  ended  up  in  the  pool.  I just  try  to  remember  how 
much  fun  she  had  and  how  beautiful  she  was.  I just  hope  that 
everyone  else  can  carry  on  all  of  the  good  memories  of  her.  I 
know  that  she  wouldn’t  want  to  be  remembered  for  her  times 
when  she  was  sick.  Please  remember  my  Gram  as  the  great 
person  she  was. 

With  the  birth  of  her  great  grandchildren  she  continued  to 
instill  in  them  the  same  feelings  of  Christmas  that  she  did  with 
my  brothers  and  I.  Instead  of  watching  us  open  presents  it 
was  now  Madison  and  Colby.  She  enjoyed  this  just  as  much 
even  though  she  was  rarely  able  to  play  with  them  or  go  out 
shopping  for  them.  I hope  that  we  will  always  remember  what 
she  taught  us,  but  I know  this  Christmas  won’t  be  without 
great  sadness. 


Tribute  to  a Fallen  Soldier 

Rosa  Loring  Alward 

On  May  14  of  this  year,  a great  tragedy  struck  our 
family  when  our  son-in-law,  Sgt.  David  T.  Nutt,  lost  his 
life  while  serving  with  the  U.S.  Army  in  Iraq. 

David  was  born  in  Douglas,  Georgia  and  grew  up  there. 
Our  daughter,  Heidi,  met  him  while  visiting  a friend  at 
Fort  Campbell,  Kentucky.  After  much  travelling  between 
Massachusetts  and  Kentucky,  they  were  married  a year 
later  in  Tyringham  on  May  24, 1 997.  On  July  1 6, 1 998, 
they  were  blessed  with  a daughter,  Emily. 

David  was  a quiet,  kind  man  with  a wonderful,  dry 
sense  of  humor.  He  was  a devoted  husband  and  father 
and,  I must  say,  a wonderful  son-in-law.  He  brought 
much  love  and  laughter  into  our  family. 

We  were  told  by  many  of  his  fellow  soldiers  that  he 
was  a good  soldier. 

“Our  David”  — a good  man  — a good  soldier. 

We  are  very  proud  of  him  and  thankful  that  he 
became  part  of  our  family.  We  miss  him  very  much. 
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Sisters  of  the  Visitation 


The  Library 


The  Sisters’  daily  recreations  at  the  Monastery  brings  its 
own  variety  of  “winter  sports”.  You  may  wonder  what  sports 
the  Sisters  could  possibly  engage  in  while  wearing  those  long, 
black  habits. 

The  Sisters  welcome  God’s  gift  of  snow  so  we  can  slide  on 
our  toboggan  and  tubes.  Our  lovely  field  affords  us  wonderful 
opportunities  for  cross-country  skiing  and  snow  shoeing.  Last 
winter  some  Sisters  enjoyed  ice  skating  on  the  modest-sized 
ring  built  by  our  ever  faithful  Tom  Fennelly.  We  are  looking  forward 
to  skating  on  an  even  larger  rink  this  year. 

The  year,  2003,  was  a milestone  for  us  as  we  marked  the 
150th  anniversary  of  the  founding  of  our  Community  from 
Montiuel,  France.  It  was  a year  filled  with  celebrations;  it  was  a 
year  of  grace  and  blessings  for  us.  We  wish  to  thank  all  of  you 
who  shared  in  our  anniversary  celebrations,  especially  prayerful 
greetings  of  the  Season  to  all  of  you,  the  ladies  of  the  Flop 
Brook  Club  who  graciously  assisted  us  in  hosting  our  guests. 
We  hope  that  you  will  enjoy  reading  the  history  of  our  150 
years  that  should  appear  in  your  mailboxes  by  Christmas.  We 
invite  you  to  our  Christmas  Midnight  Mass  and  our  New  Year’s 
Eve  Midnight  Mass  as  well.  The  Sisters  extend  prayerful 
greetings  of  the  season  to  all  of  you. 


Postscript  - Topics  ’02 

Dianne  Fennelly 

Eddie  would  like  to  mention  that  of  all  the  “boys”  that  farmed 
and  were  interviewed  for  last  year’s  Topics," ...  not  one  of  us 
mentioned  how  much  we  all  IHATED  picking  up  stones  and 
putting  them  onto  the  stone  boat  out  of  the  fields  after  plowing. 
This  is  why  you  may  see  small  piles  of  stones  in  the  fields  or 
on  the  edges  of  fields  - all  put  there  by  the  farmers.” 


The  Library  is  currently  open  two  days  a week,  Tuesday 
from  3;00  to  5:00  p.m.  and  Saturday  from  10:00  a.m.  until 
noon.  We  have  a large  selection  of  new  fiction  and  to  a lesser 
extent,  new  non-fiction,  as  well  as  many  old  favorites. 

The  Library  holdings  for  circulation  number  close  to  6,800 
adult  and  children’s  books.  The  Bookmobile  visits  every  11 
weeks  and  leaves  an  additional  1 25  to  1 50  books,  videos  and 
audio  books  for  circulation.  We  appreciate  the  donations  this 
year  including  many  fine  reference  and  non-fiction  books,  as 
well  as  current  fiction  (including  paperbacks).  Attendance  at 
the  Library  grows  every  year  and  we  encourage  those  unfamiliar 
with  us  to  drop  by  and  borrow  from  our  great  collection.  The 
computer  with  internet  access  is  available  during  Library  hours, 
and  is  frequently  used  by  hikers  on  the  Appalachian  Trail  to 
pick  up  their  e-mail. 

Mary  Garner,  Librarian 
Kathleen  Van  Orman  and 
Teresa  Mottarella,  Trustees 


The  Valley  Club 

Our  flowers  around  the  circle  and  town  buildings  had  an 
extra  helping  hand  from  Jean  Moore  this  summer. 

We  also  do  the  Christmas  decorations  as  long  as  we  can 
beat  the  freeze. 

This  past  year  we  helped  the  Union  Church  with  their 
suppers.  All  were  delicious  and  well  attended.  We  have  many 
good  cooks  and  bakers  to  thank. 

Next  summer  will  be  our  biennial  flea  market.  As  yet,  we 
have  not  settled  on  a date. 

With  a storm  blowing  outside,  Chris  Curtin  hosted  our  (warm 
inside)  Christmas  Party. 

As  usual,  we  welcome  new  members  and  will  post  our 
next  meeting  time  and  place  in  the  Post  Cffice. 

Ruth  Fleath,  President 
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Selectmen 


HOP  BROOK  COMMUNITY  CLUB 


We  have  been  very  busy  with  several  projects.  We  met 
with  the  Mass  DPW  to  finalize  bridge  plans  for  Breakneck 
Road  which  will  begin  in  the  spring  of  2004.  We  are  still  waiting 
for  monies  to  be  released  from  the  state  for  a new  road  project 
from  Monterey  Road  to  Barnes  Road.  We  have  been  involved 
with  our  Building  Committee  planning  a new  highway  garage 
at  the  T ransfer  Station.  Don  Puntin  and  his  people  have  been 
working  hard  on  this  project.  Les  Beebe  and  highway 
employees  have  put  a lot  of  time  and  effort  into  rebuilding 
Webster  Road  South  End.  The  Selectmen  are  working  to  put 
together  a Flood  Plan  enabling  owners  of  existing  structures 
ones  in  flood  plain  areas  to  purchase  Flood  insurance  and  to 
get  mortgages  for  some. 

We  had  a really  long,  hard,  old  fashioned  winter  last  year 
with  our  guys  going  out  over  fifty  times.  We  purchased  a new 
wood  chipper  which  will  come  in  handy  to  chip  brush  along 
our  roads.  We  are  still  working  on  a drainage  system  to  relieve 
water  flow  along  the  back  of  houses  in  the  center  of  town.  We 
continue  to  have  flooding  of  our  roads  in  areas  because  of 
beavers. 

The  Cherry  sheet  wasn’t  good  to  us  as  the  State  took 
much  more  than  we  had  anticipated. 

Molly  has  been  very  busy  with  all  the  paper  work,  phone 
calls,  etc.  for  everything  going  on  in  town. 

We  want  to  wish  everyone  a safe  and  joyful  Holiday 
Season. 

Peter  Curtin,  Chairman 
Board  of  Selectmen 


Council  on  Aging 

Our  COA  continues  to  offer  programs  and  activities  to  our 
citizens  over  60.  We  have  monthly  pot  luck  luncheon  meetings, 
that  usually  include  a speaker  or  activity.  In  2003,  we  heard 
talks  by  Brian  Urquhart,  on  the  UN  and  world  affairs,  Tom 
Kasprzak  on  environmental  police  work  and  wildlife  and  Tim 
Taylor  on  property  assessments  and  taxes.  Charlie  Flint  also 
came  to  appraise  our  antiques  and  collectibles. 

Our  osteoporosis  prevention  classes,  which  are  gentle  and 
suitable  for  older  people,  take  place  on  Thursdays  from  9 to 
10  am  in  the  Town  Hall.  We  also  offer  volunteer  drivers  to 
enable  our  older  residents  to  get  to  doctors’  appointments, 
shopping,  etc.  This  service  can  be  obtained  by  calling 
Berkshire  Elder  Services  at  1-800-544-5242. 

You  are  all  welcome  to  come  to  our  coffee  and  conversation 
hours  on  Tuesday  and  Thursday  mornings  from  1 0 - 1 1 ;30  in 
the  Town  Hall  Meeting  Room. 

Barbara  Adams,  Chairperson 


When  people  ask  me  where  I live,  I respond  with  a huge 
smile  and  “Tyringham!”  They  usually  say,  “You’re  so  lucky,  or 
“Where?”  Either  answer  is  fine  by  me.  I feel  “lucky”  because 
of  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club  and  its  monthly  gatherings 
of  Tyringham  women,  sharing  their  homes,  lives,  family  tales, 
and  hard  work. 

This  past  year  the  Hop  Brook  Club  was  filled  with  activity 
beginning  with  raising  funds  to  support  six  scholarships  for 
our  Tyringham  students  going  on  to  college  this  past  fall; 
Gunnar  Almgren,  Heather  Currie,  Richard  Gilder,  Brody  Hale, 
Rebecca  Hyman  and  Sarai  Koloski.  What  a pleasure  to  meet 
these  great  students,  which  also  gives  great  hope  for  our  future. 
We  also  presented  Richard  Gilder  with  the  first  Georgia  H. 
Birkett  Citizenship  award  for  his  numerous  community 
contributions  and  for  all  of  his  help  to  the  Hop  Brook  whether  it 
be  setting  up  for  lectures,  gathering  contributions,  or  selling 
our  collection  of  products.  Congratulations  to  Richard. 

All  of  the  members  felt  the  need  to  honor  our  faithful  bus 
drivers  at  the  Town  Meeting  in  May  to  show  our  appreciation 
for  years  of  service  and  protecting  our  children. 

We  also  presented  two  lectures  this  past  year.  Memorial 
weekend  was  certainly  memorable  with  Marge  Champion 
graciously  presenting  her  film  lecture  to  help  our  scholarship 
fund.  The  footage  of  herself  dancing,  as  well  as  dancing  with 
her  husband,  Gower,  and  the  unforgettable  film  clip  of  Jack 
Benny,  in  tights,  trying  to  maintain  ballet  positions,  was  truly 
priceless.  “Mysteries  of  the  Tyringham  Shakers  Unmasked,” 
was  the  second  lecture  (co-sponsored  with  the  Tyringham 
Historical  Commission)  given  by  Stephen  Paterwic,  who 
unearthed  many  interesting  topics  about  our  very  own 
Tyringham  Shakers.  We  are  all  hoping  someone  can  carry  on 
his  research  into  this  little  known  group  of  Shakers.  Thanks 
to  all  of  the  Gilders  and  Selina  Lamb  for  guiding  us  through 
this  entire  process. 

Sadly,  we  set  aside  funds  for  a memorial  to  our  friend 
Player  Crosby.  This  spring  we  plan  on  planting  a tree  and 
placing  a bench  in  the  park  as  a tribute  to  all  of  his  work  on  the 
Parks  Committee  for  Tyringham.  Still  hard  to  believe. 

The  annual  swimming  lessons  for  Tyringham  children  went 
on  without  a hitch  at  Selina’s  pool.  Next  year  we  plan  on 
having  the  lessons  back  at  the  pond,  provided  the  weather 
and  geese  cooperate. 

A number  of  members  and  their  spouses  were  more  than 
happy  to  serve  as  hosts  at  a cookout  for  the  Sisters  of  Visitation 
and  their  families  at  the  monastery.  What  a sight  to  see  the 
glowing  faces  of  the  sisters  (with  their  entire  extended  families 
trailing  behind  them)  as  they  proudly  showed  them  their 
beautiful  monastery,  many  for  the  first  time. 

Thanks  goes  out  to  the  Cultural  Council  for  supporting  our 
efforts  each  year. 

Finally,  we  welcome  all  Tyringham  women  to  our  third 
Wednesday  of  the  month  luncheon  meetings.  Come  join  us 
and  share  our  “lucky  place.” 

Betty  Bean,  President 
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The  Union  Church 


Ridge  Runners  Snowmobile  Club 


All  of  our  fellowship  of  the  Tyringham  Union  Church  wish 
you  and  your  families  a very  Merry  Christmas  and  a wonderful 
New  Year.  Our  year  at  the  Church  has  been  one  of  fulfillment. 
Members  returning  for  worship,  great  teamwork  and 
participation  in  our  ever-growing  church  suppers  have  expanded 
our  view  and  all  are  welcome  to  our  doors.  We  have  had  a new 
roof  put  on,  and  the  church  has  been  painted  inside  and  out. 
We  are  looking  for  suggestions  and  donations  to  replace  the 
carpet,  as  it  is  getting  pretty  worn.  There  continue  to  be  people 
living  in  our  restored  parsonage  and  we  welcome  them  into 
our  midst  as  a church  and  as  a town  community. 

We  welcome  all  to  our  Sunday  services  at  11am.  Our 
Adult  Sunday  School  is  at  10am. 

Let  us  all  pray  for  peace  and  love  in  world  and  that  we 
may  love  our  neighbors  as  ouselves. 

Please  join  us  Christmas  Eve,  Dec.  24  at  6 pm  for  our 
Candelight  Service. 

Pastor  David  Hurst 

Tyringham  Fire  Department 

The  Fire  Company  was  called  out  54  times  from  July,  2002 
thru  June  30, 2003.  Medical  emergency  was  again  the  reason 
for  most  calls,  totaling  22,  and  false  alarms  were  second  at 
1 5.  Some  of  the  false  alarms  were  at  the  same  places  and  we 
are  looking  into  charging  for  multiple  false  alarm  calls  to  the 
same  location. 

We  had  another  great  turnout  for  our  annual  Steak  and 
Fish  Roast  and  again  want  to  extend  many  thanks  to  the 
Ladies  for  all  their  help  and  also  thanks  to  all  the  people  that 
came  and  made  this  event  a success. 

We  are  still  working  on  getting  a new  station  as  this  one 
is  too  small  and  outdated  and  has  major  problems. 

The  major  call  we  had  this  year  was  the  plane  crash  that  took 
the  life  of  Player  Crosby.  I want  to  thank  all  of  the  guys  and 
ladies  who  helped  out  at  that  site.  Everyone  did  a great  job 
and  I think  the  Firemen  did  a great  job  too,  especially 
considering  that  Player  was  a good  friend  of  all  of  us  and  will 
be  missed  greatly. 

Thank  you, 

James  J.  Curtin,  Fire  Chief 
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The  members  of  the  Tyringham  Ridge  Runners  Snowmobile 
Club,  1 33  strong,  had  a very  good  riding  season  last  year  and 
are  hoping  for  another  as  good.  Elections  for  2003/2004  have 
not  yet  been  held,  as  they  are  on  the  third  Wednesday  of 
November.  We  would  like  to  thank  all  land  owners  for  continuing 
to  give  us  permission  to  ride  on  their  property. 

For  this  year,  we  have  a new  undertaking,  and  are  in  hopes 
of  reopening  the  pipeline  trail  to  Otis.  All  Tyringham  residents 
involved  have  granted  us  permission  and  we  are  just  waiting 
for  two  landowners  from  Monterey  before  we  start  construction 
on  this  new  trail.  The  Knox  Trail  Snow  Riders  from  Otis  are 
working  on  their  end  for  permission.  We  are  all  hoping  that  it 
will  work  out,  as  it  is  a beautiful  ride. 

The  Club  sponsored  a couple  of  Fun  Days,  ending  with 
lunch  being  served  at  the  Guachione  Camp  and  the  Curtin 
Camp.  Our  first  ride  comprised  of  27  snowmobiles  with  66 
people  attending;  on  the  second  we  had  48  members  joining 
the  ride,  and  around  70  for  lunch.  We  had  good  food  for  both 
events , and  great  rides.  Thanks  to  all  the  members  for  making 
them  safe  and  fun,  to  Jim  Guachione  for  the  use  of  his  camp 
and  to  Neil,  Peter  and  Tommy  Curtin  for  the  use  of  theirs’.  We 
couldn’t  do  all  this  with  out  their  continued  support. 

T rail  clearing  has  been  done,  the  leaves  are  off  the  trees 
and  now  we  are  just  waiting  for  snow.  Hoping  for  a great 

winter  and  a lot  of  riding 

For  the  Tyringham  Ridge  Runners, 

Sissy  Curtin 


Carl  Curtin  and  Al  Wilcox 
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Cobble  Brush  Clearing 

Except  for  the  bare  trees  and  shrubs,  it  might  have  been  a 
balmy  day  in  June.  Once  again,  a number  of  our  residents 
turned  out  on  November  1 to  tackle  the  brush.  This  time  we 
concentrated  on  the  area  from  the  back  of  the  Jerusalem  Road 
parking  lot,  and  around  the  lower  base,  clearing  the  hedgerow 
and  removing  barberry.  A hardy,  strong  group  went  up  the 
steep  face  to  make  huge  piles  from  the  large  debris  they  had 
cleared  off  last  year.  We  hope  to  be  able  to  burn  these  piles 
down  this  winter.  We  were  joined  by  a number  of  volunteers 
and  by  TTOR’s  Steve  MacMahon,  Gordon  Clark,  and  staff. 

Our  gratitude  goes,  once  again,  to  the  Fire  Depertment 
for  letting  us  use  the  Fire  Flouse  for  early  coffee  and  lunch. 
We  would  not  be  able  to  have  this  event  without  the  loan  of 
your  premises. 

And  so  many  thanks  to  all  of  you  who  helped.  You  are 
too  numerous  to  name  here,  but  you  know  who  you  are.  And 
so  do  I. 

Maggie  Howard 

Tyringham  Properties  Committee 


Whalen  Family  Reunion 

A Whalen  family  reunion  was  held  on  a wet  and  rainy 
June  22.  But  it  didn’t  dampen  the  good  time  that  we  all  had. 
Sixty-two  attended  this  great  event  at  the  Pavilion.  Thank  you 
to  the  Fire  Company  for  letting  us  use  their  facility. 

The  oldest  member  of  the  family  attending  was  Joe,  with 
the  youngest  being  Phoebe  Whalen  of  Pittsfield.  The  ones 
who  came  the  farthest  were  Jose  and  Jill  Wha'en  Havens  from 
Seattle,  and  Uncle  Harold  Norman  from  Dallas,  Texas.  We 
celebrated  with  a huge  birthday  cake  for  the  BIG  birthdays 
....80,  Joe;  60,  Peggy  and  Myra;  30  Mike  and  Jill. 

It  is  fitting  to  have  the  family  reunion  here  in  Tyringham, 
not  just  because  some  of  us  live  here,  but  because  when  my 
forefathers  came  to  the  United  States  from  Ireland,  they  settled 
on  Webster  Road.  We’re  just  letting  our  roots  grow  a little 
deeper. 

Sissy  Whalen  Curtin 
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Adriana  Gallo,  2003 


News  From  Near  and  Far 


News  came  hot  and  cold  from  all  over  for  this  year’s  Topics.  As  wildfires  raged  within  2 miles  of  their  house  in  the  San 
Diego  area  Penny  Borax  and  John  Donald  kept  their  car  packed  with  valuables  for  three  days.  Luckily,  they  never 
needed  to  evacuate  but  over  1 000  homes  were  devastated,  and  Adam  missed  a week  of  school.  Meanwhile  in  a tent  in 
Antarctica,  Gladys  Shirley’s  grandaughter  Sarah  is  collecting  samples  of  ice  for  three  months.  On  returning  home  to 
UC  Berkeley  she  will  analyze  each  for  levels  of  pollution. 

Among  our  far-flung  former  residents,  Maria  Cole  writes  from  Ponte  Vedra  Beach,  FL  that  she  misses  New  England. 
But  both  the  twins  live  in  Boca  Raton  - Timolin  Cole  Augustus  with  her  husband  and  two  sons  Julian  (7)  and  Justin  (5) 
and  Casey  with  her  son  Wyatt.  David  Hale  of  San  Mateo,  CA  has  just  returned  from  an  amazing  trip  to  China  with  his 
next-door  neighbors.  They  visited  the  historic  sites  of  Beijing,  went  on  to  Shanghai  (so  modem,  so  beautiful), 
Guangzhou,  Taishan  and  Hong  Kong . Climbing  the  Great  Wall  was  the  highlight.  He  ate  a lot  and  shopped  a lot! 

Shaun  and  Holly  Murphy  and  kids  were  in  Cancun  for  Thanksgiving.  Eamonn  is  living  in  Hartford  and  working  at  the 
historic  Pettibone  Tavern  in  Simsbury,  Niall  is  a junior  at  UConn,  and  assistant  coach  to  the  Big  East  Champion  and 
nationally  ranked  women’s  field  hockey  team.  Siobhan  graduates  from  high  school  next  year  with  her  sites  currently  set 
on  Elon  U.  in  N.C.  Holly  and  Shaun  both  turned  50  this  year,  25  years  of  which  Shaun  has  spent  in  the  pharmaceutical 
business.  From  Ohio,  Sam  Slater  bemoans  the  loss  of  the  Red  Sox  to  the  Yankees.  Young  Slaters,  Megan  and  Daniel, 
are  deep  in  soccer,  baseball  and  basketball,  and  Megan  also  enjoys  dance  class.  Karen  Williams  writes  that  Jesse 
Pierce  sends  greetings  from  Bellows  Falls,  VT  to  all  his  old  friends  and  neighbors.  He  is  homebound  and  would  enjoy 
hearing  from  them.  Donna  Drake  of  Otto  N.C.  is  looking  forward  to  a new  grandson  to  be  bom  in  December  to  Mike 
and  Christine.  Margaret  Olds  Richards  writes  from  Darien,  CT.  that  her  fourth  grandchild,  Ian  Granville  Luchars  was 
bom  last  December  to  Betsy  and  James  Luchars  in  Boston.  (See  historic  snapshot  of  young  James  and  a snake  on 
page  1 1 of  this  issue.)  In  The  Hague  on  03/03/03  Dolly  Hanson  Omerovic  and  her  husband  Vehid  had  a baby  girl ! 
The  proud  grandma  Dorothea  Hanson  reports  that  the  new  baby  is  the  fifth  “Dorothea”  in  a row,  named  Dorothea 
Curtis  Omerovic. 

At  Goose  Pond,  the  population  is  increasing.  New  baby  Carina  Tamara  Brown  was  bom  on  Stonebridge  Ways  to 
Sharon  and  Andrew  Brown.  She  is  the  only  baby  bom  in  town,  this  year.  Lauria  and  Donald  Puntin’s  son  Matthew 
and  his  wife  Amy  are  now  Tyringham  residents  living  on  Goose  Pond  Road.  Goose  Ponder  Susan  Berndt  moved  to 
Corpus  Christi,  TX  last  December. 

Down  in  the  Valley,  Jamie  Perkins  writes  “Not  much  went  on  at  Glencote  this  summer.  Mom  had  57  different  people 
visit,  and  she  figured  she  served  22 1 breakfasts  from  Memorial  Day  to  Halloween!”  Another  busy  household  down  the 
Main  Road  was  the  Mclntoshes.  Carey  McIntosh  and  Joan  Ferrante  report  visits  from  Carey’s  brother  Jim  and 
family,  his  sons  Rustin  and  Nathaniel,  grandchildren  Ethan  and  Lydia,  and  nephew  Seth  Lloyd  and  his  kids.  Across  the 
road  Ken  McIntosh  and  Peggy  were  here  with  their  daughter  Kate.  Janet,  another  daughter,  will  be  married  in 
Tyringham  next  May. 

From  her  currently  emptied  nest  on  Beach  Road,  Mary  Ann  Brown  reports  Nicole  is  now  teaching  high  school  Latin  in 
Hudson,  MA,  after  receiving  her  Master’s  degree  in  Classics  with  a teaching  certification  from  UMass.  in  May.  Alexis  is 
a senior  at  the  Commonwealth  College  at  UMass.  She  spent  her  Junior  year  at  the  University  of  Montpellier.  Jill 
Horner  and  Yo-Yo  Ma  continue  to  be  very  happy  in  their  Tyringham  home  and  send  greetings.  Jean  Moore  and 
Steve  Rubin  have  lived  in  Tyringham  for  a year  and  have  now  experienced  all  four  seasons  - snowshoeing  on  the 
Cobble  in  winter,  cross-country  skiing  on  Goose  Pond  in  the  spring,  golf  and  swimming  in  the  summer,  biking  from  their 
Tyringham  door  to  Salisbury  CT,  and  lots  of  hiking  in  the  fall.  “And,  of  course,  what  could  be  better  than  yoga  in  the 
YogaBam  to  the  lovely  music  of  the  Hop  Brook.” 


On  June  14"’  the  Tyringham  Pavilion  was  the  scene  of  a fortieth  wedding  anniversary  party  for  Tiink  and  Dede  Loring. 
On  July  4’"  Ag  Curtin’s  sister  Kathleen  and  her  husband  Stuart  Harrod  celebrated  their  6 1 anniversary ! ! Sandy 
Harrod  Frigon’s  sons  have  marriage  on  their  minds.  Jason  married  Kimberley  Palson  this  year.  They  spent  2 weeks  in 
Tortola  and  now  live  in  Franklin.  MA.  Jason’s  younger  brother  Aaron  is  engaged  to  Kallee  Hemingway,  and  they  plan 
to  be  married  in  next  fall.  Jason  and  Aaron  produced  and  hosted  the  3rd  Annual  Richard  Frigon  memorial  Golf 
Tournament  in  Sept,  in  memory  of  their  father.  Lyn  Harrod’s  son,  Sebastien  DuBois,  and  his  wife  Courtney  have 
moved  from  Watertown,  MA  to  Santa  Monica,  CA.  On  a sports  note:  Sebastien  is  a veteran  of  both  the  Hawaiian  and 
Boston  marathons,  and  completed  a “half  ironman’’  in  Santa  Cruz,  CA  in  Sept. 

Katharine  McLennan  sends  warm  wishes  from  Palm  Beach  and  reflects  that  her  sporting  life  in  Tyringham  is  “dodging 
cars  on  the  Main  Road  on  my  TAM  walks  with  Mary  Ann  Fennelly  and  Sissy  Curtin.” 

On  the  subject  of  the  sporting  life  Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd  looks  back  fondly  on  her  childhood  “ swimming  in  the  Duck 
Pond  and  Hop  Brook,  canoeing  down  Hop  Brook,  riding  logging  roads  with  Duffy  Clark  and  several  other  Clarks  and 
playing  shortstop  on  the  Cub  Scout  baseball  team  ( a special  thrill  for  a tomboy).” 

Lynn  Bertelli  and  A1  Wilcox  had  a very  busy  and  successful  season  at  Cobbleview  Bed  & Breakfast.  Lynn  sends 
“Thanks  to  everyone  for  their  continued  support  of  our  endeavor  and  referrals  and  goodwill.”  Lynn’s  son  Travis  Cabral 
is  marrying  Rian  Dowd,  daughter  of  Dave  and  Linda  Dowd  of  Becket  on  January  14, 2004  in  Disney  World,  FL. 

Margaret  Dillon  Katz  is  enjoying  her  part-time  job  at  the  College  Internship  Program  at  the  Berkshire  Center  in  Lee, 
working  with  a wonderful  group  of  people  including  Mary  Ann  Brown.  Rebecca  is  a fourth  grader,  and  Joe  teaches  at 
Monument  Mountain  High  School. 


Eddie  and  Dianne  Fennelly’s  son  Adam  was  married  to  Michelle  J.  Love  on  August  23, 2003  at  the  Otis 
Congregational  Church.  They  live  in  Otis.  Michelle’s  parents  are  Wendy  Love  of  Sheffield,  MA  and  the  late  Mason 
Love. 


Sandy  Hayne’s  three  new  grandsons  of  last  year 
have  been  joined  by  a fourth,  Oliver  Caton 
Cooper,  bom  on  August  19  to  Sandy’s  daughter 
Catharyn  and  her  husband  Jeff  in  San  Francisco. 

From  Italy,  Ann  and  Joe  Gallo  and  the  girls,  are 
busy  and  happy.  They  have  made  many  trips  from 
their  home  base  in  Milan  - to  Rome,  Asti, 

Tuscany,  Venice,  Budapest,  Prague,  Vienna. 
London,  and  Zermatt.  “The  children  are  learning  a 
great  deal  of  Italian  and  are  tmly  appreciating  the 
wonderful  food.” 

Philip  and  Hilary  Deely  resided  for  years  in  the 
center  of  town.  Now  from  their  perch  in 
Stockbridge,  they  miss  all  of  their  Tyringham 
neighbors,  and  Hilary  assures  us  “we  are  keeping 
an  eye  on  everyone  from  our  view  of  the  Valley.” 


Hop  Brook  Club,  1989,  in  front  of  Town  Hall 


First  row:Nini  Gilder,  Ann  Davis,  Blanche  Tliober,  Georgia  Birkett, 

Millie  McIntosh,  Caroline  Canon,  Gail  Charpentier 
Second  row:  Beatrice  Loring,  Alice  Donald,  Dot  Choquette, 

Third  row:  Judy  Reber,  Mary  Curtin,  Edith  Charpentier, 

Virginia  Gorman,  Ina  Schnell,  Penelope  Littell,  Sarah  Hudson 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

In  memory  of  Stet 
Steve  & Barbara  Adams 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop 
Walt  & Rosa  Alward; 

Heidi  & Emily  Nutt; 

Walter  Jr., Joanna,  Perry,  Jade  Alward 
In  memory  of  Frannie 

Michael  Atkins,  Candy  & Courtney  Talbert 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Susan  G.  Berndt 
Betty,  Bill  Bean  & Whitney 
A happy  and  safe  holiday  to  all! 

Nan  Bernstein  & Paul  Freed 
Lynn  Bertelli  & Alan  Wilcox 

Jennifer  Bishop  & Daniel  Epstein,  Theodore  & Nathaniel 

Judith  Bishop  & Maia  Bookoff 

Bob  & MaryAnn,  Nicole  & Alexis  Brown 

Jacob  & Irmgard  Bucher 

Henning,  Joyce  & Kimberley  Carlson, 

Michael,  Zachary  & Ryan 
David  Carriere 

The  Cernik  Family  (near  ‘n  far) 

Feliz  Navidady  Prospero  Ano  Nuevo  2004 

Linda  Chamorro,  Edgar  Ignacio  Chamorro  & 

Edgar  Chamorro 
In  memory  of  Grandma  Edith 
Peter,  Gail,  Ussy  & Matt  Charpentier 
Bob  & Sue  Choquette 
Dot  Choquette 
Chuck  &Terry  Clark  & boys; 

Mike,  Kerry  & Kelly  and  Michael  Sullivan 
Maria  Cole,  Timolin  Cole  Augustus  & Casey 
Cole  Ray 

Karen  & Jim  Consolati,  Ben,  Asten,  Darrin,  & Evan 

Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gaby  & Molly 

John  & Christina  Canon  Craighead 

Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Christine, 

Quinn  & Paige;  Larry  Curtin 
In  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy 
(1-22-64  to  12-26-99)  forever  in  our  hearts 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joey,  Jim, 

Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin,  Tim  & 

Shawn  Murphy 

Johnny  & Sissy  Curtin,  Mark  & Lori, 

Mike  & Pam  Curtin,  Madison  & Colby 
Mary  Fisher  Curtin;  Gene  & Nancy  & family 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin  & Gerry  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Michelle  & 

Peter  Curtin  Jr.,  & sons,  Ethan  & Collin;  Trish  & Jamie 
Curtin  & family;  Joshua,  Nissa  & Asia;  Matt  & sons;  Dillon 
& Devin;  Tina  Eral,  Joshua  & Megan 
Terry  & Marilyn  Curtin;  Terry  Jr,  Lisa  & Darby  Curtin; 

Kevin  & Kelly,  Amanda  Gadaier  & Tony  Haywood; 
Beth  Ann,  Greg  & Kyle  Poulin;  Stephen  Curtin  & 
Jane  Dellea 


Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 
In  memory  of  Holly  Darey 

Putt  Darey,  Jennifer  Darey  Miller,  Hannah  Miller 
Hilary  & Philip  Deely,  Maisie  & Pip 
Betty  L.  Dennis 
Tom  & Therese  Dillon 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax,  David  & 

Adam  Donald;  Peggy  Snider  & Al  Adato;  Gypsy 
Snider  & Patrick  Leonard,  Laska;  Lorenzo  Pisoni 
In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath 
Gerry  & Donna  (Heath)  Drake  & family 
William  & Connie  Dyer;  Beverly  & Wayne  Phillips; 

Arthur  Dyer,  Heidi,  Daniel  & Hannah  Schmitz 
Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott 
Gino,  Mary,  Nick  Errichetto 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
James  & Katherine  Park  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett, 

John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 

Nan  Fawcett  & Rob  Sedgwick 

Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker,  Cheryl  & 

Ethan,  Brian  Bailey  & Katherine  Fennelly 
Eddie  & Dianne  Fennelly:  Adam  Fennelly, 

Michelle  & Justin;  Darrell  Fennelly  & Marcy;  Pat  & Mike 
Boyle,  Lynette,  Diana  , Michael  & Hallie 
Everett  & MaryAnn  Fennelly;  Everett  & 

MaryBeth  & Luke  Fennelly; 

Amy  Fennelly  & Byron  Renderer, 

Kathleen  Bardwell 

Michael  Frazier  & Charles  Mirotznik 
In  memory  of  Agnes  Curtin 

Sandy,  Jason  & Kim,  Aaron  Frigon  & Kallee  Hemingway 
Ann  & Joe  Gallo,  Adriana,  Phoebe  & Francesca 
Allan  & Mary  Garner 
David,  Levi  & Deanna  Garner,  & Teresa 
Mottarella  & Nicole 
Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard  & Nannina 

Mary  Ellen  Gilder;  Josh,  Anne-Lee  & Max  Gilder;  David, 

Cindy  & Allison  Gilder 

Virgina  Gorman;  Susan  & Conor  Moran 

Larry,  Sally,  Eric  & Laura  Griffin 

In  memory  of  loved  ones,  Alice  M.  Hale 

David  Hale 

George  Hale 

In  memory  of  Elizabeth  Loring  Hale 

Don  & Mary  Hale,  Chris  & Bill  Corcoran 
Dorothea  Hanson 

Jim  and  Susie  Harding,  Maggie,  Jack  Sam  & Ben 
Mason  Harding,  Stephen  & Thomas 
Kathleen  & Stuart  Harrod,  Lyn  Harrod 
Sandy  Hayne,  Catharyn,  Jeff,  Holden  & Oliver;  Suzanne, 
Ron,  Sam  & A.J. 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

Ruth  Heath,  John  Heath;  Nancy,  Randy,  Adam  & Robert 
Wade;  Jimmy  & Christina  Heath;  Sue,  Don,  Karie  Heath 
In  loving  memory  of  Cort  & Anna  Heath,  Cort  Jr.  & Gary 
Gladys  Heath,  Roxanne,  Colleen,  Heather  & Families 
Herb  and  Deb  Heath,  Connie,  Eric,  Brian, 

Shawn;  Amy,  Joe,  Karen;  & Abigail 
Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
Maggie  Howard 
Sarah  Hudson 

Barclay  & Kerstin,  Colin  Hudson;  Sean  & Elayne  Hudson 
Arlene  Jennings  & Blase  Katterhagen  We'll  miss  you! 

Chris  & Tracy  Johnson,  Alex  & Sam 
Al  & Martha  Joyner  & Family 
Margaret,  Joe  & Rebecca  Katz 
Heather  & Bill  Ketchen  & Dakota 
Holly  (McLennan)  & Roger  Ketron,  Emma  Wheelwright 
& Jeremy  Leftt,  Henry  Wheelwright  & Maisie  & 
Susannah  Ketron 

Wil  & Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & Sophie, 
Willem;  Nick  & Lisa 
Celia  Kittredge  and  family 
George  & Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Hawley 

Truax  & Jane  Thrailkill,  Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & 
Charles  Truax 

Lucyan,  Alan  & Lisa  Kraszeski;  Nancy  & 

Ronald  & Rebecca  Robitaille 
Selina  & David  Lamb  & Robin 
Bob  & Kathy  Lambert 
Doug  & Marion  Leach 

Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd,  Bob  Lloyd  & Tom  Lloyd 
Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Richard  Loring;  Ricky  & Alisha;  Ed  & Marion 
& Family;  Deby  Hall  & Family,  Kevin  Dougherty, 

Amy  Hunt  & Marcus,  Ashley  Hunt  & Drew,  Elizabeth 
& Henry  Hall 

In  Memory  of  Joe  Loring  Jr. 

Joe,  Ev  & Rodney  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

In  Memory  of  Charles  & Beatrice  Loring 
Margaret  & Russ  Loring 

Tunk  & Dede  Loring;  Tony  & Sara  Loring;  Rhonda  Don, 

Dylan  & Isaac;  Ed,  Elaine,  Bryan  & Jordan,  Charles, 
Kathie  MacKenzie  & Michaela  Loring 
Jill,  Yo-Yo,  Nicholas  & Emily  Ma 
Paul  & Evelyn  Margus 

Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante,  Rustin  McIntosh 
In  memory  of  John  McLennan 

Katharine  McLennan  & Family 
In  memory  of  Helena  Gilder  Miller 
Rodman  & Gabriel;  Julia,  Tess,  Nadia  & Steven  Hartman; 
Amasa,  Anita,  Ayla,  Elisa  & Leon  Out;  Ginny,  Molly, 
Christopher. 

Jean  Moore  & Steve  Rubin 


Anne  & Jonathan  Moffett,  Sam  & Fiona,  Ian 
& Ellie:  Sarah,  Cory  & Skylar  Blair 
Lynn  & Bob  Moskin,  Mark,  David,  Camela, 

Nancy,  Isaac,  Lillian  & Mae  Rose 
Shaun  & Holly  Murphy,  Eamonn,  Niall, 

Siobhan 

Gilder  & Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer;  Walter  Palmer, 

Spring  & John  Homschek,  Drew;  Comfort  & Camp 
Gordinier,  Jeremy,  Andrew  & Adele 
Tonio,  Barbara,  Caroline,  William  & Henrik  Palmer 
Hylie  & John  Pappenheimer 
Petey  Perkins  & family 
Jamie  Perkins 
Jesse  Pierce 

Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  & Liz  & Jeffrey 
Lauria  & Donald  Puntin  & family 
Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon,  Kenzie 
& Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie,  Nicholas  Jackson 
& Frederick;  Neil  & Lucia  & Marygrace;  Kristin 
& Sandy 

Peggy  Reber&  Dennis  Shapson 

Margaret  Rector  and  the  Barkins:  Bill,  Susan,  Lily  & Eliza 
Margaret  and  Ben  Richards  & the  Luchars:  Barrie;  Alex 
“Poppy”,  Thomas,  Robert,  Catherine;  Charles; 

Jim  & Betsy  & Ian 
Lilja  Rizzo 

Bill,  April  & Garrett  Roche 
Michael  Rood 

Tim,  Molly,  Cody  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Ina  Schnell  & Eric  Schnell 
Gladys  Shirley 

In  memory  of  Charlie  Slater,  Grace  Slater  and  Danny  Slater 
Liz  Slater  & Heidi 

Sam,  Debbie,  Daniel  & Megan  Slater 

Arthur  & Mary-Gene  (Smith)  Rubin/Caplan 

Shaun  & Mary  Smith 

Ted  & Tommy  Stern  & Kathryn  Greenthal 

Philippa  Claude  & Tony  Stretton 

Angelica  Syp,  Marc  & Miranda 

Asher  Treat 

Rachel  Urquhart,  John  Herrera,  Theo  & Simon 
Sidney  & Brian  Urquhart  & family 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation 
Helena  (Palmer)  & Stefan  von  Gatterburg, 

Damian,  Francesca  & Therese 
Joey  & Kristin  & Amelia  von  Korff 
Cece  Wasserman  & family 
Joe  & Dennis  Whalen,  Ken,  Pauline,  Ashley 
& Kirsty  Whalen 

In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Red  Winters 

Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley,  Linsey, 

Cayce  Williams;Tim  & Diane  & Dominic  Williams 

Liz  & Mark  Williams 

Nancy  Garner  Wood 
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Hop  Brook  Community  Club 

P.  O.  Box  354 
Tyringham,  MA 
01264 


Winter  2004 


This  issue  of  the  Topics  is  dedicated  to  Tyringham  Tales,  Traditions  and  Tributes. 
May  they  and  those  who  inspired  them  not  be  forgotten. 


Roberta  Myers,  Editor 


Tyringham  - A Century  Ago 

At  the  turn  of  the  road  is  an  embowered  mill;  on  the 
brow  of  the  hill,  passing  the  Deacon  Cyrus  Heath  house  of  the 
odd  ox-door,  you  draw  rein  to  drink  in  a wide  reach  of  upland 
fields,  flaked  with  the  brilliant  orange  of  black-eyed  Susans, 
extending  from  Cobble  Hill  to  Sodom,  where  Long  Mountain 
appears  to  meet  Smith  Hill,  and  abruptly  terminates  the  line  of 
pretty  white  farms  “strung  all  along  down  thro’  the  holler.  ” 

Nigh  the  “great  bridge  ” at  Hop  Brook  dam  is  the  “post- 
office  store”  and  Tyringham  Library  of  rare-built  rubble 
stone  contributed  by  the  citizens  from  their  mountain  farms. 
Just  over  “little  bridge”  is  the  house  of  Elder  Hall,  founder 
of  the  Baptist  society;  his  mischievous  son  found 
plunging  his  wee  cosset-lamb  in  the  brook,  asserting,  “I’m 
gain  ’ to  make  a Baptist  of  him!  ” Beyond  are  the  Steadman 
saw-mill  and  Riverside  Inn,  the  early  Justin  Battle’s 
(Battell)  place.  The  old-fashioned  loom  is  seen  in  the 
village  weaving  a “hit  or  miss  ” rug  of  rags. 

Your  waking  dreams  are  of  the  Austrian  Tyrol,  being 
attended  by  the  tinkling  of  cow-bells  on  Cobble  Hill,  and  the 
chattering  of  Hop  Brook,  fed  by  a thousand  new  rills  out  of 
the  rain-cloud  over  night. 


Irma  Clark, 

Beloved  Former  Tyringham  Post  Master 

(Remembered  by  close  friends) 


Irma  at  the  Post  Office 


Irma  Clark  — always  dependable.  You  could  depend 
on  her  to  share  your  joys,  give  comfort  in  sad  times  and 
you  could  depend  on  her  to  “tell  it  like  it  is.”  We  did  so 
many  things  together.  We  taught  Sunday  School,  sat  up 
at  the  swimming  pool  while  our  kids  learned  how  to  swim, 
went  to  school  functions  and  to  town  meetings.  I don’t 
know  if  Irma  ever  missed  a town  meeting!  On  Wednesday 
evenings,  Gordon  and  I looked  forward  to  Irma  coming 
down  to  watch  “Wheel  of  Fortune”  and  “Jeopardy”.  She 
was  a whiz  at  “Wheel  of  Fortune”. 

Irma  was  the  Postmaster  for  many  years.  She  knew 
almost  everyone  in  town  and  everyone  knew  Irma.  It  has 
been  five  years  since  she  died,  and  I still  miss  her  so 
much. 

(Kate  Van  Orman) 

I remember  Irma  as  a good  friend.  She  had  a great 
sense  of  humor  and  usually  found  the  funny  side  of  what 
seemed  serious  at  the  moment,  and  she  made  the 
situation  less  stressful.  We  all  enjoyed  games  and  we 
played  often.  I remember  the  game  of  Clue  was  played 


Willows  along  Hop  Brook 
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quite  a bit,  but  the  main  one  was  Scrabble,  which  we  played 
very  often.  She  was  very  good  at  it.  It  was  also  a learning 
experience  for  me  because  she  knew  a lot  of  words  from 
crossword  puzzles.  She  liked  coffee,  too,  and  many  times 
we  just  had  coffee  and  talked.  She  was  popular  with  old 
and  young  alike  and  had  a real  interest  in  people. 


(Helen  Curtin) 


Irma  and  Duffy  Clark  at  their  40th 
wedding  anniversary 

Irma  and  Duffy... Good  friends,  good  neighbors.  How 
we  miss  them.  What  would  we  have  done  without  Duffy’s 
help  with  our  ponies  and  horses?  When  our  kids  were  in  4- 
H,  Duffy  spent  many  hours  driving  them  to  horse  shows. 
Irma  was  always  there  taking  pictures  of  all  the  kids  in  our 
club,  keeping  a faithful  record  of  the  kids’  achievements. 
When  Nancy  or  I wanted  a new  horse,  Duffy  took  us  to  the 
“horse  traders”  so  that  we  wouldn’t  make  a mistake.  No 
horse  was  bought  without  Duffy’s  approval.  When  we  had 
ponies  and  wanted  them  trained  to  the  cart,  Duffy  was 
there.  They  did  everything  he  asked  them  to  do,  including 
climbing  trees.  (Barbara  Adams  has  a picture  attesting  to 
this.)  Whenever  we  went  away,  we  always  knew  our  house 
would  be  safe,  first  with  Duffy  watching  over  it  and  then  in 
later  years,  Irma  watched  over  it  as  well  as  taking  care  of 
our  animals  while  we  were  gone.  When  I wanted  to  learn  to 
crochet,  Irma  took  on  the  task  of  teaching  me  even  though 
I’m  left  handed  and  it  took  a lot  of  patience  on  her  part. 

(Mary  Garner) 


Very  soon  after  we  arrived  at  the  Canon  farm  it  was 
apparent  that  Irma  really  liked  a well-trimmed  lawn  and  that 
Duffy  didn’t  like  to  mow  at  all!  In  fact,  he  was  so 
disenchanted  with  the  process,  he  never  failed  to  strike  one 
or  two  (if  not  both)  pieces  of  ledge  with  a terrible  clang. 
Some  time  after  Duffy’s  death,  I mowed  for  Chuckie  (Clark) 
whose  mower  was  sick.  I hit  one  of  the  ledges  with  an 
awful  bang!  Irma  came  to  the  door  shaking  her  head 
saying  “Oh,  Lord,  I half  expected  to  see  Duffy  standing 
there  shaking  his  head  saying  ’I  wonder  who  put  that 
there’!”  (Allan  Garner) 


View  from  Meadow  Street,  Gabey  Cosel 


Tyringham  Valley  - Across  the  Street 

Rita  Drake 

All  things  bright  and  beautiful  are  mine  to  treasure  in 
my  golden  years.  As  the  seasons  change,  it  is  magic 
seen  through  my  picture  window,  as  the  sun  rays  portray 
the  colors  to  produce  a panorama. 

It  has  been  52  years  of  country  living.  My  Ed  and  I 
raised  our  seven  children,  spoiled  our  grandchildren,  and 
boast  now  of  25  great  grandchildren. 

As  majestic  as  they  are,  Beartown  Mountain  is  on  my 
right,  October  on  my  left.  Down  the  center  is  the 
Tyringham  Cobble,  nestled  in  the  quaint  village  of 
Tyringham.  It  is  a popular  hiking  trail. 

Before  my  eyes  is  a green  grassy  meadow,  well 
mowed  and  cared  for.  It  is  owned  by  the  third  generation, 
our  grandson  Gerald,  Jr.  His  grandpa  Ed  would  be  very 
proud.  It  continues  our  love  of  the  valley  and  the  years 
spent  here  admiring  it  all. 

Today,  on  November  2,  Gerald  planted  an  apple  tree, 
and  I got  to  watch  it  as  I hopefully  wish  for  the  first 
Macintosh.  This  playground  belongs  to  Marcus,  our  great 
grandson  and  his  dad,  as  they  ride  their  four-wheelers 
and  snowmobiles  over  the  fields.  He  is  learning  early  at 
10,  and  was  taught  the  rules  and  regulations.  I can 
remember  our  seven  learning  to  drive  on  their  race  track 
out  back.  They  had  a happy  life. 

All  this  brings  back  memories  of  the  many  floods  we 
endured.  The  sight-seers  lined  the  street  and  even 
attempted  to  drive  through  the  water.  It  all  spilled  over 
from  Hop  Brook  and  the  Housatonic  River  behind  us.  It 
was  like  an  ocean.  Our  children  had  fun  rafting  on  the 
waters  and  observing  the  gaggles  of  Canadian  geese  and 
gulls  it  attracted. 

Yes,  the  seasons  come  and  go.  The  wonder  of  it  all 
never  ceases.  The  moon  comes  up  over  the  mountain, 
the  sun  rises  and  sets  on. ..Tyringham  Valley  - Across  the 
Street. 
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Tyringham  Pot  Holders 

Judy  Miller  Hartman 

In  the  mountains  of  Virginia,  Tyringham  is  coursing 
through  my  blood.  Even  the  smells  of  fresh  made  cakes 
and  cookies  fill  my  lungs  as  if  I were  there.  I have  just 
finished  a batch  of  gingersnaps  and  finally  rehabilitated 
the  last  quilted,  round  pot  holder  from  Tyringham  - the 
one  with  a little  girl  and  a watering  can. 


The  Hop  Brook 
Community  Club, 
1955 

L.  to  R.: 

Grace  B.  Slater, 
Ruth  S.  Devernois, 
Lillian  Bridgham, 
Connie  Dyer, 
Jessie  Hale 


When  we  were  young  in  the  1950s,  we  looked 
forward  each  summer  to  the  block  dance  and  the 
rummage  sale.  We  could  see  everyone  in  the  valley  we 
had  missed  for  almost  a year  and  make  new  friends.  On 
rummage  sale  day  people  hung  out  on  the  Town  Hall 
stoop,  greeting  us  with  a nod.  We  would  go  quickly  up 
the  wide  stairs  past  the  slower  moving  adults  to  the 
upstairs  room  where  the  old  green  benches  were  filled 
with  old  books.  We  always  were  anxious  to  see  Mrs. 
Slater’s  new  quilts.  Then  we  poured  over  the  pot  holders 
for  at  least  fifteen  minutes  weighing  the  aesthetics  of 
each,  the  color  combination  and  which  would  be  perfect 
in  the  Singlebrook  kitchen. 


Grace  Slater  with  her  prizewinning  quilts 

As  a child  I wondered,  “Who  made  them?  Did  a 
bunch  of  people  sit  together  making  them  or  did  they  sew 
them  at  home  alone?  Whose  clothes  were  they  from? 
What  was  inside?  Was  it  flannel  and  where  did  it  come 
from?  Was  there  a rhyme  or  reason  to  the  shape  of  the 
pieces?  Why  were  some  of  them  quilted  on  both  sides 
and  others  had  a full  piece  of  cloth?  How  did  they  make  a 
random  or  crazy  quilt?  How  did  they  sew  them  round?” 


My  mother,  Helena,  always  bought  a few  pot  holders  for 
our  collection.  Whenever  we  baked,  the  pot  holders  were  on 
the  table  while  we  ate  hot  cookies  and  milk.  My  eyes 
always  delighted  in  their  clever  design. 

One  year,  there  were  only  a few  pot  holders  for  sale 
and  the  next  year  none!  This  created  a change  at  home; 
the  homemade  Tyringham  pot  holders  were  removed  from 
active  kitchen  use  to  a drawer  in  the  sideboard.  There 
they  would  not  get  dirty  or  worn.  Next,  Helena  and  Mellie 
started  to  bring  in  commercially-made  new  ones  as  the 
older  patchwork  ones  were  hidden  deeper,  under  dish 
towels.  Several  years  later,  I noticed  that  Helena  had 
brought  one  home  to  Montclair,  then  two.  We  were 
discouraged  from  using  them  when  things  were  messy. 
They  were  being  treated  as  Grandmother’s  china.  Then 
one  year,  when  I was  about  17,  the  patchwork  “crazy  quilt” 
pot  holders  were  for  sale  again!  I stocked  up,  buying 
seven  at  once. 


Some  Tyringham  pot  holders 


A good  forty  years  later,  I am  rescuing  them.  My 
rescuing  started  when  Singlebrook  was  down  to  six 
tattered,  singed  ones.  Out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye,  I saw 
my  mother  throw  one  in  the  trash  can.  “It  is  too  ugly  now.”  I 
pulled  it  out,  washed  it  and  kept  it,  until  even  I found 
myself  wondering  if  it  should  be  thrown  out. 

After  all,  I could  make  new  ones.  I had  figured  out  how 
they  were  made.  But  the  old  ones  had  magic  and  my 
Tyringham  memories  don’t  die  easily.  I started  recovering 
one... then  another.  Now  my  seven  have  new,  modern, 
floral-print  faces  with  all  those  memories  inside.  I still  am 
wondering  “who  wore  the  clothes  that  are  now  on  the 
inside?” 


Carolyn  Canon,  creator  of  most 
of  Tyringham  pot  holders 
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Richard  and  Lindsey 


For  Those  Who  Remember 
A Town  Hall  Christmas 

Donna  Heath  Drake 

T’was  the  week  before  Christmas  in  our  little  town, 
the  snow  was  relentless,  it  kept  coming  down. 

But  that  was  ok,  - it  was  setting  the  stage, 

for  our  town  hall  Christmas  - no  matter  your  age. 

We  children  prepared  and  studied  our  parts, 
as  the  town  folk  came  and  opened  their  hearts, 
to  the  joy  and  the  laughter  this  time  of  year  brings, 
from  the  youngest  to  the  oldest,  everyone  sings. 


Indian  Legend 

Lauria  Puntin 

ATyringham  tale  that  has  always  interested  me  is 
the  story  of  an  Indian  grave  near  Upper  Goose  Pond.  I 
first  read  of  this  story  in  a book  called  “Three 
Thumbnails”  by  R.W.  Smith.  According  to  his 
information,  an  Indian  had  slipped  on  some  rocks  at 
Upper  Goose  Pond  and  had  drowned.  A man  named 
Elwell  from  Otis  tried  to  save  him,  but  he  also  drowned. 
The  Indian  had  no  family,  so  he  was  buried  on  the  strip 
of  land  between  the  two  ponds,  with  shore  rocks  as 
markers.  I have  seen  this  grave  and  have  taken  others 
to  look  at  it.  It  is  not  easy  to  find  because  it  is  probably 
over  100  years  old  and  here  is  much  undergrowth.  I 
often  think  of  the  Indian  grave  as  we  paddle  through 
the  channel  from  Lower  Goose  to  Upper  Goose  Pond. 


Goose  Pond.  Penelope  Littell 


The  Christmas  tree  in  the  corner  stood  so  tall, 
and  around  the  bottom,  there  were  presents  for  all. 
Benches  and  chairs  all  lined  up  in  neat  rows, 
standing  room  only  as  excitement  grows. 

The  children  from  school  finished  their  presentation, 
and  had  taken  their  seats  to  a standing  ovation. 

A sudden  sweet  calm  comes  over  the  people, 
as  bells  can  be  heard  from  a far  away  steeple. 

But  “Listen!”  “Be  quiet!”  Is  that  what  we  hear? 

Or  is  it  Dear  Santa  - could  he  be  near? 

The  bells  get  louder  and  closer  it  seems, 
footsteps  are  heard  - “Do  you  know  what  that  means?” 
The  stairs  creak  loud  under  his  weight, 
the  sack  is  heavy  - slow  is  his  gait. 

As  he  reaches  the  top  and  comes  into  view, 
the  hall  is  joyous  for  we  have  no  clue, 
what  Santa  has  brought  for  each  small  child. 

The  whole  top  floor  seems  to  have  gone  wild. 

We  welcome  our  Santa  with  joy  and  glee, 
for  soon  we’ll  know  what  our  gift  is  to  be. 

As  he  sits  by  the  tree  and  calls  out  each  name, 
we  just  know  our  lives  will  never  be  the  same, 
for  whatever  he  brings  to  the  children  above, 
whether  right  or  wrong,  it’s  a gift  of  love. 

As  the  evening  grows  late  and  each  family  goes  home, 
our  townspeople  know  that  Christ  light  has  shown, 
on  a village  so  rare  and  people  so  dear  - 
the  light  of  Christ  Jesus  will  always  shine  here. 
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Spider  & Digger,  pencil  drawing,  Phoebe  Gallo 


Christmas  performance,  1978 


It  Started  on  the  Bus 

Walter  Palmer 


Mark  Curtin,  Jon  Clark,  Kathy  Fennelly 


Mark  Curtin,  Kristie  Clark,  Mike  Curtin,  April  Slater,  Stevie  Curtin, 
Jon  Clark  Back  row:  Margie  Slater,  Michael  & Kim  Carlson 


Reindeer  prance  onstage 


Kristie  Clark,  Mike  Curtin,  April  Slater 


It  would  all  start  on  the  bus  coming  back  from  Lee. 
Johnny  Curtin  or  I would  say  “ Who’s  playing  football  at 
the  park  today?”  Usually  it  would  be  Johnny,  myself,  Dick 
and  Donny  Cernik,  Bob  Choquette,  Dick  DeSousa,  maybe 
Shaun  Smith,  Den  and  Ken  Whalen,  Chucky  Clark,  Chip 
Davis,  Gary  Davis,  Kenny  Jones  and  sometimes  Franky 
Vinor.  Pete  and  Paul  Adams  later  joined.  And  if  someone 
didn’t  want  to  play  they  were  tormented  or  convinced  to 
come  join.  I’m  probably  missing  some  people  here  but 
these  were  the  regulars.  We  would  play  tackle  football 
every  day  after  school  starting  in  the  warm  winds  of 
September  right  through  the  ice  and  snow  of  December. 
We’d  play  in  mud,  rolling  through  puddles,  and  it  was 
amazing  what  I would  look  like  when  I got  home  after  a 
mud  game.  Sometimes  we  got  a minor  injury  but  no 
broken  bones  that  I can  remember.  We’d  get  into  a fight 
or  two,  but  nothing  serious.  Dick  DeSousa  and  I were 
pretty  fast  runners  so  we  would  always  be  on  different 
teams.  Johnny  Curtin,  Chip  Davis  and  Den  Whalen  were 
the  quarterbacks  as  I remember,  and  we  had  this  play. 

The  Whalen’s  had  a cinderblock  incinerator,  and  one  of 
the  legendary  plays  was  to  head  for  the  incinerator  on 
two.  I’d  flank  out  to  the  left  and  start  running  and  Johnny 
would  always  get  it  there.  He  had  the  best  arm  of  all  of 
us.  We’d  play  till  it  was  dark,  day  in  and  day  out. 


Walter  Palmer 


I write  this  because  I don’t  think  this  could  be  a 
modern  day  “Tyringham  Tale”.  With  the  regulations  of 
today,  this  probably  wouldn’t  be  allowed  by  the  town  or 
you’d  have  to  get  a permit  or  sign  a waiver  that  you 
wouldn’t  sue  someone.  Or  the  town  wouldn’t  allow  it  for 
safety  reasons  since  we  were  playing  full  speed  tackle 
football  with  no  uniforms  or  helmets.  More  likely  in  this 
computer  age,  everyone  today  would  run  back  home  to 
their  video  game  or  computer  or  go  watch  football  on  the 
satellite  dish.  We  were  quite  the  tough  bunch  and  had  a 
lot  of  fun  pretending  we  were  the  pro  football  heros  of  the 
day.  I wonder  if  anyone  ever  took  pictures  of  us,  because  I 
think  of  this  as  a small  piece  of  Tyringham  history.  I dimly 
remember  Joe  Whalen  or  Betty  Cernik  out  there  with  a 
camera. 
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Growing  Up  in  Tyringham 

Angelica  McLennan 

There  are  many  things  to  remember  if  I had  the  time, 
and  were  planning  to  write  a book  on  life  in  Tyringham 
centered  around  the  Tyringham  School;  “hanging  out”  at 
the  store  eating  penny  candy  and  lemon  ice  cream  and 
looking  forward  to  the  Block  Dance  in  the  circle,  in  August 
with  the  saw  dust  down,  hoping  to  get  a dance  on  the 
sturdy  arm  of  Kenny  Winters  and  a spin  with  Henning 
Carlson. 

At  our  one-room  school  house,  I remember  looking 
forward  to  art  class  with  Holly  Darey  and  music  with  Mr. 
Noyse  (!!),  helping  out  the  first  grade  when  I was  in  the 
fifth,  and  doing  advanced  experiments  on  dissolving  teeth 
in  a glass  of  Coke  overnight!  And  we  were  all  in  awe  of 
our  brilliant  classmate  Jon  Kraszeski,  who  I believe 
became  a doctor  and  left  us  way  too  soon.  Losing  friends 
and  favorite  pets,  of  which  we  had  many,  taught  us  about 
the  trials  of  life 

It  seemed  that  my  best  friend,  Donna  Heath,  and  I 
were  inseparable.  We  rode  our  bikes  and  met  each  other 
somewhere  in  the  middle  from  opposite  ends  of  the  valley 
(perhaps  I had  the  longer  ride?).  We  found  all  kinds  of 
amusements  in  our  small  lovely  valley,  locating  tennis 
rackets  and  some  old  balls  to  play  at  the  Palmers,  going 
off  on  tour  with  a children’s  choir  in  Stockbridge  and 
feeling  very  professional,  playing  the  piano  together, 
putting  on  plays  and  ballet  performances,  visiting  with  Ann 
Dort,  admiring  all  her  horse  show  ribbons  and  maybe 
getting  a ride  on  her  horse.  King.  I remember  the  time 
when  I wandered  alone  up  into  the  upper  meadow 
somewhere  to  visit  my  favorite  work  horse  San  Salvador, 
who  stepped  on  my  bare  foot  and  released  it  only  after  he 
had  grazed  long  and  thoroughly  on  that  patch  of  grass! 

Funny  what  things  one  remembers  and  surely  forgets 
from  over  50  years  ago  now. 

Wading  and  fishing  in  the  streams  with  my  big  sister 
Holly,  sneaking  down  to  Deppings  with  trepidation  and 
making  our  way  down  Sodom  Road  to  the  courtyard  of 


Back:  Angelica  McLennan,  Rod  Miller,  Judy  Miller,  Walter 
Palmer,  Kate  Montgomery,  Donna  Heath  Drake 
Front:  Bryan  Treat,  Mary  Montgomery,  Eleanor  Montgomery, 
Ginny  Miller,  Ama,sa  Miller 


Ashintully  and  into  the  endless  empty  rooms,  playing  with 
the  old-fashioned  phones  on  the  walls  and  imagining  life 
of  another  era,  as  we  wandered  down  the  stone  staircase 

covered  with  vines  to  the  sunken  gardens a place  of 

endless  make-believe  for  a child. 

And  of  course,  all  the  townspeople  that  were  part  of 
that  fabric  of  a small,  close  community;  my  classmates, 
the  Lorings,  my  special  friends  Rosa  and  Karen  Winters, 
the  Curtins,  the  Fennellys,  the  Whalens,  looking  after 
Walter  Palmer  and  making  sure  that  Mrs.  Welch  was  good 
to  him!  A forever  friendship  with  Sarah  Hudson,  and  a 
crush  on  handsome  Barclay  (Hudson),  getting  to  pick  a 
name  Christmas  gift  of  a gold  reindeer  pin  with  red  velvet 
body  from  daunting  Timmy  Stanton!  Chucky  Clark,  the 
Choquettes,  Van  Ormans  and  of  course  all  of  Fernside 
and  the  Howards,  skating  on  the  pond,  crushes  and 
situations  to  keep  us  busy,  fascination  with  Asher  Treat’s 
research  on  bats.  All  the  nostalgia  of  lazy  days  of  summer 
and  snow  “as  high  as  an  elephant’s  eye”  in  winter,  getting 
the  enormous  cedar  tree  for  Christmas  for  the  Barn,  skiing 
down  the  pipeline  at  the  end  of  the  valley! 

No  need  for  Malls  or  amusement  parks  or  even  camp. 
Donna  and  I did  a week  at  4-H  and  were  miserable. 
Everything  was  simple  and  beautiful  in  Tyringham.  As  a 
child,  I truly  thought  that  Tyringham  was  what  Heaven 
would  be  like.  No  place  like  home  then  and  now,  fifty 
years  later.... so  special  in  a rapidly  changing  world.  May 
Tyringham  retain  its  beauty  in  all  ways,  forever. 


Winter  Tyringham  Landscape,  block  print,  Asher  Treat 
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A Tale,  a Tradition  and  a Tribute 
from  Alice  Hale 

(as  transcribed) 


Alice  Hale  astride  Dixie 


It  was  about  twelve  years  ago  that  the  last  pipeline  went 
through,  and  they  had  a college  from  down  near  Boston 
going  along  and  doing  digs  before  the  pipeline  went 
through,  to  make  sure  that  they  didn’t  destroy  any  artifacts. 
And  over  on  Meadow  Street,  down  along  the  banks  of  the 
river  they  found  a dig  ...it  was  a burning  pit  where  the 
Indians  did  their  cooking  and  made  their  arrows,  and  they 
did  find  some  artifacts  there  - enough  so  the  pipeline 
people  made  the  pipe  line  go  around  the  mound  of  dirt 
that’s  there.  This  is  down  between  where  Ketchen’s  barn 
was,  and  Heamon  Williams’  place,  down  around  the  river 
there.  They  also  found  arrow  heads  on  the  land  where  the 
corn  grows.  And  they  did  a dig  over  here  just  before  you 
go  up  Fernside,  but  they  didn’t  find  anything.  It  was 
interesting  watching  them  sift  the  dirt  looking  for  artifacts.  I 
think  these  were  probably  the  Stockbridge  Indians. 


I can  remember  coming  home  from  school  (it  would  be 
dark  at  night)  and  collecting  the  sap  along  the  roads  here. 
Back  in  those  days  we  had  a lot  of  snow  and  we’d  have  to 
crawl  up  the  snow  banks  and  down  to  the  trees  and  then 
back  again  and  empty  the  sap  out.  We  had  those 
galvanized  buckets.  It  was  a tough  job  carrying  them  over 
the  snow  - not  like  today  with  the  pipe  lines.  We’d  get 
enough  sap  for  ourselves,  but  it  takes  a lot  of  sap  to  make 


syrup.  We  had  a pan  on  the  stove  and  we  would  boil  it 
down  that  way  - not  like  the  big  evaporators  today.  I can 
remember  years  before  that  when  all  they  had  was  an  iron 
kettle  and  they  would  set  that  on  bricks  outside  and  boil  it 
down  that  way.  We  had  sugar  eats.  We’d  boil  sap  down 
further  until  it  had  the  consistency  of  taffy  and  put  it  on 
snow,  and  it  was  so  sweet  that  you  had  to  have  pickles  and 
biscuits  with  it.  We  always  had  little  round  wooden  molds 
about  three  inches  across,  to  make  maple  sugar.  They 
would  take  a bit  and  bore  a hole  in  a piece  of  wood.  After 
you  cooked  the  sap  down  further  and  stirred  it  with  a big 
wooden  spoon,  and  then  you  would  pour  it  in  the  molds  and 
let  it  set  overnight.  They  usually  wet  the  molds  which  would 
release  the  sugar  when  you  turned  the  molds  over. 


Don  Hale  showing  the  Gilders  around  the  sap  house,  1981 

Here’s  a tribute  to  my  grandmother  (Jessie  Hale),  my 
mother  (Elizabeth  Loring  Hale)  and  my  aunt  (duel  Hale). 
They  would  start  early  in  the  morning  and  they  would  make 
coffee  for  the  men  before  everyone  went  to  the  barn  around 
five  in  the  morning.  While  the  men  were  doing  the  chores, 
the  women  would  get  the  breakfast,  they  would  start  the 
washing  if  it  was  Monday  and  they  would  start  dinner.  Each 
one  of  them  had  a certain  dish  they  would  prepare. 


Jessie  E.  Hathaway  Hale 


And  they  always  hung  the  wash  outdoors,  even  in 
wintertime.  I can  see  them  going  out  and  bringing  in  wash 
that  was  frozen  stiff.  Then  the  men  would  come  in  for  dinner 
and  lots  of  times  they  would  bring  a friend  or  relative  who 
would  come  in  and  eat  too.  In  the  afternoon  the  women 
might  rest  a little  before  they  started  supper  and  they  would 
go  in  the  gardens  and  pull  the  weeds  and  then  supper  time 
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everyone  sat  down  to  eat  all  at  once.  We  were  8 to  1 0 
every  single  meal.  And  by  that  time  it  would  be  8 at  night 
and  we  used  to  play  cards  with  our  grandmother  and  by 
that  time  you’re  so  tired  you  go  to  bed  and  they  you  start 
over  the  next  day.  We  always  had  dinner  at  noon  time  and 
it  was  supper  at  night.  We  had  our  own  meat,  and  we’d 
have  pork  or  a roast,  potatoes,  vegetable  and  some  kind  of 


Elizabath  B . Hale  and  Elizabeth  duel  Hale 


a home-made  pie.  Supper  was  spaghetti  or  scrambled 
eggs  and  usually  a cake.  Breakfast  was  eggs,  hot  cereal  or 
maybe  pancakes  and  potato.  When  we  had  the  milk  route, 
the  women  washed  the  milk  bottles  every  day  and  then  later, 
every  other  day.  We  had  two  routes  in  Lee  and  one  route 
here  in  Tyringham. 

They  did  have  fun  sometimes.  They  played  tennis  on 
Sundays.  We  had  a grass  tennis  court  right  out  here 
below  our  driveway.  Mostly  my  father  and  mother  and 
Uncle  Willis  and  Aunt  duel  played  doubles  together. 

Arnold  and  Uncle  Willis  made  the  court  somewhere 
around  the  late  twenties,  probably  using  horses  and  a roller. 
They  used  lime  for  the  lines.  They  had  to  clear  all  the  apple 
trees  out  and  level  it  all  off.  And  we  had  a croquet  court 
down  there  below  the  sap  house.  That’s  how  they  got  their 
entertainment. 


Halloween  In  Tyringham 

Gail  Charpentier 

When  our  first  child  was  old  enough  to  “Trick  or  Treat” 
we  partook  of  the  Tyringham  Halloween  event.  We  have 
participated  every  year  since.  For  people  who  grew  up  in 
a large,  impersonal  city,  as  Peter  and  I did,  this  Tyringham 
event  certainly  is  a treat. 

The  Halloween  tradition  starts  with  a meeting  in  the 
Town  Hall  in  the  early  afternoon,  after  school.  The  children 
come  to  the  event  in  their  costumes.  We  have  costumes 
ranging  from  store  bought  outfits  to  very  creative,  home 
made  costumes  depicting  characters  from  famous 
movies.  Some  costumes  are  a tad  less  involved.  An 
eleven-year-old  boy  might  show  up  with  a scarf  around  his 
head  and  he  considers  that,  “Good  enough.”  So  do  the 
rest  of  us. 


We  usually  have  refreshments  such  as  doughnuts  and 
apple  cider.  We  proceed  in  a holiday  parade,  following 
the  fire  truck  around  the  church.  At  the  conclusion  of  the 
parade,  the  children  are  divided  into  two  groups  and  each 
group  boards  its  own  hay  wagon.  The  hay  wagons  have 
distinct  routes  in  opposing  directions,  from  the  church  to 
some  point  on  Main  Road.  They  stop  at  the  homes  of 
people  who  have  signed  up  to  have  candy  for  the  trick  or 
treaters.  The  children  climb  down  from  the  hay  wagons, 
often  with  help  from  some  of  the  fathers,  and  run  up  to  the 
front  doors  where  they  are  greeted  by  homeowners  who 
are  enchanted  by  their  sweet  little  faces  and  their  big 
grabs  for  the  offered  candy.  The  children  then  climb  back 
into  the  hay  wagons  and  proceed  to  the  next  volunteer’s 
house.  At  the  end  of  the  ride  we  might  have  a Halloween 
party.  Most  of  the  children  go  home  to  examine  their 
treasures  and  eat  as  much  candy  as  they  can  get  away 
with. 


Halloween  Hayride,  2004 


Some  years  we  have  had  wonderful  “Haunted  Hay 
Rides”  with  scary  exhibits  along  the  way.  The  exhibits  are 
very  well  done  and  just  frightening  enough  to  thrill  the 
children  without  causing  nightmares. 

The  people  who  live  in  Tyringham  organize  all  of  this. 
Some  of  these  people  do  not  have  children  or  grand 
children  who  participate,  but  they  do  it  anyway.  And  the 
weather,  while  hardly  cooperative,  has  never  stopped  us. 
Some  years  we  have  needed  blankets  in  the  hay  wagons 
on  cold  nights  and  umbrellas  on  rainy  ones.  We  perse- 
vere, never  doubting  that  it  is  well  worth  it. 


“Two  A.M”.,  pencil  drawing,  Adriana  Gallo 


8 


Some  Tyringham  Tributes 

Lisa  Palmer 

The  first  social  events  I attended  in  Tyringham  when  I 
arrived  in  the  U.S.  in  1953,  were  the  square  dances  which 
were  held  periodically  to  welcome  home  the  returning 
veterans  from  World  War  II.  They  were  held  upstairs  in 
the  Town  Hall  and  brought  together  the  whole  town. 

Harry  Loring  would  play  the  fiddle  and  his  brother  Fred 
would  be  the  caller.  All  the  ladies  were  sitting  on  benches 
along  the  walls  and  the  guys  stood  in  clusters  by  the  door 
(the  better  to  dash  out  for  a little  refreshment  from  the 
pick-up  truck)!  I learned  to  square  dance  under  the 
tutelage  of  Kay  and  Gilly,  both  accomplished  in  this,  to 
me,  new  exercise.  We  girls  wore  twirly  cotton  skirts  and 
sneakers,  and  what  fun  we  had. 

Among  the  many  remarkable  characters  in  Tyringham, 

I remember  fondly  Arnold  and  Willis  Hale,  our  neighbors 
at  Four  Brooks.  Coming  from  a small  village  in  Germany, 
the  smell  of  cow  barn  made  me  feel  at  home  and  I loved 
going  across  the  road  for  a visit.  One  day,  when  I was 
out  in  front  of  the  Tobacco  Barn  splitting  wood,  Willis 
rolled  by  on  his  tractor,  stopped,  watched  me  for  a while 
and  then  said,  “Well,  I can  see  you  sure  are  from  the  Old 
Country”!  I took  this  as  a great  compliment.  Being  from 
the  Old  Country  stood  me  in  good  stead  when  it  came  to 
planting  the  garden  at  Four  Brooks,  since  it  was  of 
enormous  dimension.  Gilly  had  ploughed  in  the  fall,  but 
by  May  we  had  to  hoe  and  rake  and  get  the  seeds  in. 

Acres  of  string  beans,  rows  of  peas,  dozens  of  tomato 
plants!  My  mother-in-law  Francesca  (“F”  to  everybody) 
was  convinced  that  since  the  war  was  just  over  we  had  to 
continue  to  gather  food  for  the  winter.  She  owned  two 
huge  farm  freezer  chests  but  since  “F”  was  small  she 
could  barely  reach  in  very  far.  As  a result  years  of  vintage 
vegetables  were  resting  in  the  deeper  layers,  and  we  just 
kept  on  freezing  and  eating  the  top  ones! 

One  of  the  memorable  events  of  every  summer  was  the 
arrival  of  Lord  and  Lady  Salter,  Arthur  and  Ethel,  at  Hickory 


Tonio  Palmer,  Rosamond  Gilder,  Kay  Palmer, 
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Farm.  While  they  were  sailing  across  on  the  Queen  Mary, 
Roger  Loring  was  busy  cultivating  their  huge  garden  which 
included  every  known  vegetable  plus  acres  of  cutting 
flowers.  Armanda  and  Sarah,  her  two  house-keepers  from 
Washington  days,  arrived  weeks  ahead  to  air  and  clean  the 
house  and  “F”  would  go  down  daily  to  inspect  progress. 
Once  the  Salters  had  landed,  either  Gilly  or  Kay  would  be 
dispatched  to  drive  them  up,  followed  by  another  car 
bearing  the  21  pieces  of  matched  Vuitton  luggage,  which 
were  indispensable  for  the  summer.  I remember  one  being 
a perfect  traveling  library  for  Arthur,  and  the  other 
containing  mountains  of  satin  and  lace  pillows  for  Ethel’s 
bed!  Being  summoned  “to  court”  was  an  event  for  which  I 
would  bring  up  a special  dress  from  the  city,  as  those 
dinners  were  no  casual  affairs.  It  explained  the  reason  for 
the  big  garden,  because  all  the  vegetables  were  in  their 
infancy,  the  only  way  Ethel  expected  Roger  to  deliver  them 
to  the  kitchen.  Arthur  loved  the  country,  taking  walks, 
watching  the  sun  set  over  the  hills  and  his  daily  swims  in  the 
pond.  The  Salters’  presence  definitely  lent  a special 
feeling  of  smartness  to  the  Tyringham  summers  and  it  was 
sad  when  their  lives  ended  and  they  would  no  longer  hold 
court  at  Hickory. 


More  Memories  of  Irma  Clark 

It  doesn’t  seem  possible  that  it’s  almost  five  years  since 
she’s  been  gone.  She  had  gone  down  go  Jerry’s  for 
Thanksgiving  and  she  was  stricken  with  a heart  attack,  and 
we  lost  her. 

One  memory  dates  from  during  the  war.  She  and 
Davina  (Curtin)  ran  the  servicemens’  dances  together,  when 
the  service  men  were  home  on  leave.  Most  of  them  were 
held  in  the  Town  Hall  but  a couple  were  held  in  the  ball  room 
up  at  Ashintully.  At  one  point  the  set  was  getting  kind  of 
rough  and  rowdy.  That  place  was  so  big  that  in  one 
instance,  Chet  Van  Orman,  who  was  the  caller,  in  trying  to 
avoid  flying  heels,  stepped  back  into  the  empty  fireplace 
without  even  having  to  duck,  the  fire  place  was  so  huge. 


We  had  some  wonderful  times  up  there.  There  were 
usually  quite  a few  sets  going  at  once,  and  with  eight  people 
per  set  that  made  for  quite  a crowd. 

When  the  old  Valley  Club  decided  to  make  an  Afghan 
to  raffle,  Irma  learned  to  crochet.  In  fact  she  was  the  one 
who  won  it  in  the  end!  But  she  went  right  on  from  there  and 
made  many  Afghans  and  baby  sweaters  and  all  sorts  of 
things,  for  all  the  new  babies  in  town.  She  went  way 
beyond  her  teachers  (like  Betty  Cernik  and  me).  Betty  is 
left-handed  too,  like  Irma,  and  that  caused  some  problems. 

There  was  a group  that  used  to  meet  to  play  cards. 
When  we  lost  Irma,  we  lost  interest  in  playing  cards.  Our 
heart  just  wasn’t  in  it  without  Irma. 

She  taught  me  to  drive.  One  of  the  things  we  did  while  I 
was  practicing,  we’d  have  to  go  and  get  grain  for  Duffy,  for 
his  horses.  One  time  he  was  working  up  at  Fernside,  and 
when  we  pulled  up  to  the  skidway,  Dave  Vincent  said,  “Well, 
if  it  isn’t  the  blind  leading  the  blind!”  (Dave  Vincent  was 
Eddie  Twing’s  step-brother.) 

The  years  that  she  was  in  the  Post  Office,  if  there  was 
someone  new  moved  in  and  you  didn’t  know  who  they  were, 
you  only  had  to  ask  Irma!  Even  today,  if  a question  comes 
to  mind,  you  start  to  say  “I’ve  got  to  ask  Irma”,  and  then  you 
realize  you  can’t  any  more. 

(Dot  Choquette) 


Duff}'  and  Irma  Clark 


One  of  my  favorite  experiences  with  Irma  was  when 
she  was  trying  to  teach  me  how  to  crochet.  She  was  trying 
to  show  me  some  of  the  harder  stitches,  and  I just  couldn’t 
get  it.  I couldn’t  get  it!  And  she  tried,  I don’t  know  how 
many  times  she  tried,  and  the  more  she  tried  the  more 
frustrated  she  got.  And  then  I got  laughing  and  laughing  at 
her  trying  to  teach  me  and  she  started  pacing  around  the 
room  and  bouncing  off  the  walls  and  she’d  say,  “My  God 
how  stupid  ! Why  are  you  so  stupid???"  And  she’d  be 
pacing  around  again.  Finally,  though,  it  did  come  to  me, 
and  I did  learn  from  her  in  the  end.  I eventually  made  an 
Afghan.  It  was  nice.  It  turned  out  great.  It  took  a while. 

She  was  always  so  funny.  But  with  me... that  time... she 
was  somewhat  upset! 

(Marilyn  Curtin) 


The  old  saying,  “Irma?  Irma  who?"...  I don’t  think 
anybody  will  ever  have  that  problem  remembering  Irma. 

She  knew  everyone  and  was  always  so  good  to  everyone, 
and  everyone  knew  her.  I met  Irma  at  Hazel  Van  Orman’s 
in  1953  when  I first  came  to  Tyringham,  and  we  became 
friends  right  away.  We  played  cards,  and  she  belonged  to 
all  of  our  organizations.  Whenever  we  had  a meeting  or 
party  or  something,  we’d  say  to  Irma,  “Tell  us  a story  about 
your  early  childhood.”  She  always  came  up  with  one  and 
we  always  got  a good  laugh  out  of  it.  When  she  was 
around,  it  was  always  fun  for  everybody.  We  used  to  play 
cards,  but  after  she  left  us,  nobody  ever  really  wanted  to 
play  any  more.  After  Irma  passed  away,  we  only  played 
once.  It  just  seemed  like  there  was  something  very 
important  to  the  group  that  wasn’t  there  any  more.  It  just 
wasn’t  the  same  as  it  was  before. 

There  was  the  time  the  bear  was  up  on  McIntosh’s 
back  field  and  Irma  had  been  up  there  several  times  but  not 
when  the  bear  was  out.  I stopped  by  her  house  and  said 
“Come  on  Irma,  let’s  go  see  the  bear!”  And  sure  enough 
the  bear  was  there.  One  day  I talked  Irma  into  going  for  a 
ride.  Lo  and  behold,  shortly  after  leaving  Massachusetts, 
on  the  Mass  Pike,  a tiger  crossed  in  front  of  us.  Then  one 
day  I heard  on  the  scanner  about  a “moose  loose”  in  Lee.  I 
gave  Irma  a quick  call  and  we  went  off  in  search  of  the 
moose.  Sure  enough,  there  it  was  on  Franklin  Street,  about 
six  feet  from  where  we  were  standing.  Irma  always  said 
she  had  to  travel  with  me  if  she  wanted  to  see  wild  animals. 

We  went  through  good  times  and  bad  times  together.  It 
was  rough  for  her  when  Robert  Clark  (Duffy’s  brother) 
passed  away,  then  her  mother,  father,  a sister,  and  her 
brother  Jerry’s  wife.  I will  never  go  by  Irma’s  house  without 
remembering  the  good  times  I had  with  her  and  our  other 
friends.  I sincerely  hope  she  has  the  place  in  Heaven  that 
she  so  greatly  deserves. 

(Betty  Cernik) 


Neil  Curtin  and  Irma  Clark 
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On  Harvey  Choquette,  John  Curtin 
and  Thomas  Curtin 

Neil  Curtin  (as  transcribed) 

It  was  1950.  I had  been  hunting  since  I was  15  with 
my  grandfather,  Percy  Stanton.  I was  walking  down  the 
road  one  night  and  I stopped  by  Harvey’s  (I  was  great 
friends  with  Harvey  Choquette  who  was  working  for 
Clifford  Canon  then),  and  he  said  something  about  Deer 
Week.  He  hadn’t  been  in  town  that  many  years  and  used 
to  hunt  alone.  I said,  “I’m  going  by  myself  up  on  the 
mountain  behind  Howards.”  and  I remember  he  asked  if 
he  could  go  with  me.  And  I said,  “Sure.”  So  he  and  I went 
that  Monday  morning  over  on  McCarthy  Road  and  parked. 

We  said  we’ll  do  whatever  we  wanted,  maybe  one  to  the 
other  we’d  kick  a deer  back  and  forth,  but  whatever  hap- 
pened, we’d  meet  down  here  at  noon  time,  and  go  home  for 
a sandwich  and  come  back. 

So  up  we  went.  I remember  it  was 
raining  a light  drizzle. ...and  I got  right 
about  where  Katterhagens  used  to  live, 
up  on  the  ledge.  I heard  two  shots  off 
toward  Shaker  Pond.  I stopped  and 
waited.  All  of  a sudden  there  comes  a 
deer.  I never  got  a shot  at  a deer 
before.  My  first  deer.  That’s  why  I’m 
telling  this  story.  I came  across  and 
there  was  this  giant  maple  tree,  so  I 
looked  around  this  side  of  the  tree.  I 
could  see  his  nose  was  going,  he  was 
so  close.  So  I thought  I’ll  just  pull  right 
up  and  shoot  it.  I wasn’t  nervous  or 
anything.  I didn’t  have  buck  fever  or 
anything.  I pulled  right  up,  and  BANG\ 

The  deer  jumped  around  and  went 
back.  So  I thought  this  is  pretty  good. 

How  the  heck  could  any  one  miss  a deer  like  that?  But  I 
did.  I was  down  on  my  knees  and  shooting  up  hill.  Evi- 
dently I shot  high.  All  of  sudden  Harvey  comes  along.  He 
said,  “I’ll  go  back  around.  You  stay  right  where  you  are  and 
the  deer  will  come  right  back.”  So  I stayed  there,  and  he 
went  back  and  circled  the  hemlocks  and  all  of  a sudden, 
there’s  the  deer.  He  came  out  right  there  and  went  right  up 
the  mountain.  Too  far  to  shoot.  So  we  came  down  and 
had  a sandwich. 

Then  I called  my  friend  Marshall  Cody  up  in  Lee  and 
the  three  of  us  went  back  up  the  mountain,  and  this  time  we 
got  right  to  the  top  where  there  is  the  marble  marker 
between  Tyringham  and  Monterey,  on  the  old  Royal 
Hemlock  Road.  We  separated  and  then  BANG,  I heard  a 
shot.  I knew  it  was  one  of  them.  Nothing  more  hap- 
pened. I stopped  and  waited.  Then  I heard  a crash  and 
out  of  the  woods  came  this  big  buck  coming  right  at  me. 

A ten-point  buck.  When  I pulled  up  he  turned  broadside 
and  went  towards  Monterey  but  I shot  quick,  and  I got 
another  shot.  I walked  up  a little  bit,  thinking  anyone 
would  miss  that  because  he  was  running  like  the  wind 
...Cody  hollered  at  me  and  he  came  up  and  he  said  he  just 
saw  a deer  and  he  took  a shot  but  he  didn’t  hit  it.  So  he 
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said  let’s  keep  going  and  maybe  we’ll  see  him  again.  So 
he  went  down  back  in  and  then  out  in  front  me  probably  100 
feet  ahead,  I saw  this  giant  rack  of  horns  in  the  grass.  He 
was  moving  real  slow  and  his  tongue  was  all  set.  I couldn’t 
believe  it.  There’s  that  deer.  He  was  down.  I shot  him 
again  and  finished  him  off.  Cody  and  Harvey  came  back 
and  we  had  a grand  time  talking  about  it.  I was  pretty  proud 
of  myself.  I hit  it  with  both  shots.  My  first  deer  - a ten- 
point  buck  at  2:30  in  the  afternoon,  in  the  swamp,  up  by 
where  my  camp  is  now. 

Harvey  always  had  good  ideas.  We  started  to  go,  but  it 
was  hard  to  pull  the  deer.  No  snow.  So  Harvey  broke  a 
stick  off  and  put  it  through  the  rope,  one  guy  on  one  side 
and  one  on  the  other  like  a team  of  horses,  with  the  third 
guy  carrying  the  guns.  Harvey  was  a strong  man.  Every 
time  the  deer  got  caught  on  a rock  or  a stick,  we  had  to  pull 
it  free.  He  and  I pulled  it  all  the  way.  We  got  to  McCarthy 
Road  at  5 o’clock  and  we  hung  it  down  in  Harvey’s  barn. 

We  were  pretty  happy.  First  time 
out,  we  got  this  big  buck.  Then  I 
came  home  and  I told  my  father 
(John  Curtin)  the  story.  At  that  time 
you  didn’t  have  to  tag  a deer  like 
you  do  today.  You  had  48  hours  to 
notify  Boston,  but  you  didn’t  have 
to  put  a tag  on  him.  You’d  hang 
him  in  the  barn  for  a few  days 
before  you  reported  him,  so  you 
could  go  hunting  again.  My  father 
asked  me  if  I tagged  it.  “If  you 
tagged  it,  you’re  done.  You  can’t 
go  hunting  any  more.”  So  I said 
no,  there’s  no  tag.  So  he  said 
that  he’d  tag  it,  so  that  I could  hunt 
more.  So  my  father  got  a license 
and  called  it  into  Boston.  He 
wanted  to  make  sure  things  were 

done  right. 

Clifford  Canon  had  a tenion  scale  (the  most  accurate 
scale  ever  made),  so  seven  days  later  we  weighed  it.  It 
weight  198  pounds  then.  Wilbur  Clark  told  me  that  they 
lose  7 pounds  to  the  100  weight  drying  out,  and  then  you 
have  to  figure  the  heart  and  liver  and  all  that.  So  I was 
thinking  that  when  we  were  hauling  that  deer,  it  probably 
weighed  close  to  225  pounds. 

I have  a lot  of  memories  of  my  grandfather,  Thomas 
Curtin.  I was  in  high  school  when  he  died.  He  lived  in  Ag 
Curtin’s  house  over  on  Jerusalem  Road.  He  was  a good 
guy.  When  I was  young,  I stayed  down  there  more  than  I 
was  home.  He  built  the  tennis  courts  in  town  and  I 
always  helped  him.  I think  he  might  have  built  the  court 
that  used  to  be  in  the  ball  park,  but  I’m  not  sure. 

Anyway,  when  the  Hiscox  barn  burned,  Mrs.  Hiscox 
decided  to  sell  the  cows.  So  my  grandfather  went  up 
there  and  bought  me  a cow.  I wanted  a cow,  because  I 
was  the  big  farmer  working  at  Canon’s.  I was  about  10  or 
12  years  old.  There  was  a huge  barn  by  Harvey’s  house, 
just  this  side  of  his  garage,  where  the  flower  gardens  are 
now,  and  I kept  the  cow  in  there.  It  had  a big  hayloft.  In 


Han’ey  Choquette 


those  days,  everyone  had  a barn  for  cows  and  horses.  I 
remember  I went  down  one  morning  and  I opened  the 
door  and  there  was  this  little  calf  standing  there  looking 
at  me,  and  I just  said,  “Oh  my  gosh!”  I knew  the  calf  was 
coming,  but  then  there  it  was! 


Tom  Curtin 


Then  my  grandfather  got  me  an  old  chicken  house 
from  down  where  Mrs.  Warren  lived,  where  the  Cobble 
View  is  now.  We  put  two  logs  under  it,  jacked  it  up, 
hooked  it  up  to  a tractor  and  brought  it  down  the  road 
and  set  it  up  there  at  my  father’s  house.  That  was  my 
barn.  We  put  in  a stanchion,  and  had  hay  along  the 
side. 

I had  a cow  right  through  high  school.  In  fact,  I had 
two  cows,  a saddle  horse,  a couple  of  pigs,  50  laying 
hens.  I worked  for  Ward  McCarthy  in  the  summertime 
so  I used  to  make  money  to  buy  grain  to  feed  the  chicks 
and  when  they  started  laying  eggs,  we’d  sell  the  eggs  to 
buy  grain  for  everybody.  We  made  butter  and  my  mother 
had  tons  of  eggs  and  milk.  We  could  use  it  all.  It 
worked  well. 

Aunt  Elma 

Toodie  Alsop 

Sometimes  there  are  solemn  occasions  that  get  out  of 
hand. 


Cemetery,  Tyringham  quilt  square 


The  Tyringham  cemetery  lies  nearly  tree-less  in  an 
exposed  situation  in  the  valley.  We  were  there  a small  knot 
of  relatives,  on  a frigid  February  morning,  to  bury  Robert’s 
Aunt  Gulielma  Alsop.  She  had  died  in  her  nineties  after  a 
good  life  as  a doctor,  first  as  a missionary  in  China  and 
later  as  the  doctor  for  students  of  Barnard  College.  We 
were  all  very  fond  of  her  and  luckily  she  had  a sense  of  fun, 
for  at  the  crucial  moment  in  the  burial  service,  a blast  of  wind 
straight  out  of  the  North  blew  Bob  Whitman’s  canonical  robes 
horizontal  and  riffled  the  pages  of  Dick  C’Hara’s  prayer 
book.  In  the  resulting  confusion,  he  read  the  Burial  at  Sea, 
and  consigned  Aunt  Elma  to  the  deep. 


Dr.  Gulielma  Alsop,  sneaking  a chocolate 


A Tyringham  Tradition  - Emily  B.  Welch 

Sissy  Curtin 

While  you  are  reading  this,  you  may  think  that  this 
should  be  a tribute,  but  I think  she  was  a tradition  that 
unfortunately  has  died  away. 

As  a child,  I attended  the  Tyringham  Grade  School, 
which  sits  on  top  of  the  knoll,  just  a stone’s  throw  away 
from  home.  Mrs.  Welch  would  be  there,  well  before  8 a.m., 
waiting  patiently  for  all  of  her  charges  to  descend  on  her. 
Every  morning  it  was  the  same  thing,  at  8:50  the  bell  would 
ring  and  in  we  would  all  run.  The  girls  would  run  from  their 
side  of  the  building,  over  to  the  back  door,  which  was 
actually  on  the  boys’  side  of  the  school.  Two  lines  would 
form,  waiting  for  the  door  to  open.  Little  did  we  know  then 
that  it  was  the  door  to  the  rest  of  our  lives!  In  we  would  go, 
to  the  lavatories,  washing  our  hands  and  getting  a drink 
before  we  made  our  way  into  the  classroom  to  start  our 
day.  Mrs.  Welch  would  then  have  a routine  that  we  followed 
every  day.  She  would  have  selected  an  older  student  to  go 
around  and  check  the  other  students’  hands  for  cleanliness 
looking  especially  at  the  nails.  If  students’  hands  were  dirty 
they  were  set  to  the  coatroom  to  wash  their  hands  in  the  sink, 
again.  We  would  also  have  a saying  about  brushing  our 
teeth.  It  went  like  this. . . “I  brushed  my  teeth  this  morning, 
did  you?”  And  it  would  go  on  to  the  next  student  and  the 
next,  until  the  last  student  had  recited  it,  be  it  yeah  or  nay. 
Hygiene  was  instilled  in  us  back  then,  and  I believe  that  Mrs. 
Welch  believed  that  cleanliness  was  next  to  Godliness.  We 
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Tyringham  School  1958  Back  Row  Mrs.  Welch  Front:  Linda  Jones,  Cindy  Bickford,  Donald  Cernik,  Charles  Slater,  Jr.  Gary 
Davis,  Darlene  Curtin,  Martha  Birkett,  Janice  Whalen,  Peter  Day,  Richard  Cemik,  Sharon  Rowley,  Steve  Hale,  Kenny  Whalen,  Rich- 
ard de  Sousa,  Reese  Palmer,  Bob  Choquette,  Amanda  Bickford,  Johnny  Curtin,  Christine  Hale,  Walter  Palmer 


then  would  recite  the  Pledge  of  Allegiance,  sing  the  National 
Anthem  and  say  the  Lord’s  Prayer,  after  which  she  read  a 
verse  from  the  Bible.  That  was  tradition. 

Mrs.  Welch  also  did  a lot  of  extra  work  with  us  in 
directing  our  Christmas  plays,  and  our  Memorial  Day 
services.  Both  of  these  traditions,  which  were  such  a 
large  part  of  my  life,  have  almost  died  and  been  forgotten. 
The  Christmas  play  was  always  a huge  success,  bringing 
all  the  parents  and  children  together,  as  well  as  the 
townspeople.  For  many  years,  the  names  of  the  town’s 
children  were  put  in  a basket  at  Carl’s  store,  and  were 
drawn  by  other  townspeople  so  they  could  buy  the 
children  gifts.  In  later  years,  the  parents  got  their  own 
children  their  gifts.  The  plays  Mrs.  Welch  put  on  were 
quite  the  production.  The  verses  we  had  to  memorize, 
and  the  songs  we  had  to  sing  remain  in  my  memory  bank. 
How  the  town  looked  forward  to  seeing  the  youngsters 
dressed  in  their  best  outfits  with  sparkling  eyes  anticipating 
the  arrival  of  Santa!  And  Santa  did  come,  to  all  in  the  Hall 
singing  “Here  Comes  Santa  Claus.”  He  would  come  up  the 
stairs,  with  his  jingle  bells  jingling  and  hearty  ho-ho’s.  It 
was  a time  of  great  anticipation  for  all.  That  was  tradition. 

After  Mrs.  Welch  retired,  the  programs  were  still  done, 
but  they  just  didn’t  seem  the  same.  And  when  the  school 
closed,  they  vanished.  Joyce  Carlson  and  I brought  back 
the  feeling  of  tradition  for  quite  a few  years.  We  did  plays, 
had  music  and  poems  were  recited.  We  tried  to  bring 
back  that  old  feeling,  and  it  was  good.  But,  soon  the 
amount  of  children  dwindled,  and  so  did  their  interest. 

In  the  past  few  years.  Mini  Gilder  has  brought  back  a 
sense  of  tradition,  with  a new  Memorial  Day  service.  It 
isn’t  the  school  kids  reciting  the  poems  or  singing  the 
songs  but  it  is  a beginning.  The  Lee  High  School  Band  and 
the  majorettes  used  to  be  a huge  part  of  this  tradition. 


But  once  again,  the  backbone  of  this  tradition  was  Mrs. 
Welch.  People  from  Lee  used  to  come  down  to  hear  the 
first  through  third  graders  recite  their  parts,  sing  their 
songs,  play  their  flute,  all  under  the  direction  of  Mrs.  Welch. 
You  know,  the  more  I write  this,  the  more  I believe  that  she 
was  the  tradition,  not  the  things  she  had  us  do.  Tradition  = 
Mrs.  Welch. 

More  Memories 

Carey  McIntosh 

Fourth  of  July  bonfires!  In  June,  when  the  field  had 
been  mowed,  we  started  hauling  dead  branches  and 
logs  out  from  the  woods  and  building  a four-sided 
pyramid.  I remember  crowds  of  people  (this  was  the 
1940s),  watermelons,  sparklers,  and  an  amazing 
volcano  of  fire  as  dusk  fell  - then  marshmallows  galore. 
Can’t  remember  a single  mosquito! 


Millennium  bonfire,  Toodie  Alsop 


13 


The  Tyrin^ham  Library  and  Post  Office 


A Tribute  to  our  Library 

(From  Tyringham,  Old  and  New 
Old  Home  Week  Souvenir,  August  7-13,  1905) 

Tyringham,  as  a town  and  as  individuals,  extends  to  you 
today  a most  cordial  welcome,  kind  friend  - be  you  former 
resident,  son  or  daughter,  grandson  or  granddaughter  of  one, 
or  simply  a neighbor  invited  in  to  share  in  the  festivities.  It  is 
good  for  you  to  be  here;  it  is  good  for  the  present  inhabitant 
that  you  are  come. 

* * * 

The  handsome  library  and  town  building,  about  the 
dedication  of  which  center  the  events  of  this  Old  Home  Week 
in  Tyringham,  is  constructed  of  round,  lichen-covered  field 
stone  and  red  tile,  with  the  interior  finished  in  natural  woods 
and  a huge  rustic  stone  chimney.  The  ground  measurement  is 
54  X 33  feet,  the  height  is  a story  and  a half  above  the 
basement,  the  location  on  the  most  prominent  corner  in  town, 
with  the  Hop  Brook  singing  happily  away  in  the  rear.  Besides 
the  library  apartments  consisting  of  one  large  room,  an  alcove 
and  tn  o spacious  galleries,  there  are  rooms  for  the  selectmen 
and  town  clerk.  When  the  last  hill  is  paid,  the  total  sum 
expended,  including  donations  of  materials,  site  and  labor, 
will  be  about  $4,000... B.  Moore  was  chairman  of  the  library 
board  which  first  conceived  and  then  executed  the  project  of 
erecting  a relatively  fire-proof  structure  which  should  house 
both  the  books  and  curio  collections  of  the  library  and  the 
official  records  of  the  town.  With  him  were  associated  E.H. 
Palmer  and  E.  W.  Dowd  until  the  present  year,  when  Robb  de  P. 
Tytus  succeeded  Mr.  Dowd.... 

As  far  back  as  1829  it  was  recorded  that  the  town  of 
Tyringham  (as  it  then  existed)  had  tw  o circulating  libraries; 
one  formed  in  1791  contained  67  volumes  and  a second 
established  in  1807,  had  104.  In  subsequent  years,  various 
other  small  libraries  came  into  being  either  through  the 
initiative  of  private  individuals  or  backed  by  the  Sunday 
schools.  It  was  not  until  the  town  meeting  of  1891  that  the 
present  free  library  system  had  its  origin... 

The  cornerstone  of  the  library  building  was  laid  with 
appropriate  ceremonies  June  30,  1902,  LB.  Moore  presiding 
and  making  an  address.  Rev.  J.  W.  Morrison  offering  prayer, 
Richard  Watson  Gilder,  the  late  Robert  S.  Rudd  and  the  late 
Rev.  Dr.  Rowland  completing  the  list  of  speakers... 


Although  as  these  pages  are  closed  there  appears  reason  to 
believe  that  the  library  may  be  dedicated  almost  if  not  quite  free 
of  debt,  there  remains  yet  abundant  opportunity  for  interested 
ones  to  aid  in  rounding  out  the  good  work  so  far  advanced.  The 
library  needs  furniture;  there  should  be  a suitable  heating 
apparatus;  the  land  to  the  rear  and  the  south  should  be 
purchased,  giving  to  the  building  a free  corner  bounded  by  the 
two  highways  and  the  brook. 


The  center  of  town,  1946 


Remembering  the  Store 

Karen  Winters  Williams 

When  I was  growing  up,  the  “store”  was  an 
important  part  of  my  life.  These  are  some  of  the  things 
that  come  to  mind  when  I think  of  the  store  . 

• Waiting  on  the  steps  for  the  school  bus. 

• Getting  the  mail 

• Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fisher 

• Running  to  the  store  for  my  mother 

• The  best  ice  cream  cone  I’ve  ever  had  and  only 
7 cents 

• Nehi  soda 

• Carving  my  initials  in  the  shelf  under  the  window 
by  the  mail  boxes. 

• The  postcards  hanging  by  the  window. 

• Buying  Bumble  Bee  Tuna  with  Mary  Ell 

• A new  pair  of  PF  flyers  in  the  spring 

• The  old  gas  pumps 

• My  brother’s  brand  new  Schwinn  bicycle  getting 
run  over  by  a Cain’s  Mayonnaise  truck. 

• The  older  boys  waiting  on  the  steps  on  Friday 
night  to  catch  a ride  to  the  movies  in  Lee  with 
people  doing  their  Friday-night  shopping. 

• Lining  up  on  a hot  summer  day  to  be  treated  to 
an  ice  cream  cone  by  Mrs.  Reber! 
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Dumping  Trash 

Sandy  Hayne 


Torching  the  Barn  on  Barnes 

Sandy  Hayne 


T’was  the  summer  of  1964.  Arnold  Hayne  was 
sitting  in  his  cottage  at  the  top  of  Barnes  Road 
when  he  heard  a pickup  truck  come  up  the  road, 
stop,  and  then  proceed  to  dump  all  sorts  of  trash 
down  the  embankment  at  the  pipeline.  Arnold 
hopped  in  his  truck  and  in  hot  pursuit  followed  the 
culprits  down  the  Main  Road  and  onto  Route  23  on 
the  way  to  Otis  before  he  was  able  to  pull  them 
over.  After  demanding  their  license  and  registration 
and  not  knowing  quite  what  to  say  next,  they 
started  babbling  and  pleading  “Don’t  take  us  in,  sir. 
We’ll  clean  it  all  up.”  Arnold  actually  followed  them 
back  and  they  did  just  that. 

In  typical  Arnold  fashion,  he  then  did  a cartoon 
of  the  escapade. 


Where  are  those  hot  dogs? 


In  September  1965,  we  were  concerned  that  the  barn 
had  collapsed  and  inside  were  bales  of  hay  dating  back  to 
the  1940s,  an  accident  waiting  to  happen.  Arnold 
decided  that  the  perfect  holiday  gift  for  me  would  be  to 
hire  the  Tyringham  Fire  Company,  not  only  to  come  up 
and  torch  the  mess,  but  for  me  to  ride  on  the  fire  truck 
blowing  sirens  and  ringing  bells.  Many  pictures  were 
taken. 


Don  Hale  and  Larry  Cernik,  at  the  Hayne  place 


After  setting  up  hoses  on  the  cottage,  the  crew 
proceeded  to  torch  the  barn. 

At  some  point,  Carl  Curtin  went  down  to  the  General 
Store  and  brought  back  hot  dogs  and  marshmallows,  and 
a camp  fire  was  started  as  we  sat  on  fire  watch.  There 
are  pictures  of  Don  Hale  (with  a huge  stogie),  Bobby 
Clark,  Alan  Garner,  Larry  Cernik,  Arnold  Hale  ...  far  too 
many  to  include  them  all.  Sometime  around  midnight, 
with  Don  Hale  driving  the  fire  truck,  I did  get  to  ride  in  the 
front  seat  of  the  fire  truck  with  siren  blaring  and  bells 
ringing  down  Barnes  Road.  The  understanding  was  that 
Arnold  would  follow  and  pick  me  up  at  the  bottom  of  the 
hill  at  the  Main  Road.  However,  upon  reaching  Main 
Road,  Don  put  the  pedal  to  the  metal  and  took  off.  Arnold 
had  no  clue  as  to  where  his  bride  was  being  kidnapped  to. 
Fortunately,  it  was  just  down  the  road  where  they  refilled 
with  water. 


15 


The  Little  Orphan  Arrives 

Holly  McLennan  Ketron 

Olivia  Harwood  Heminway,  eight  years  old,  newly 
orphaned,  took  the  stage  from  Boston  to  Tyringham  in 
1900,  to  come  to  stay  with  her  cousins,  Francesca  and 
Ros  Gilder,  at  Four  Brooks.  I heard  this  story  from  my 
mother,  Honora,  Olivia’s  first  daughter,  when  I was  a 
little  girl  growing  up  in  Tyringham.  Actually,  while  it 
sounds  like  a human  interest  story,  I don’t  think  I really 
grasped  the  idea  that  my  grandmother’s  parents  died 
when  she  was  only  eight  years  old.  What  really  really 
interested  me  was  that  she  had  been  given  bananas  to 
eat  - a delicacy  at  that  time  - and  after  the  bumpy 
stagecoach  ride,  she  stepped  down  onto  the  (probably 
hot  and  dusty)  street,  and,  threw  up! 


The  house  was  inhabited  through  most  of  the  Second 
World  War  by  Mrs.  Angerman,  an  ancient  recluse  whose 
husband  had  been  dead  many  years.  Just  before  the  cold 
set  in,  Mrs.  Angerman  would  trudge  down  Webster  Road  to 
the  village,  buy  supplies  for  the  winter  at  Tinker’s  store  and 
trudge  back  up  the  mountain.  Then  the  December  snows  fell, 
Webster  Road  became  impassable  and  Mrs.  Angerman  holed 
up  in  her  tumbledown  cabin  for  the  winter.  Nothing  more  was 
seen  of  her  until  spring,  when  down  the  mountain  she  tramped 
and  put  in  at  Tinker’s  store  for  more  supplies. 

One  spring  - no  one  remembers  which  one,  but  it  was 
sometime  near  the  end  of  the  war  - Mrs.  Angerman  failed  to 
appear.  She  had  a daughter  who  lived  in  Florida,  someone 
said.  She  must  have  gone  down  to  visit  her.  Just  like  her 
not  to  let  anyone  know.  Gradually,  everyone  forgot  about 
Mrs.  Angerman,  and  her  house  almost  disappeared  behind 
weeds  and  shrubbery. 


Holly  McLennan  Ketron 


That  was  the  whole  story,  I never  heard  more,  but 
now  that  I am  almost  8 times  eight  years  old,  I am 
wondering,  did  anyone  accompany  her?  Were 
Francesca  and  Ros  standing  waiting  for  her?  Were 
they  “grossed  out”?  Was  she  scared?  She  must  have 
been,  and  probably  embarrassed  too.  And  of  course,  I 
can’t  help  pondering  that  those  little  girls  had  no  idea 
whatsoever  that  their  children,  children’s  children,  and 
great-grandchildren  would  live  in  Tyringham  and  would 
love  the  valley  so  much. 

Whatever  Happened  to  Mrs.  Angerman? 

Clint  Elliott 

If  you  walk  up  Webster  Road  from  Main  Road,  all  the 
way  to  the  top  of  the  mountain,  you  come  to  the  place 
where  Tyringham,  Becket  and  Otis  meet.  Just  beyond,  to 
the  south,  is  the  gloomy  upland  waste  still  called  the 
Angerman  Swamp  on  topographical  maps.  Here  a 
quarter-century  ago,  at  the  point  where  Webster  Road 
meets  the  swamp,  stood  a ruinous  ramshackle  house  - a 
relic  left  over  from  the  late  Eighteenth  or  early  Nineteenth 
century.  This  was  the  old  Angerman  farm. 


One  fine  summer’s  day  many  years  later,  but  still  many 
years  ago,  my  children  and  I were  hiking  up  Webster  Road 
and  passed  by  the  decrepit  old  place. 

Pushing  past  goldenrod,  lilac  and  alder,  we  saw  the  front 
door  was  open,  swinging  on  one  rusty  hinge.  We  tested  the 
sagging  floor  and  ventured  in.  There  was  a pile  of 
newspapers  on  one  side  of  the  room,  a chair  leaning  on  three 
legs  against  the  wall  on  the  other  side,  and  over  in  the  corner, 
Mrs.  Angerman’s  bed.  The  bedclothes  were  covered  with 
mouse  droppings  and  cobwebs,  but  the  bed  was  neatly  made. 
At  the  side  of  the  bed  stood  a table.  On  the  table  was  a 
candle  and  a water  glass.  We  moved  closer  and  saw  it. 

There,  at  the  bottom  of  the  glass,  lay  a set  of  false  teeth. 

Next  to  the  bed  a staircase  led  to  the  cellar.  We  looked 
down,  but  it  was  dark  as  a pocket,  and  we  could  see 
nothing,  except  that  the  stairs  were  in  a state  of  near  collapse. 
No  one  dared  go  down  those  stairs,  for  what  might  one  find  at 
the  bottom? 

Perhaps  Mrs.  Angerman  did  have  a daughter  living  in 
Florida,  and  perhaps  Mrs.  Angerman  did  go  down  and  visit 
her.  Odd,  though,  to  have  left  her  false  teeth  behind 
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Clint  Elliot 


Nannina  Gilder,  1989 


Doug  & Marion  Leach  on  the  Cobble 


Evelyn  Winters,  Sidney  Urquhart,  Ag  Curtin 


Tyringham  Fire  Department  on  Parade,  1989 


ally  Palmer 


The  Tyringham  town  picnic 
Gerald  Swart,  Ruth  Swart,  Barbara  Adams, 
Stet  Adams,  Doug  Leach 
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Tyringham  Recipes 


Carolyn  Canon’s  Quick  Oatmeal  Rolls 

Courtesy  of  Dot  Choquette 


Zucchini  Chocolate  Cake 

Tracy  Johnson 

This  is  a recipe  that  I have  altered  somewhat  from  the 
original,  which  is  in  the  Joy  of  Gardening  Cookbook.  . 
However  you  make  it,  I hope  you  enjoy  it  as  much  as 
we  do.  This  cake  freezes  very  well,  and  it  is  great 
with  yogurt  or  jam  on  top  instead  of  frosting. 

4 ounces  unsweetened  chocolate 
>2  cup  vegetable  oil  (I  use  1/3  C) 

14  cup  butter  at  room  temperature  (I  use  1/3  C) 

2 cups  sugar  (I  use  11/2  c) 

3 eggs,  beaten 

1 tablespoon  vanilla  extract 

2 cups  all  purpose  unbleached  flour 
1/3  cup  cocoa  powder 

2 teaspoons  baking  soda 

1 teaspoon  salt  ( skip  it  or  use  % - 14  tsp.) 

1/3  cup  buttermilk  or  sour  cream 

3 cups  coarsely  grated  zucchini  or  summer  squash 
14  cups  chopped  nuts  (I  omit  these,  since  I don’t  like 
nuts  in  my  cake  and  I am  the  baker) 

Preheat  oven  to  350  degrees.  Grease  and  flour  two  9 
inch  cake  pans,  and  set  then  aside. 

Melt  chocolate  and  oil  together  in  a small  saucepan 
over  low  heat. 

Cream  the  butter  until  light;  add  sugar  and  cream 
again;  add  eggs  and  vanilla.  Beat  well.  Add  the 
melted  chocolate  and  mix  well. 

Sift  together  the  dry  ingredients  (or  just  stir  them 
together  with  a whisk!)  Stir  them  into  the  chocolate 
batter  along  with  the  buttermilk.  Mix  in  the  zucchini 
and  nuts. 

Bake  on  the  middle  shelf  of  the  oven  40  minutes  or 
until  a toothpick  inserted  in  the  center  comes  out 
clean. 


1 cup  rolled  oats 

5 cups  all-purpose  flour 

2 cups  boiling  water 
14  cup  molasses 

1 cake  or  pkg.  dry  yeast 

2 tbs.  melted  shortening 
14  cup  lukewarm  water 

1 tsp.  salt 

Soak  oatmeal  in  2 cups  boiling  water. 

Dissolve  yeast  in  14  cup  lukewarm  water  and  all  to 
oatmeal. 

Add  molasses,  shortening,  salt  and  flower  to  the  mixture 
and  stir  until  well  mixed.  Dough  may  be  a little  sticky. 
Cover  and  let  rise  until  double  in  bulk. 

Knead  on  floured  board  and  shape  into  balls  and  place 
in  well-greased  and  floured  pans.  (I  use  two  9-inch  cake 
pans.) 

Let  rise  again,  about  1 14  hours. 

Bake  at  375°  '400°  for  30  - 35  mins. 


Pineapple  Lemon  Pie 

Dot  Choquette 

Drain  20  oz.  can  of  crushed  pineapple,  reserving  juice. 
Add  water  to  juice  to  make  2 cups.  Cook  lemon  pie  mix 
according  to  box  directions.  Add  drained  pineapple  and 
pour  into  baked  pie  shell.  Top  with  meringue.  Makes  one 
9 or  10-inch  pie. 


Dump  Cake 

Lee  Leahy  Stanfield  via  Dot  Choquette 

The  following  ingredients  are  dumped  into  an  ungreased 
8 X 12-inch  or  9 x 13-inch  pan  and  baked  at  350  degrees 
for  about  1 % hours.  (These  should  not  be  stirred). 

You  should  smooth  each  layer  out  with  the  back  of  a big 
spoon. 

1 can  of  cherry  pie  mix 

1 small  can  of  crushed  pineapple  (juice  and  all) 

1 package  of  yellow-cake  mix  right  out  of  the  box 

2 sticks  of  margarine,  melted 
1 cup  of  coconut 

1 cup  of  pecans 
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Douglas  C.  Leach 
(1929-2004) 


Some  of  Doug’s  earliest  memories  were  when  he  was 
seven  years  old,  at  the  Ascension  Farm  School  in  South 
Lee  (now  Oak’n’Spruce).  He  went  there  after  his  mother’s 
death  because  his  father  couldn’t  cope  alone  with  raising 
Doug  and  his  brothers  and  sister  during  the  Depression. 

It  was  there  that  he  learned  about  farming,  gardening, 
cattle  and  hiking.  He  learned  to  love  the  outdoors. 

Soon  afterwards,  he  went  to  Junior  High  School  in 
Lee,  and  then  joined  the  Merchant  Marine.  He  shipped 
out  on  an  oiler  responsible  for  fueling  warships  in  combat 
during  the  Second  World  War.  (He  envied  his  two  older 
brothers  who  had  joined  the  Navy.)  When  they  found  out 
he  was  only  14,  he  was  asked  to  leave.  So  he  returned  to 
high  school  in  Lee  for  three  more  years,  playing  on  the 
football  team. 

I met  Doug  in  1947  when  I was  15  years  old,  a 
sophomore  at  Lee  High,  and  we  immediately  began 
dating.  After  we  married  in  1950,  we  both  ran  my 
grandfather’s  farm  on  Devon  Road  in  Lee  and  we 
managed  the  milk  route  in  Lenox,  where  we  sold 
pasteurized  milk,  until  it  burned  in  1955.  He  also  drove  a 
truck  for  Brandt  Lumber  Co  for  about  two  years,  and  then 
he  began  a long  career  at  P.J.  Schweitzer  (later  Kimberly- 
Clark)  in  Lee,  where  he  worked  in  quality  control,  and  he 
remained  there  until  his  retirement  in  1986.  (During  the 
60’s,  he  was  Assistant  Scout  Master  for  Troop  45  in  Lee, 
which  he  really  enjoyed.) 

By  his  retirement,  we  had  been  living  in  Tyringham  for 
17  years.  He  always  wanted  to  be  busy,  so  he  became 
caretaker  for  Milly  McIntosh  until  her  death  in  2000.  He 
told  a lot  of  wonderful  stories  about  his  work  for  Milly, 
including  the  removal  of  a dead  beaver  from  her 
basement,  which  he  discovered  from  the  stench  that 
came  through  the  hatchway  during  one  of  his  house 
check-ups.  He  was  very  good  at  his  work,  so  he  did 
caretaking  for  John  and  Katharine  McLennan,  the  Alsops, 
Maria  Cole,  Dr.  Ted  Stern  and  Judy  Reber. 

Doug  got  involved  with  the  Trustees  of  Reservations 
in  1972.  He  asked  Walter  Howard,  who  was  the 


Chairman  of  the  Cobble  Committee,  where  he  could  get 
firewood,  because  we  had  just  bought  a wood  stove  and 
built  a fire  place.  Walter  said  Doug  could  get  lots  of  wood 
from  the  dead  trees  on  the  Cobble,  and  while  he  was  at  it, 
could  he  also  clean  up  some  brush!  Then  the  TTOR 
Regional  Supervisor  Stan  Piatczyc  stopped  by  to 
congratulate  Doug  on  all  his  hard  work,  and  gave  him  a 
membership  form.  The  rest  is  history. 

One  of  Doug’s  biggest  challenges  was  doing  all  the 
fencing  from  the  Red  Barn,  down  along  Hop  Brook,  up 
along  the  wall  behind  the  Pavilion,  up  to  the  top  and 
across  and  back  down  along  the  steep  cul-de-sac,  and 
down  to  the  Red  Barn.  Later  he  did  all  the  fencing  of  the 
pasture  next  to  the  Treat  house.  He  worked  hard  on  the 
Cobble,  with  me  by  his  side,  until  he  became  too  ill. 
Sometimes  I think  I can  still  see  him  up  there  with  his 
truck,  clearing,  and  mowing  and  fencing  and  putting  up 
bluebird  houses. 

Marion  Leach 


Lucyan  Kraszeski 

(1913-2004) 


It  is  impossible  for  me  to  bestow  all  the  accolades  I 
would  like  to  on  Lucyan  Kraszeski  in  this  personal  tribute. 

I am  very  grateful  that  I was  able  to  spend  the  last  few 
days  of  his  life  around  him  or  with  him. 

Lucyan  was  our  caretaker  and  family  friend  for  almost 
thirty  years.  I and  my  younger  children  will  be  indebted  to 
him  as  long  as  we  live.  We  all  smile  when  we  remember 
how  it  was  a year  or  so  before  he  could  tell  the  twins 
apart,  and  he  used  to  ask  Lois,  his  wife,  “which  was 
which”. 

I know  I will  never  know  another  like  him.  He  was  a 
true  gentleman. 

Maria  Cole 
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I 

Asher  Treat 

(1907-2004) 


Gladys  Poliak  Shirley 

(1921  -2004) 


Asher  died  on  June  8 at  Kimball  Farms  in  Lenox,  just  a 
few  weeks  short  of  his  97""  birthday. 

Asher  was  born  and  raised  in  Antigo,  in  northern 
Wisconsin,  the  only  child  of  Asher  Robbins  and  Pearl 
Barnes  Treat.  He  graduated  in  1929  in  Zoology  from  the 
University  of  Wisconsin,  but  also  became  a talented 
French  Horn  player.  He  pursued  these  interests 
throughout  his  life.  When  he  first  arrived  in  New  York  he 
played  briefly  in  the  New  York  Philharmonic  under 
Toscanini,  but  his  “real”  career  was  as  Professor  of  Biology 
at  the  City  College  of  New  York.  He  was  known  widely  for 
his  research  in  entomology  and  acarology,  which  he  did  in 
his  laboratory  in  the  attic  of  his  home  on  Jerusalem  Road, 
publishing  many  scholarly  articles  and  the  book.  Mites  of 
Moths  and  Butterflies. 

Asher  married  Joy  Gilder  in  1939  and  they  were  posted 
to  San  Antonio  Texas  during  WWII,  where  he  was  a 
Captain  in  the  Army  Air  Corps  serving  as  an  aviation 
physiologist.  They  had  one  son,  Bryan.  Joy  died  in  1987 
after  a long  struggle  with  MS  during  which  Asher  nursed  her 
at  home  in  Tyringham. 

Asher  is  survived  by  Bryan  and  Susan  Carty  Treat,  of 
South  Lee,  as  well  as  by  his  stepdaughter  Philippa  Claude 
and  her  husband  Tony  Stretton,  of  Madison,  Wisconsin. 

He  also  leaves  grand-daughters  and  their  husbands. 
Heather  and  Bill  Ketchen  of  Tyringham  and  Stephanie  and 
Jeffrey  Slade  of  Dalton  and  his  great-grandson  Dakota 
Jake  Ketchen  of  Tyringham. 

For  those  who  remember  Mabel,  Asher’s  turtle,  she  is 
now  49  years  old  and  is  living  up  near  Goose  Pond  with 


If  I were  to  choose  a synonym  for  Gladys  Shirley,  my 
mother,  it  would  be  “adventurer”.  She  had  a never-ending 
appetite  for  life’s  infinite  opportunities.  Gladys’  interests 
were  boundless,  her  knowledge  wide  and  based  on  hours 
of  research:  from  Persian  rugs,  real  estate  and  antiques  to 
crafts  and  felt  hats,  from  opera  and  traveling  to  gardening 
and  sewing,  from  cooking  and  baking  to  the  environment 
and  politics,  from  alternative  medicine  to  the  hula  and 
belly  dance.  She  was  a marvelous  mixture  of  contradiction 
and  enthusiasm. 

Born  in  Easthampton,  MA.  and  raised  in  New  York  City, 
Gladys  came  to  the  Berkshires  as  a newlywed  in  1956.  In 
the  mid-1960s  her  house  on  Main  Road,  Tyringham  was 
purchased  by  the  Shirley  family.  It  was  the  perfect  location 
for  many  reasons;  the  family  horse,  Cleo,  being  one! 
Gladys  spent  many  hours  renovating  and  decorating  the 
lovely  old  colonial  home,  and  had  wanted  to  move  into  it, 
and  out  of  Lee,  from  the  day  it  was  ready.  Circumstance 
being  what  it  is,  Gladys  did  not  get  to  move  into  the  house 
for  several  years;  but  was  thrilled  when  she  finally  did. 

An  energized,  single  woman  in  her  eighties,  Gladys 
continued  to  maintain  two  homes,  as  she  loved  the 
quaintness  and  comfort  of  Tyringham  life,  yet  enjoyed  the 
excitement,  freedom  and  warmth  of  Florida.  A continuum 
of  wonder,  Gladys  searched  each  day  for  a new  adventure 
or  accomplishment.  She  was  a delightful  travel  companion 
whether  it  was  a short  jaunt  to  the  opera  in  Cooperstown, 
NY  or  a two  week  stay  in  the  Hawaiian  Islands. 

Although  life  had  dealt  her  deep  hurt  and  sadness,  it 
did  not  leave  her  disabled,  merely  wounded.  This,  too, 
she  overcame  with  her  enthusiastic  outlook  on  life.  Truly, 
this  was  an  exuberant  woman  who,  as  she  matured, 
pursued  countless  interests  and  made  friends  wherever 
she  traveled. 

A tribute  to  Gladys,  she  is  certainly  missed  by  many, 
including  her  three  grandchildren  and  me. 

Mindy  Cambiar 
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At  Asliintully 


Honora  Kammerer  Gifford 
(1917-2003) 

My  mother  was  born  in  Boston  in  1917.  On  both 
sides,  her  family  included  Episcopal  ministers  of  some 
distinction,  some  of  whom  belonged  to  the  maybe  wild 
and  wacky  corner  of  the  church.  Her  father,  Percy 
Kammerer,  was  Dean  at  Trinity  Cathedral  in  Pittsburgh. 

Her  mother,  Olivia  Heminway,  probably  met  my 
grandfather  while  she  was  at  Radcliffe.  My  mother  had 
one  sister,  Eleanor,  who  died  three  days  before  my 
mother. 

The  two  girls  went  to  school  in  Hartford,  and  then  to 
La  Pelouse,  a school  in  Switzerland  where  they  learned 
their  very  good  French.  Eventually,  they  both  went  on  to 
Bennington  College,  where  my  mother  studied  theatre 
with  Francis  Ferguson.  That  period  was  very  visible  to 
Angelica  and  to  me  in  the  wonderful  and  skilled  color 
sketches  she  did  for  costumes  for  college  productions. 

My  mother  had  gone  to  Bermuda  during  this  period,  just 
before  doing  a Restoration  comedy  - lots  of  very  exposed 
bosom!  Professor  Ferguson  was  dumbfounded  and 
furious  when  she  returned  for  final  rehearsals  with  a dark 
chocolate  tan. 

After  Bennington,  my  mother  moved  to  New  York  and 
began  searching  for  acting  work.  She  soon  had  a very 
serious  riding  accident,  when  she  was  thrown  from  her 
horse  which  cantered  over  her  face.  She  was  perhaps 
one  of  the  first  Americans  to  be  given  sulpha.  The  family 
round-end  nose  was  probably  lengthened  on  Honora  at 
that  time. 

In  1942,  Honora  married  John  Stewart  McLennan,  a 
young  composer  with  deep  roots  in  Tyringham.  (She  also 
had  ties  to  Tyringham  through  cousins  in  the  valley.)  My  22 


father  had  just  bought  the  large  Palladian  stucco  house  built 
by  his  mother  and  her  first  husband  at  the  end  of  the  valley. 
It  was  in  that  house,  Ashintully,  that  Angelica  and  I spent  our 
early  years.  Ashintully,  and  my  parents’  remarkable  and 
romantic  good  looks  made  them  a very  glamorous,  even 
legendary,  couple. 

My  mother  was  very  much  a part  of  Tyringham,  and 
was  much  loved  there.  During  the  war,  my  aunt  Ellie 
joined  her,  bringing  her  new  baby  boy.  Pad  Spence,  and 
the  sisters  waited  for  their  husbands  to  come  home. 

Later,  we  moved  down  to  the  farm  house  at  the  bottom  of 
the  hill,  and  my  mother  drove  us  to  the  School  House,  to 
Sarah  Hudson’s  pond  for  swimming,  and  as  we  got  older, 
to  lessons  twice  a week  at  the  Community  Music  School 
in  Pittsfield.  My  memories  of  her  during  our  childhood  and 
teenage  years  are  of  a vivacious  and  very  hard-working 
woman,  cleaning,  cooking  food  that  was  very  artsy  and 
delicious,  giving  and  going  to  parties,  making  frequent 
trips  to  New  York  and  to  visit  relatives  in  Boston. 

She  was  one  the  first  readers  when  Recording  for  the 
Blind  opened  in  Lenox,  and  she  raised  money  for  the  Red 
Cross. 

After  our  parents’  divorce  in  1963,  my  mother  moved 
to  Williamstown  to  be  the  wife  of  Don  Gifford,  professor  of 
English  at  the  college.  Their  life  together  was  utterly 
happy. 

The  day  after  my  father  died,  I was  driving  into  our 
driveway  just  as  darkness  fell,  and  stopped  to  let  a pick- 
up truck  come  out.  A man  some  ten  years  older  than  me 
leaned  out  of  the  truck  window  and  when  he  saw  me  his 
face  became  quizzical.  He  asked  me  if  I was  John 
McLennan’s  daughter.  Yes.  Did  I live  in  that  house  with 
my  mother  when  I was  little?  Yes.  He  told  me  that  when 
he  was  a teenager  he  was  deer  hunting  with  his  brother 
and  got  lost  way  up  behind  our  house,  up  towards  Otis.  It 
was  dark  and  really  cold,  and  he  said  that  he  needed  to 
call  his  Dad.  The  two  boys  knocked  on  our  door,  and  it 
was  opened  by  a woman  in  blue  jeans  and  a white  shirt. 
They  were  shaking  with  cold,  so  she  brought  them  in  and 
gave  them  hot  chocolate. 

“I’m  glad  I got  to  see  you  to  tell  you  this  story  after  50 
years,”  he  told  me.  “I’ve  never  forgotten  her.  She  was  the 
most  beautiful  woman  I had  ever  seen.” 

Holly  McLennan  Ketron 


Jesse  Pierce 

(1930-2004) 


Jesse  came  to  Tyringham  as  a young  boy  about 
twelve  with  his  brother  Ed,  his  mother  and  step-father. 
After  living  in  Tyringham  for  awhile,  the  family  built  a 
house  on  Jerusalem  Road  and  ran  a small  family  farm. 

He  left  Tyringham  around  the  ‘70s  to  be  a mechanic 
in  the  construction  field.  He  worked  in  West  Virginia,  St. 
Thomas  in  the  U.S.  Virgin  Islands  and  ended  up  in 
Vermont  where  he  lived  out  his  life. 

Jesse  loved  people.  He  had  a great  gift  of  recall  and 
enjoyed  sharing  it.  One  of  his  greatest  pleasures  was 
sitting  and  talking  to  people.  He  would  start  a 
conversation  with,  “Hey,  do  you  want  to  know 
something?”  and  he’d  be  off  and  running. 

Jesse’s  most  prized  possession  was  his  truck. 
Because  of  poor  health  and  failing  eyesight  he  hadn’t 
been  able  to  drive  it  for  the  last  couple  of  years,  but  his 
“truck”  was  parked  outside  his  window  where  he  could 
see  it.  On  occasion  a friend  or  neighbor  would  help  him 
into  it  and  take  him  for  a ride.  That  made  for  a happy  day 
for  him. 

Jesse  was  a friendly  man  who  loved  people.  He 
made  many  friends  through  his  life  and  will  be  greatly 
missed  by  all  of  us. 

Karen  Williams 


Front:  Francis  Darey,  Gov.  Michael  Dukakis,  Peter  Curtin,  Dick 
Coring  Back:  James  Curtin,  Everett  Fennelly,  Thomas  Curtin 
Boy  on  right:  Tony  Coring 


Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company 

The  Fire  Company  continues  to  be  active  with  this 
year  being  about  average  in  the  number  of  calls.  We  have 
been  averaging  between  40-55  calls  a year.  Most  of  them 
are  medical  and  alarm  calls.  I want  to  thank  everyone 
who  supports  us  and  attends  our  functions  such  as  our 
steak  and  fish  bake.  Special  thanks  to  the  women  who 
help  out. 

Our  1975  engine  is  29  years  old  and  we  are  having 
more  and  more  problems  with  it,  and  we  will  be  looking  to 
replace  it.  We  continue  to  meet  and  plan  for  a new  fire 
station  to  be  built  in  the  very  near  future,  and  we  will  need 
everyone’s  support  for  this  major  project. 

Thank  you. 

James  J.  Curtin,  Fire  Chief 


Jim  Curtin  and  Joe  Whalen 
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Council  on  Aging 


Sisters  of  the  Visitation 


There  are  nearly  100  townspeople  who  are  over  the 
age  of  60,  and  the  COA  offers  some  activities  especially 
for  them.  We  have  monthly  pot  luck  lunches  and 
speakers  on  a variety  of  subjects,  weekly  exercise 
classes,  and  our  very  popular  coffee  hours  on  Tuesdays 
and  Thursdays. 

Notices  of  activities  are  sent  out  to  all  seniors  with  the 
hope  that  more  will  join  us. 

Barbara  Adams,  Chair 


Valley  Club 

Barb  Adams  hosted  our  first  meeting  with  a covered 
dish  supper.  We  caught  up  on  all  the  family  summer 
events. 

Chris  Curtin  hosted  our  Christmas  party  in  her 
beautifully  decorated  living  room.  This  was  a cheerful 
evening.  The  rest  of  our  meetings  are  held  in  the  Town 
Hall. 

In  May,  we  planted  flowers  around  the  center  of  town. 
This  we  followed  with  a dinner  at  the  Grouse  House. 

Thanks  to  the  Tyringham  firemen  our  summer  activity 
of  a flea  market  went  well.  The  weather  also  cooperated. 
Thanks  to  all  who  participated. 

Ruth  Heath,  President 


Tyringham 


Ridge 


Runners 


The  Ridge  Runners  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to 
thank  all  of  the  landowners  for  their  continued  support. 
Without  your  continued  blessings  we  would  not  be  able  to 
ride  and  enjoy  this  winter  sport. 

We  are  147  members  strong,  and  flourishing,  even 
with  the  lack  of  the  white  stuff  last  year.  Riding  was  not  at 
its  best,  but  we  did  have  a couple  of  events,  which  were 
well  attended. 

Officers  of  the  club  are;  President,  Noah  Choquette; 
Vice  President,  Jeff  Mooney;  Secretary,  Lori  Curtin,  and 
Treasurer,  Sissy  Curtin.  Our  representatives  to  the 
Snowmobile  Association  of  Massachusetts  are:  Ben 
Goodrich  and  Shaun  Smith.  Meetings  are  at  the 
Firehouse,  the  second  and  fourth  Wednesdays  of 
January,  February  and  March,  with  an  April  meeting  if 
necessary  at  7:00  pm.  If  you  want  to  join  or  would  like 
more  information,  feel  free  to  call  any  of  the  above 
officers. 

Trail  clearing  is  being  done  and  we  are  now  waiting 
for  that  first  snowflake  to  fall.  Hoping  for  a great  winter 
and  a lot  of  riding 

For  the  Tyringham  Ridge  Runners, 

Sissy  Curtin 


The  Visitation  Sisters,  whose  Monastery  is  nestled  up 
on  the  hill  in  the  beautiful  Tyringham  Valley,  delight  in 
sharing  with  you  a taje  (or  two),  a tradition,  and  a tribute. 

Our  first  tale  concerns  the  addition  to  our  Monastery  of 
our  first  male  member  who,  coincidentally,  has  a tail- 
“Trooper”,  a handsome  three-year  old  yellow  Labrador 
Retriever,  came  to  us  last  year  (by  adoption)  - and  how 
we  enjoy  his  canine  antics.  Trooper  possesses  the  typical 
Lab  disposition  - very  gentle  and  fun-loving,  loves  to  be 
around  people,  swim  in  our  dam,  race  with  our  golf  cart, 
but  doesn’t  appreciate  it  a bit  when  we  must  go  to  the 
chapel  to  pray,  the  chapel  being  one  of  the  places  he  dare 
not  enter!  Trooper  could  be  called  a “watch  dog”  but  not 
in  the  strictest  sense  of  the  world.  With  his  unusual  “bear 
bark”,  he  alerts  us  to  the  fact  that  a big,  black,  burly  bear 
is  lurking  on  our  slopes  ready  to  visit  our  dumpster  and  to 
empty  it  of  its  contents.  We  now  join  the  ranks  of  all 
proud  dog  owners  and  proclaim  that  Trooper  is  a very 
welcome  new-comer  to  our  Monastery. 


Trooper’s  third  birthday 


Another  tale  of  a different  sort  concerns  our  innovative 
ice-skating  rink  rigged  up  by  our  faithful  caretaker,  Tom 
Fennelly,  (well  known  to  all  local  “Tyringhamites”).  Always 
ready  to  respond  to  our  “unusual"  job  requests,  Tom  drew 
up  the  specs  and  built  us  a modest  20’x40’  skating  rink. 
The  more  athletic  among  our  ranks  don  their  skates  and 
whirl  and  twirl  around  the  rink,  making  sharp  turns  and 
figure-eights,  just  like  “wanna-be-Olympians”.  The 
skaters  are  enjoyable  to  watch  under  the  spot-lights  set  up 
on  one  of  our  porches,  since  such  activities  usually  take 
place  during  our  evening  recreation  from  7:15  to  8:15  p.m. 
So  far  we’ve  only  had  one  major  injury  - Sister  Joan 
Bernadette  while  just  stepping  out  on  to  the  ice  fell  and 
broke  her  wrist.  Happy  to  report,  her  wrist  is  finally  on  the 
mend. 

Since  our  Order  is  nearly  400  years  old,  we  embrace 
many  cherished  traditions  from  the  past.  One  of  our 
favorite  ones,  an  old  French  custom,  takes  place  on 
January  6,  the  Feast  of  the  Epiphany,  known  as  “little 
Christmas”.  On  this  day,  every  Sister,  assembled  in  our 
refectory  (dining  room),  is  handed  a piece  of  cake 
wrapped  in  opaque,  white  paper.  One  of  the  pieces  of 
cake  contains  a red  bean.  The  Sister  who  receives  the 
cake  with  the  red  bean  is  proclaimed  the  “Epiphany 
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Queen”.  Our  newly  proclaimed  Royal  Highness  writes  a 
proclamation  to  her  royal  subjects  in  which  she  makes 
three  wishes,  usually  granted,  since  they  are  “simple”  in 
nature.  Our  Epiphany  Queen  can  even  assume  another 
title  as  well,  for  example,  our  reigning  Queen  for  2004  is 
Mother  Mary  Ruth,  known  as  our  “Snowflake  Queen”.  We 
had  a wonderful  celebration  with  “snowflakes”  as  the 
theme,  enjoyed  a festive  dinner  and  a day  of  jubilation  in 
honor  of  her  Majesty  - an  old  tradition,  ever  new! 

Our  tribute  is  paid  to  our  Tyringham  Fire  Department 
for  their  unequalled  generous  service  to  all  who  live  in  the 
valley.  We  here  at  the  Monastery  extend  to  them  our 
heartfelt  gratitude  for  answering  our  untold  number  of 
calls  over  the  past  year  (s).  The  calls  came  to  them 
through  all  seasons  and  at  all  hours  of  the  day  and  night  - 
and  the  firemen  show  up  almost  en  masse.  Thank  God, 
the  calls  have  never  been  for  a fire.  Usually  they  are 
because  of  some  mechanical  glitch  in  our  high-tech  fire 
protection  system  or  from  a frozen  pipe  in  part  of  that 
system  which  either  bursts  or  defrosts  causing  “water, 
water  everywhere  and  not  a drop  to  drink”.  At  times  this 
year  the  firemen  have  also  responded  to  a call  for  one  of 
our  older  sisters  who  had  to  be  taken  to  the  Emergency 
Room.  To  the  members  of  our  Tyringham  Fire 
Department,  we  send  a “hats-off”  - tribute  to  each  of  you. 

Family  News:  On  September  21,  2004  our  beloved 
Sister  Mary  Mechtilde  Leverenz  died  very  peacefully  here 
at  the  monastery  with  all  of  her  Sisters  around  her.  Sister 
Mary  Mechtilde  was  97  years  old  and  professed  her  vows 
in  1957.  After  the  funeral  liturgy.  Sister  was  laid  to  rest  in 
the  community  cemetery  on  September  24,  2004. 


Tyringham  Library 

Greetings  from  the  Tyringham  Library.  We  continue  to 
be  open  two  days  a week,  Tuesday  afternoons  from  3 to  5 
and  Saturday  mornings  from  10  to  noon.  Our  holdings 
number  more  than  7,000  old  and  new  books.  We  try  to 
buy  the  newest  fiction  and  to  a lesser  extent  non-fiction 
which  we  think  meets  the  needs  of  our  patrons.  The 
Bookmobile  visits  every  three  months  and  leaves  videos, 
audio  books,  as  well  as  up-to-date  books,  in  both  regular 
and  large  print,  not  owned  by  our  Library.  We  would  like 
to  welcome  all  new  residents  in  town  and  encourage  them 
to  visit  our  Library. 

We  took  part  in  the  Valley  Club’s  flea  market  this  year 
and  sold  books  that  had  been  donated  for  the  sale,  the 
proceeds  to  be  used  for  future  purchases.  Thanks  to  all 
who  donated  books! 

Mary  Garner,  Librarian 
Kathleen  VanOrman 
and  Teresa  Mottarella, 
Trustees 


Willis  Hale,  Fred  Loring,  Don  Hale,  Alice  Hale, 
Charlie  Loring,  Arnold  Hale,  early  1960s 


Selectmen 

As  usual,  we  have  worked  on  several  projects  this 
year.  The  largest  of  these  was  doing  the  many  steps 
required  to  prepare  for  the  rebuilding  of  the  road  from 
Monterey  Road  to  Barnes  Road.  This  road  is  currently 
unsafe  for  many  reasons  and  is  currently  on  the  TIP 
(Transportation  Improvement  Project)  Sheet  of  the  state 
with  funding  scheduled  for  FY  2007.  We  seem  to  get 
less  and  less  state  funding  in  Berkshire  County  and  it  is 
an  increasing  challenge  to  do  the  right  things  for  our 
town. 

The  Breakneck  Road  Bridge  was  replaced  this  year 
with  state  funds. 

A third  item  of  interest  has  been  trying  to  find  a way  to 
get  a new  Highway  Department  building.  There  is  not 
really  much  room  at  transfer  station  and  there  are  other 
expensive  problems  with  that  site,  such  as  the  old  landfill  to 
deal  with.  Right  now  it  looks  as  if  we  will  be  able  to  get  a 
lot  which  would  house  both  the  highway  department  and  a 
new  fire  house.  Cross  your  fingers! 

Our  Highway  Department,  under  the  leadership  of  Les 
Beebe,  did  a great  job  during  a hard  winter  and  then 
turned  their  efforts  to  road  repair  all  summer  long. 

Among  their  many  projects  was  sealing  cracks  in  our 
roads  to  prolong  their  life  span  as  many  years  as 
possible.  This  is  a technique  you  see  used  all  over  the 
county  as  each  town  tries  to  do  more  with  less. 

The  Town  Hall  got  a badly  needed  new  roof  and  the 
rest  of  our  time  was  spent  doing  standard  infra-structure 
maintenance  that  takes  time  and  money  but  doesn’t  show 
much. 

The  M&M  Girls,  Molly  and  Mimi,  are  doing  a fine  job 
keeping  things  straight  and  keeping  the  paper  work 
flowing. 

We  all  wish  everyone  a safe  and  joyful  holiday 
season. 

Peter  Curtin,  Chairman 
Board  of  Selectmen 
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Hop  Brook  Community  Club 

As  the  Hop  Brook  members  sat  contentedly  at  last 
February’s  meeting,  Lauria  (our  scholarship 
chairwoman)  announced  that  the  upcoming  graduating 
class  from  Tyringham  could  possibly  be  as  high  as  10. 
Who  knew?  When  was  the  last  time  Tyringham  had  ten 
high  school  graduates?  So,  after  picking  ourselves  off 
the  floor,  serious  fundraising  planning  began. 

Thankfully,  the  Mclntoshes  “volunteered”  their 
considerable  talents  to  the  effort.  On  May  1,  we  were  all 
treated  to  a wonderful  chamber  concert  at  the  Ashintully 
barn  (the  former  studio  of  John  McLennan).  It  truly  is  the 
perfect  venue  for  a concert.  We  were  pleased  to  fill  the 
barn  with  a generous  audience  and  the  music  of  Dvorak, 
Brahms  and  Beethoven.  The  Mclntoshes  even  provided 
refreshments!  Thanks  also  to  Katharine  McLennan  and 
the  Trustees  of  the  Reservations  for  their  contribution. 


Swimming  lessons  2004 
Instructor  Loren  Kinnaman,  Sam  Kelly,  Alex 
Johnson,  Caleb  Kinnaman,  Sam  Johnson  (foreground) 


Concert  at  the  McLennan  barn 


On  the  Saturday  of  Thanksgiving  weekend,  political 
theorist  Benjamin  Barber  gave  the  Hop  Brook  Lecture.  It 
was  a great  success.  What  an  honor  to  have  this  New 
York  Times  best  selling  author  and  professor  at  the 
University  of  Maryland  critique  today’s  current  foreign 
policy  and  offer  a new  perspective.  (His  books  will  be 
available  at  our  town  library.)  Thanks  also  go  to  the  Hop 
Brook  husbands  for  helping  with  the  book  signing. 

This  year  we  will  be  providing  scholarships  for  the 
following  students: 

Benjamin  Consolati  - Rensselaer  Polytechnic 
Institute 

Joseph  Curtin  - Western  New  England  College 

Brittany  Clark  - Emmanuel  College 

Olivia  Cohen  - Bard  College 

Angelique  (Kiki)  Cowell  - Midway  College 

Deanna  Garner  - New  England  Institute  of 

Technology 

Nannina  Gilder  - University  of  St.  Andrews 
Colin  McCullough  - University  of  Massachusetts 
Tyler  McCullough  - University  of  Massachusetts 

The  funds  will  be  distributed  in  January,  after  the 
students’  first  semester.  Thanks  to  all  of  the  members 
for  their  extra  efforts  to  provide  these  scholarships.  We 
are  particularly  grateful  to  the  Fawcett,  Kierstead, 

Kramer  and  Truax  families  for  their  continued  support  of 
the  Scholarship  Fund  in  memory  of  Robert  S.  Rudd. 


Swimming  lessons  continued  this  past  summer  on 
Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  for  three  weeks  in  August  back  at 
the  ever-populartown  pool.  Returning  as  swimming 
instructor  was  Loren  Kinnaman. 


We  are  planning  a late  June  garden  tour,  and  a new 
2006  calendar. 

The  Hop  Brook  Club  wishes  everyone  happy  and 
healthy  holidays!  Don’t  forget  we  have  boxes  of  note 
cards  (18  per  box  @ $10.00)  and  mugs  ($10). 

We  hope  you  are  enjoying  this  year’s  edition  of  The 
Topics.  If  you  have  any  suggestions  for  future  editions  or 
any  comments  on  the  publication,  please  feel  free  to  write 
us  at  P.O.  Box  354,  Tyringham.  Thank  you  all  for  your 
support  every  year. 

Betty  Bean,  President 


Hop  Brook  Club  members  send  out  a mailing: 
Toodie  Alsop,  Nini  Gilder, 

Maggie  Howard,  Virginia  Gorman 
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Union  Church  in  Tyringham 


Greetings  from  the  Union  Church! 

After  serving  the  Tyringham  Union  Church  for  almost 
one  year  I can  see  why  religious  communities  such  as  the 
Shakers  and  the  Sisters  of  the  Visitation  have  sown  roots 
in  this  sacred  valley.  I am  truly  inspired  to  see  such 
dedication  and  determination  by  the  residents  of 
Tyringham  to  keep  the  integrity  and  beauty  of  this  sacred 
land.  The  members  of  our  church  are  devoted  as  well  to 
keeping  the  Union  Church  an  active  and  vital  part  of  the 
Tyringham  community. 

Our  church  suppers  are  well  known  throughout  the 
Berkshires  and  we  appreciate  all  those  in  the  community 
who  have  helped  in  supporting  them.  This  past  summer 
we  had  a great  time  with  our  puppet  camp,  “From 
Puppetry  to  Pageantry”.  Thanks  to  all  the  campers  who 
sang  and  performed  with  their  puppets  during  our  worship 
service. 

The  time  of  Advent  and  Christmas  is  here.  All  are 
welcome  to  join  us  in  our  Christmas  Eve  candlelight 
worship  service  at  7 p.m.  on  December  24. 

Please  also  come  to  our  regular  worship  services  on 
Sunday  mornings  at  11  o’clock. 

Blessings, 

Pastor  Janet  McKinstry 


Clearing  Brush  on  Cobble 


Once  again,  we  were  lucky  enough  to  have  a sunny, 
balmy  day  on  November  6,  and  a group  of  about  25 
gathered  on  the  far  side  of  Hop  Brook  to  tackle  the 
barberry.  We  hope  you’ve  noticed!  Warmest  thanks  to 
all  of  you  who  turned  out  for  this  annual  event.  We  hope 
to  see  more  of  you  next  year.  This  work  day  had  a 
special  significance  for  many  of  us.  It  was  dedicated  to 
the  memory  of  Doug  Leach  who  worked  so  tirelessly  over 
so  many  years  to  make  our  Cobble  more  beautiful.  He 
will  be  long  remembered. 

David  Lamb 


yrin^am 

VITAL  STATISTICS 


From  the  Office  of  the  Town  Clerk: 

MARRIAGES: 

September  4,  2004 

Noah  Samuel  Choquette 
to  Nicole  Lynn  MacDowell 

DEATHS: 

December  23,  2003 
Anita  Borgnis 

May  10,  2004 

Gladys  Shirley 

June  8,  2004 

Asher  Eugene  Treat 
July  27,  2004 

Douglas  C.  Leach 
September  2 1 , 2004 

Sr.  Mary  Mechtilde  Leverenz 

BIRTHS: 

May  13,  2004 

Emma  Summer  Puntin 
to  Matthew  and  Amy  Puntin 

September  8,  2004 

Daphne  Von  Blankenburg  Lamb 
to  David  and  Selina  Lamb 


Tyringham  Topics  Winter  2004 

Editor,  Roberta  Myers 

Editorial  and  Production  staff 
Toodie  Alsop,  Betty  Bean,  Lynn  Bertelli,  Mini  Gilder, 
Maggie  Howard,  Sarah  Hudson 

Tyringham  Topics  is  sent  to  each  Tyringham  box  holder  and  is 
mailed  first  class  to  contributors. 

Contributions  to  the  Hop  Brook  Scholarship  Fund  and  Holiday 
Greetings  are  solicited  each  fall  by  mail. 

To  be  on  the  list,  write  to  Tyringham  Topics,  PO  Box  354, 
Tyringham,  MA  01264. 

Copies  of  this  issue  are  available  at  the  Post  Office. 


Roh  Kimberley, 
lo\al  cobble  brush  clearer 
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News  From  Near  and  Far 


Loyal  Tyringham  Topics  readers  wrote  in  from  all  comers,  filled  with  family  news  and  love  of  this  valley.  Bobbie 
Crosby  sends  greetings  from  her  new  home  in  Lenox,  Phil  and  Hilary  Deely  from  Stockbridge.  The  Gallos  (Joe, 
Ann,  Phoebe,  Adriana  and  Francesca)  in  Milan  write  “we  are  all  thriving  here  in  Italy  but  think  of  ‘home’  very, 
very  often.”  From  New  York  City  Margaret  Luchars  Richards  described  a glorious  October  weekend  in 
Tyringham  with  eleven  family  members,  all  the  boys  (except  Barrie)  with  wives,  babies  and  a dog,  hiking  up  the 
Cobble  twice.  The  youngest  was  Theodore  born  on  July  14  to  Betsy  and  Jim  Luchars,  who  now  live  in  Newton 
Centre,  MA. 

Jim  and  Kathy  Curtin  report  that  their  grandson  Joe  has  started  his  freshman  year  at  Western  New  England 
College,  majoring  in  mechanical  engineering.  “He  is  doing  great  and  loves  the  school.  Many,  many  thanks  to  the 
Hop  Brook  Community  Club  for  their  very  generous  scholarship  that  helps  Joe  reach  his  goal  at  school.” 
Meanwhile  their  younger  grandchildren  are  growing  up.  Little  Kara  and  Anita  Curtin  have  earned  their  brown 
belts  in  Tae  Kwon  Do,  and  Shawn  Murphy  is  “very  anxiously  awaiting  the  snow  so  he  can  hit  the  slopes  at  Otis 
Ridge.”  Bill  and  Adrienne  Cosel’s  daughter  Gabey  is  living  in  Cambridge  and  working  for  Houghton  Mifflin 
Publishing  Co.  Molly  will  graduate  from  Simon’s  Rock  this  June.  Holly  McLennan  Ketron  writes  that  her 
daughter  Emma,  who  was  married  in  2002,  is  teaching  high  school  history  in  Philadelphia.  Writing  from 
Burlington  VT,  Angelica  McLennan  is  working  at  the  Shelburne  Museum,  tutoring  French,  and  doing  a lot  of 
singing  in  choruses.  “My  daughter  Miranda  (30)  will  be  a mother  in  April  and  make  me  a new  grandmother!  We 
are  so  happy!  And  my  son  Marc  (27)  comes  East  in  November  to  look  at  grad  schools  in  architecture,  a new 
direction,  an  interest  at  10  years  old.  It  is  always  wonderful  to  set  foot  in  the  valley  of  Tyringham  and  see  old 
friends  and  family.”  Katharine  McLennan  reiterates  “Angelica  pops  in  from  time  to  time  from  Shelburne,  Vt 
where  she  sings  with  the  Vermont  Symphony,  also  some  cabaret  work,  which  is  great  fun.  Holly  and  her  husband 
have  been  renting  the  Hansons’  house  on  Main  Rd.  and  loving  it.”  Katharine’s  granddaughter  Rachel  was  married 
in  New  York  City  on  November  20  and  Maia,  another  granddaughter,  is  teaching  elementary  school  in  the  Bronx 
with  “Teach  America.” 

Speaking  of  elementary  school,  Mary  Curtin  Erichetto’s  Nicholas  (grandson  of  Helen  and  Neil)  graduated  from 
the  Stockbridge  Plain  School’s  kindergarten,  and  is  now  a “big”  first  grader.  Mary  now  works  for  the  Lee  Visiting 
Nurse  Asoociation  and  loves  it.  “Kindergarten  is  wonderful”  writes  Helena  Palmer  von  Gatterburg  whose  twins, 
Francesca  and  Therese,  have  joined  Damian  at  school  in  Heidelberg,  Germany.  Returning  to  England  for  a 
cousin’s  wedding  in  the  beautiful  Lake  District  in  October,  Geoff  Ashworth  attended  his  Elementary  School  Class 
(5"’  grade)  reunion.  “It  was  a case  of  some  very  mixed  emotions!” 

There  were  many  2004  weddings  in  our  Topics  mailbag:  Lynn  Bertelli  writes  that  her  son  Travis  Cabral  and  Rian 
Dowd  were  married  on  Jan.  13  at  Disney  World  in  Florida.  Rian  is  the  daughter  of  Dave  and  Linda  Dowd  of 
Becket  and  Travis’  father  is  Steven  Cabral.  From  Goose  Pond,  Marge  and  LeRoy  Palmer  are  deep  in  wedding 
festivities.  Their  daughter  Kelly  married  Mark  Kelly  of  Lee  on  May  8,  and  they  expect  their  first  child  in  March. 
Their  son  Butch  is  engaged  to  be  married  to  Kristen  Peebles  of  Lee,  and  the  wedding  date  is  Sept  10,  2005,  Marge 
and  LeRoy’s  34'^  wedding  anniversary.  On  July  31,  Jim  and  Eugenie  Fawcett’s  daughter  Nan  and  Rob  Sedgwick 
were  married  at  St.  Paul’s  Church  Stockbridge.  The  service  was  accompanied  by  spectacular  thunder  and 
lightening.  But  it  was  a picture  perfect  September  day  at  Ashintully  when  Noah  and  Nicky  Mac  Dowell 
Choquette  were  married  on  Sept.  4.  At  St.  Mary’s  Church  in  Lee  on  October  10,  Terry  and  Marilyn  Curtin’s 
son  Stephen  and  Jane  Dellea  of  West  Stockbridge  were  married.  Marilyn  writes,  “It  was  just  a beautiful  ceremony 
and  a great  time  at  the  reception  at  the  Itam  Club  in  Pittsfield.  Steve  and  Jane  went  to  Disney  World  in  Florida. 
They  had  a great  time!  Now  they  are  at  home  in  Pittsfield  with  their  dog,  Nomar.”  Terry,  Marilyn  and  five  other 
couples  from  Tyringham  went  off  on  a Caribbean  cruise  in  November. 
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News  of  a wedding  which  missed  last  year’s  Topics  comes  from  Lisa  Palmer.  “After  twenty  years  of  companionship, 
Jack  Brandreth  and  1 were  married  last  November.  In  keeping  with  modem  times,  I have  kept  my  name,  but  have 
relocated  to  share  a large  apartment  with  Jack  in  New  Jersey  overlooking  the  Hudson.  The  extended  family  gathers 
here  often  for  celebrations. 

Petey  Perkins’  Glencote  was  the  scene  of  a big  family  party  in  July  when  Jamie  turned  fifty.  Ruth  Heath  writes  of 
the  thirtieth  wedding  anniversary  of  her  daughter  and  son-in-law,  Ruth  and  Steve  LeCompte,  held  recently  at  the 
Blues  Cafe  in  Lee.  Hosting  the  event  were  Ruthie  and  Steve’s  daughters  Erin  and  Shannon  with  Erin’s  husband,  Tim 
Hart,  and  Anatoli  Davidenko.  Ruth’s  grandson  Adam  Wade  and  Lora  Wildman  have  moved  to  Florida. 

Pat  Clark  sends  news  of  her  children.  Kristie  married  Randy  Driscoll  in  Oct.  2003  and  they  live  in  their  new  home 
in  Lenoxdale.  Robin  Clark  Fitzgerald  and  her  husband  John  and  boys,  Lucas  and  Ben,  live  in  Southampton  MA. 

Pat’s  son  Robert  “Yogi”  Clark  is  in  Chicopee  teaching  and  working  in  his  studio.  He  is  awaiting  a house  under 
construction  in  Dunnellon,  Florida. 

“Official  empty-nesters,”  Shaun  and  Holly  Murphy  write  from  Simsbury  CT.  Their  daughter,  Siobhan,  is  a 
freshman  in  communications  at  Elon  U.  in  North  Carolina.  Niall,  the  UConn  girls’  field  hockey  coach,  had  another 
top  10  finish  this  year.  Eamonn  was  recently  accepted  into  the  CT  School  of  Broadcasting.  Shaun  writes  “He  may  be 
coming  to  a TV  station  soon!”  Holly  and  Shaun  are  off  to  celebrate  their  thirtieth  wedding  anniversary  in  Hawaii. 
“Aloha!” 

George  and  Nini  Gilder’s  Red  House  has  a few  empty  beds  since  the  youngest  Nannina  departed  for  her  first  year  at 
the  Univ.  of  St.  Andrew’s  in  Scotland.  Mellie  is  nearby,  though,  at  Albany  Medical  School,  and  Richard  only  minutes 
away  by  air  at  Bridgewater  State  College’s  Delta  Connection  Academy.  Louisa,  now  26,  keeps  her  aging  parents 
company  as  she  edits  The  Age  of  Entanglement,  due  to  be  published  by  Knopf  in  2005. 

Congratulations  to  Eddie  and  Dianne  Fennelly  who  lead  the  “new  baby”  list.  They  had  two  new  grandchildren  in 
2004.  Aiden  Edward  Fennelly  was  bom  to  Darrell  and  Mary  Fennelly  on  March  4,  and  Kaitlyn  Viola  Patricia 
Fennelly,  Adam  and  Michelle’s  little  girl,  arrived  on  July  14.  Donna  Drake  in  Otto,  NC  reports  her  sixth  grandchild 
(5  boys,  1 girl)  Bo  Michael  Heath  Kingsland.  “He  was  named  after  his  paternal  grandpa,  his  Daddy  and  my  maiden 
name.”  Betty  and  George  Kramer  have  a new  grandson.  On  June  21,  George  Maxwell  Truax  was  bom  to  Julie  and 
Charles.  Mary  Fisher  Curtin  at  Kimball  Farms  has  a new  great-grandson.  Hunter  Kevin  bom  on  April  7.  He  is  the 
son  of  Kevin  and  Cindi  and  grandson  of  Gene  and  Nancy,  all  of  whom  reside  in  Mt.  Airy,  Maryland.  Lauria  and 
Donald  Puntin  have  a new  granddaughter  Emma  Summer,  bom  on  May  1 3 to  Matthew  and  Amy  Puntin.  Emma 
already  attends  Hop  Brook  Club  meetings  with  her  grandmother!  Writing  from  Amelia  Island,  FL,  Christina  Canon 
Craighead  reports  the  birth  of  a new  little  Canon  - Quinn  Garfield  Canon  - son  of  Christian  Garfield  and  Gina 
Canon  and  first  grandchild  of  Jeffrey  Garfield  Canon  and  his  wife  Lynne.  In  North  Carolina.  Spring  Palmer 
Homschek  and  her  husband,  John,  welcomed  their  second  little  boy,  Jacob  Walker  on  September  18,  a new  grandson 
for  Walter  Palmer  and  great-grandson  for  Anne  and  Gilly  Palmer.  A new  Tyringham  resident.  Daphne  von 
Blankenburg  Lamb  was  born  on  September  8,  to  Selina  and  David  Lamb,  making  Robin  a big  brother.  Mary  D. 
Kierstead  writes  of  “much  rejoicing”  over  the  arrival  of  Nick  and  Lisa’s  Nicolas  Hopper  Kierstead  on  Oct.  28,  and 
Catha  Rambusch’s  new  granddaughter,  Katerine  Elise  Adam, was  bom  to  Lucia  and  Neil  just  as  the  Topics  went  to 
press. 

Closing  with  notes  from  some  of  our  oldest  readers:  Joe  Whalen  bemoans  life  after  80  without  Marion.  “Sleep  and 
naps  fill  a lot  of  the  day  after  your  daily  jobs  are  almost  done.  Whoever  said  that  the  golden  years  would  be  fun?” 
John  Pappenheimer  writes  that  he  and  Hylie  are  confined  to  an  assisted  living  home  in  Cambridge  due  “to  the 
infirmities  of  old  age,”  but  “we  still  feel  part  of  Tyringham  and  miss  our  many  friends  there.” 

The  Hop  Brook  Community  Club  sends  best  wishes  to  all  for  the  holidays  and  the  New  Year. 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

The  Adams  Family:  Barbara,  Peter,  Paul, 

Sharon  & Steve  Adams 
Peggy  Snider  Adato  & family 
Geoff  Ashworth 

Robert  & Toodie  Alsop  & family 
Walt  & Rosa  Alward; 

Heidi  & Emily  Nutt; 

Walter  Jr.,Joanna,  Perry,  Jade  Alward 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Betty,  Bill  Bean  & Whitney 
Susan  G.  Berndt 
Lynn  Bertelli  & Alan  Wilcox 

Jennifer  Bishop  & Daniel  Epstein,  Theodore  & Nathaniel 
Theresa  Bragdon  & John  Canon 
Dennis  Brandmeyer  & Denise  Hoefer,  Alex  & Tracy 
Brandmeyer 

Bob  & Mary  Ann,  Nicole  & Alexis  Brown 

Jacob  & Irmgard  Bucher 

Henning,  Joyce  & Kimberly  Carlson, 

Michael,  Zachary  & Ryan 
David  Carriere 

The  Cernik  Family  (near  ‘n’  far) 

Edgar  Chamorro, 

Edgar  Ignacio  Chamorro  & Sara  Mustelier, 

Linda  Chamorro 
In  memory  of  Edith  Charpentier 

Peter  & Gail  Charpentier,  Lissy  & Matt 
Bob  & Sue  Choquette 
Dot  Choquette 

Noah  & Nicky  Choquette  & BamBam 
Chuck  &Terry  Clark,  Jon  & Kevin, 

David  Clark  & Shannon  Driscoll 
Francis  & Betty  Clark 
Jerry  & Melody  Clark  & family 
Pat  Clark  & family 
Maria  Cole  & family 

Karen  & Jim  Consolati,  Ben,  Austin,  Darren,  & Evan 
Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gabey  & Molly 
John  & Christina  Canon  Craighead 
Bobbie  Crosby 

Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Christine, 

Quinn  & Paige;  Larry  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin 

In  loving  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy- 
five  years  12-26-04  -sadly  missed  by  your  family.... 

“sweet  dreams,  happy  thoughts  ” 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joey; 

Jim,  Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin; 

Tim  & Shawn  Murphy 
Johnny  & Sissy  Curtin,  Mark  & Lori 
Mary  Fisher  Curtin;  Gene,Nancy,  Gene  & 

Scott;  Kevin,  Cindi  & Hunter  Curtin 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 
Pam,  Mike,  Madison  & Colby  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Michelle  & Peter  Curtin  Jr., 

& sons,  Ethan  & Collin;  Trish  &Jamie  Curtin  & family; 
Joshua,  Nissa  & Asia;  Matt  & sons;  Dillon  & Devin; 
Tina  Eral,  Joshua  & Megan 


Terry  & Marilyn  Curtin  & family 

Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 

Hilary  & Philip  Deely,  Maisie  & Pip 

Betty  L.  Dennis 

Tom  & Therese  Dillon 

Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax, 

David  & Adam  Donald 
In  loving  memory^  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath 
Gerry  & Donna  (Heath)  Drake  & family 
Rita  Drake 

Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott  & Susannah,  Kim, 

Alex,  Rosy,  Hank  and  all  the  rest  of  the 
Elliotts,  Novicks,  Classmans  and  the  Aldriches 
Gino,  Mary  & Nicholas  Errichetto 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
James  Fawcett  & Katherine  Park-Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  Nan  & Rob  Sedgwick 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 
Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker,  Cheryl  & Ethan; 

Brian,  Katherine  & Phoebe 
Eddie  & Dianne  Fennelly:  Adam  Fennelly, 

Michelle,  Justin  & Kaitlyn;  Darrell,  Marcy  & Aiden; 

Mike,  Pat,  Mike  Boyle  III  & Diana  Love,  Lynette  & Hallie 
Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly;  Everett  Jr, 

MaryBeth  & Luke; 

Amy  Fennelly  & Byron  Renderer 
Thomas  Fennelly  Sr.  & Jr. 

Michael  Frazier  & Charles  Mirotznik 

Ann  & Joe  Gallo,  Adriana,  Phoebe  & Francesca 

Allan  & Mary  Gamer  & Nancy  Wood 

Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie,  Richard  & Nannina 

Mellie  Gilder;  Josh,  Anne-Lee  & Max  Gilder; 

David,  Cindy  & Allison  Gilder 
Virgina  Gorman;  Susan  & Conor  Moran 
Kathryn  Greenthal  & Ted  & Tommy  Stern 
Larry,  Sally,  Eric  & Laura  Griffin 
In  memory  of  loved  ones 
Alice  M.  Hale 
David  Hale 

In  memory  of  Elizabeth  J.  and  Willis  Hale 
George  Hale 

In  memory  of  Elizabeth  Loring  Hale 
Donald  & Mary  Hale 
Suzanne,  Brody,  Mariah,  & Amara  Hale; 

Joe,  Brian  & Nicole  Delmolino 
Dorothea  R.  Hanson 
Kate  Harding 

In  memory  of  Agnes  Curtin 

Kathleen  & Stuart  Harrod,  Lyn  Harrod 
Sandy,  Jason  & Kim;  Aaron  & Kallee 
Frigon;  Sebastian  & Courtney  DuBois 
Ruth  Heath,  John  Heath; 

Nancy,  Randy,  Robert,  Adam  Wade  & Lora  Wildman; 
James,  James  jr.  & Christina  Heath; 

Sue  Casey,  Don,  Karie  Heath;  Steve,  Ruth  & Shannon 
LeCompte,  Tim,  Erin  & Olivia  Hart  & Anatoli  Davidenko 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

Herb  and  Deb  Heath,  Connie,  Eric,  Brian,  Shawn; 

Joe,  Karen  & Amy  Pulver; 

& Abby,  Nick  & Lily  Fredsall 
Alan  & Louie  Hoblitzell 
Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
Maggie  Howard 
Sarah  Hudson 

Barclay  & Kertsin,  Colin  Hudson 
Sean  & Elayne  Hudson 
Arlene  Jennings  & Blaise  Katterhagen 
A1  & Martha  Joyner  & family 
Nick  Kelley 

Bill,  Heather  & Dakota  Ketchen 
Holly  (McLennan)  & Roger  Ketron, 

Emma  Wheelwright  & Jeremy  Leftt. 

Henry  Wheelwright , Maisie  & Susannah  Ketron 
Wil  & Mary  D.  Kierstead; 

Plum,  Susanna  & Sophie,  Willem; 

Nick,  Lisa  & Hopper 

Celia  Kittredge,  Catherine  Clucas,  Jay  Ogden  & family, 

Tom  Ogden  & family,  the  Sullivans, 

Charlie  Kittredge  & Rowley  families 
George  & Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax; 

Hawley  Truax  & Jane  Thrailkill  ,01ivia  & Naomi; 

Julie  & Charles  Truax  & George 
Selina  & David  Lamb,  Robin  & Daphne 
In  memory  of  Douglas  Leach 
Marion  Leach 

Frances  Littell,  Adam  Heath  & Maxwell 
Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd,  Bob  Lloyd  & Tom  Lloyd 
Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Richard  Loring;  Ricky,  Ann  & Alisha; 

Ed  & Marion  & family; 

Deby  Hall  & family,  Kevin  Dougherty,  Amy  Hunt, 

Ashley  Hunt  & Drew  Rivers, 

Elizabeth  & Henry  Hall 
In  memory  of  Joe  Loring  Jr. 

Joe,  Evelyn  & Rodney  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

In  memory  of  Charles  & Beatrice  Loring 
and  William  & Jane  Bond 
Margaret  & Russ  Loring 
Tunk  & Dede  Loring,  Tony  & Sara  Loring; 

Rhonda  Don,  Dylan  & Isaac; 

Ed,  EIaine,Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold; 

Charles,  Kathie  MacKenzie  & Michaela  Loring 
Jill,  Yo-Yo,  Nicholas  & Emily  Ma 
Paul  & Evelyn  Margus 
Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante, 

Rustin  & Nathaniel  McIntosh  & family 
Jim  McIntosh,  Elaine  Gazda,  Karina 
Ken  & Peggy  McIntosh 
Angelica  McLennan 
Katharine  McLennan 
In  memory  of  Helena  Gilder  Miller 

Rodman  & Gabriel;  Tess,  Nadia,  Julia  & Steven  Hartman; 
Amasa,  Anita,  Ayla;  Elisa  & Leon  Out  & Louisa; 

Ginny,  Molly,  Christopher. 


Anne  & Jonathan  Moffett,  Sam  & Fiona,  Ian  & Ellie 
Sarah,  Cory  & Skylar  Blair 
Wishing  everyone  peace,  love  & joy 
Ray  & Judy  Morehouse 
Bob  Moskin  & Lynn  Goldberg,  Mark,  David, 

Camela,  Nancy,  Isaac,  Lillian  & Mae  Rose 
Shaun  & Holly  Murphy,  Eamonn,  Niall,  Siobhan 
Gilder  & Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer, 

Walter  Palmer,  Spring  & John  Homschek, 

Drew  & Jacob  Walker. 

Helena  Palmer  & Stefan  von  Gatterburg, 

Damian,  Francesca  & Therese 
Lisa  Palmer  & family 
Marge  & LeRoy  Palmer 

Tonio,  Barbara,  Caroline,  William  & Henrik  Palmer 

Hylie  & John  Pappenheimer 

Petey  Perkins  & Louie,  Neddy,  Jamie,  David, 

Kate  & their  families 

Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio,  Elizabeth  & Jeffrey 

Lauria  & Donald  Puntin  & family 

Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon, 

Kenzie  & Pierson; 

Martin  & Marjorie  Nicholas,  Jackson  & Frederick. 

Neil  & Lucia.  Marygrace  & Katrine  Elise  Adam,  Kristin  & 
Sandy. 

Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun 
Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 
Margaret  Rector  and  the  Barkins: 

Bill,  Susan,  Lily  & Eliza 
The  Reich  Family:  Chuck  & Julie;  Gabriel, 

Elka  & Isabella;  Benjamin  & Thao 
Margaret  and  Ben  Richards  & the  Luchars: 

Barrie;  Alex,  Susan,  Thomas,  Robert,  Catherine; 

Charles;  Jim  , Betsy,  Ian  & Teddy 
Bill,  April  & Garrett  Roche 
Michael  Rood 

Tim,  Molly,  Cody  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Ina  Schnell  & Eric  Schnell 

In  memory  of  Charlie  Slater,  Grace  Slater  arid  Danny  Slater 
Liz  Slater  & Heidi 

Sam,  Debbie,  Daniel  & Megan  Slater 
Philippa  Claude  & Tony  Stretton 
Mike,  Kerry  & Kelly  and  Michael  Sullivan 
In  loving  memory  of  Gerald  & Reed  Swart 
Ruth  Swart 

Rachel  Urquhart,  John  Herrera.  Theo  & Simon 

Sidney  & Brian  Urquhart  & family 

Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 

Sisters  of  the  Visitation 

Joey  & Kristin  & Amelia  von  Korff 

Joe  & Den  Whalen.  Ken,  Pauline,  Ashley  & Kirsty  Whalen 

Darlene  Wilkinson 

In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Ken  Winters 
Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams; 

Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley,  Linsey,  Cayce  Williams; 

Tim,  Diane  & Dominic  Williams 
Liz  & Mark  Williams 
Andrew  & Ros  Zimmerman 
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Tyringham’s  Best  Remedy 


A Remarkable  Remedy:  Betty  Cernik 


This  issue  of  the  Tyringham  Topics  is  devoted  to 
“Remedies,  Recipes  and  Recollections.”  We  are  very 
grateful  to  all  who  contributed  - both  financially  and 
creatively.  Your  submissions  have  now  become  part  of 
the  historical  record  of  our  beloved  village. 

Try  the  remedies  at  your  own  risk,  since  we  can’t  be 
responsible  for  what  might  happen! 

All  of  us  in  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club  would 
also  like  to  take  a moment  at  the  beginning  of  this  issue 
to  convey  our  deep  gratitude  and  appreciation  to  the 
Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company  and  to  the  Highway 
crew,  for  the  outstanding  work  they  did  during  the  recent, 
now  famous  “Flood  of  October  2005”. 

Those  of  us  with  severely  flooded  basements  will 
long  remember  their  tireless,  patient  pumping  throughout 
a very  long,  and  for  many,  very  nerve-wracking  night. 
Those  of  us  stranded  at  home  by  washed  out  roads 
covered  in  boulders,  fallen  trees  and  mud  will  remember 
the  welcome  sight  of  heavy  highway  equipment  early  on 
the  morning  of  October  9 and  thereafter,  pushing  dirt, 
hauling  truck  after  truck  of  gravel,  and  filling  enormous 
holes  so  that  we  could  all  go  about  our  business. 

We  are  very  lucky  to  have  these  firemen  and  road 
crew  in  Tyringham,  because  they  are  always  there  and 
ready  to  help  us. 

For  those  of  you  who  don’t  know  their  names,  the 
Fire  Company  is  as  follows:  Jim  Curtin  (Fire  Chief), 

Dick  Loring,  Chuck  Slater,  Rodney  Clark,  David  Garner, 
Bill  Roche,  Henning  Carlson,  Larry  Cernik,  Noah 
Choquette,  Carl  Curtin,  Gerry  Curtin,  Michael  Curtin,  Neil 
Curtin,  Peter  Curtin,  Terry  Curtin,  Tom  Curtin,  Everett 
Fennelly,  Tom  Fennelly,  Jim  Guachione,  Bruce  Heath, 
Rob  Kimberley,  Tunk  Loring,  Ray  Morehouse,  Tim 
Schaefer,  Ron  Goldberg,  Joe  Curtin,  Gino  Gop,  Andy 
Slater,  Al  Wilcox  and  Deanna  Garner. 

And  the  Highway  Crew:  Les  Beebe  (Road 
Superintendent),  Noah  Choquette  and  Andy  Slater. 


For  those  who  could  not  hear  or  were  not  present  at  the 
Town  Picnic  at  Shaker  Pond  on  July  24,  here  is  Terry 
Curtin’s  tribute  to  Betty  Cernik,  retiring  after  25  years  as  Tax 
Collector. 

When  there  were  no  computers  or  faxes 
Betty  started  collecting  taxes. 

She  did  a great  job  never  refusing  your  call 
And  still  found  time  to  play  a little  softball. 

I’m  sorry,  Larry,  but  it’s  a fact, 

Betty’s  first  love  is  her  Cadillac. 

On  Sunday  mornings  on  the  road  to  Lee 
There  is  only  one  thing  you  are  sure  to  see, 

Betty’s  Cadillac  and  it  seems  to  say 
We  are  delivering  Sunday  papers,  so  get  out  of  the  way. 
Suppers  or  parties  she  made  them  by  the  tons 
Her  world-famous  cinnamon  buns. 

If  Marilyn  needed  a break  it  would  never  fail 
Betty  was  always  there  to  sort  the  mail. 

Of  all  the  town  workers  who  are  on  my  list 
You  are  the  one  that  will  be  the  most  missed. 

Have  a great  retirement,  you  deserve  a rest. 

Everyone  here  wishes  you  the  very  best. 


Terry  Curtin  with  Garrett  James  Curtin 
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Betty  Cernik  at  the  Town  Picnic,  2005 

My  Sure  Cure  for  Wart  Removal 

Betty  Cernik 

In  early  summer,  take  the  juice  from  a milkweed 
plant  and  dab  it  on  your  warts.  Do  this  every  time  you 
are  out  and  about  and  see  a milkweed.  In  the  Fall,  the 
warts  will  just  disappear  and  never  come  back.  I know 
this  works  because  I am  married  to  a man  who  had 
both  hands  covered  with  warts  and  he  did  just  this,  and 
they  disappeared,  never  to  return. 

The  doctor  laughed  at  my  grand-daughter  when  I 
sent  her  a small  bottle  of  the  juice  from  the  milkweed 
to  put  on  her  planter  warts,  and  that  Fall,  the  planter 
warts  disappeared  and  have  never  come  back. 


Looking  Back 

Gerry  Curtin 

Carl  Curtin’s  Store  was  always  fun  to  go  to,  and  buy  all 
kinds  of  stuff,  including  candy  bars  and  gum.  I also 
remember  working  at  Walter  Howard’s  farm  with  my 
brother,  Johnny.  As  a young  kid,  I think  I made  $5.00  a 
week,  which  was  okay  with  me.  I liked  Tyringham  more  in 
the  summer  because  of  the  weather,  and  getting  all  the 
hay  in  the  barn. 

Musings  on  Mint 

Vivi  Mannuzza 

The  last  of  our  dried  mint,  harvested  in  early  October, 
has  just  been  crumbled  and  “de-branched”  into  clean, 
dry  jars.  Scent  of  mentha  takes  over  the  house,  and  its 
freshness  clears  the  head  and  cools  the  brow.  Although  I 
may  miss  the  green  garlands  that  have  graced  the 
kitchen’s  perimeter.  I’m  looking  forward  to  the  mint  teas 
we’ll  be  enjoying  this  winter.  Simply  inhaling  the  steam  of 
mint  tea  transports  me  to  the  shady  spots  around  my 


garden  where  the  summer  perfume  of  mint  underfoot  is  a 
treasure. 

Not  much  of  a garden  up  on  the  hill  when  we  moved  in, 
but  I brought  over  many  perennials  from  our  old  house, 
including  herbs,  and  especially  mints.  Mint  in  most  places  is 
a tenacious  plant.  On  the  Hop  Brook  Garden  Tour  this 
summer,  we  saw  several  collections  of  healthy  mint.  (If  one 
lives  in  a spot  too  hot  or  dry  for  mint,  then  the  gardener  is 
the  one  who  must  be  tenacious:  I’ve  grown  it  on  a windowsill 
in  Texas  in  August!) 

There  are  many  kinds  — about  two  dozen  species  and 
hundreds  of  varieties  — and  uses;  with  little  effort  at  a 
library  or  on-line,  you’ll  be  pleased  to  find  much  information 
regarding  mint.  So  far  around  our  place  we’ve  got  orange 
mint,  chocolate,  lemon-pepper,  wintergreen,  spearmint, 
“julep  mint,”  peppermint,  Corsican,  variegated,  and  “cat 
mint”  (not  really  a mentha,  I think). 

From  companion  plant  for  your  garden  to  medicinal 
plant  for  your  gut,  mint  has  had  a history  of  good  use  over 
centuries.  The  Romans  grew  and  pickled  mint  in  vinegar; 

Pliny  claimed  a wreath  of 
mint  should  be  worn  by 
students  to  “exhilarate  their 
minds.”  Before  I under- 
stood anything  about  its 
history  though,  I knew  it 
only  as  part  of  my  Neapoli- 
tan mother’s  cooking.  In 
summer.  Mother  poached 
whiting  in  a simple  broth. 
On  a chilled  plate,  she 
served  the  cooled  and  de- 
boned  fish,  tender  and 
sweet,  and  bathed  in  a 
light  touch  of  wine  vinegar, 
olive  oil,  and  shredded 
fresh  mint.  In  winter,  leg  of 
lamb  for  special  Sundays 
would  be  larded  with  garlic 
and  rubbed  with  mint  and 
rosemary,  salt  and  pepper 
before  roasting.  Mint  jelly 
was  served  alongside  the 
lamb  at  table.  Always  at  our  backdoor  a cluster  of  mint  grew 
in  untidy  glee  under  a large  climbing  rose  (a  rose  that  never 
suffered  from  aphid  infestation).  The  mint  of  my  mother’s 
garden  became  a part  of  all  the  gardens  I have  ever  had. 

Out  in  the  world,  I never  dreamed  I would  apply  a 
roadside  clump  of  crushed  mint  to  the  brow  of  a friend 
stricken  with  migraine,  or  use  a mint  and  rosemary  infusion 
as  a hair  conditioner.  On  Dugway  Road  above  the 
Housatonic  River  in  Stockbridge,  wild  mint  used  to  grow 
next  to  watercress  along  the  edge  of  a hillside  stream.  On 
shady  roadsides  you  may  find  mint  has  taken  hold  from  a 
neighboring  homesite. 

I never  expected  that  a son  in  Tyringham  would  help  me 
harvest  and  tie  up  clumps  of  all  kinds  of  mint;  that  weeks 
later  he  would  help  untangle  the  dried  masses,  rub  the 


Kitchen  scene,  Asher  Treat 
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leaves  loose  onto  newspaper  sheets,  and  pack  them  into 
jars  and  tins.  It’s  a double  blessing,  having  the  mint  and 
having  a late  night  cup  of  tea  with  your  grown  child. 

This  past  summer  our  daughter  spent  six  weeks  study- 
ing in  Morocco.  Her  hostesses  in  Fez  were  wonderful, 
gracious  people.  However,  Olivia  did  come  down  with  a 24- 
hour  bug  that  escalated  into  a high  fever,  aches,  and 
shivers.  The  ladies  wrapped  her  in  a blanket,  gave  her  cool 
mint  tea,  and  put  her  to  bed  with  a cold  compress.  The 
compress  - a swath  of  white  linen,  rolled  with  fresh  mint 
leaves  and  kept  in  the  freezer.  The  child  awoke  next  day 
ready  for  class  and  a trip  to  the  Sahara.  In  Morocco,  too, 
the  serving  of  mint  tea  is  elevated  to  a ceremonious  level 
using  fresh  spearmint;  it’s  brewed  and  sweetened  and 
served  from  pudgy  little  silver-plate  pots.  God  Bless  our 
Friends  in  Fez! 

In  Tyringham,  a quick  Saturday  lunch  could  be  a batch 
of  tabbouleh,  green  salad,  some  cheese,  and  French 
bread.  The  tabbouleh  calls  for  chopped  cucumber,  chick 
peas,  tomato,  lemon  juice,  olive  oil  - and  mint  (either 
chopped  fresh  or  dried).  We  make  this  summer  and 
winter.  It’s  simple  and  satisfying  - and  a part  of  home. 


Tabbouleh 

Vivi  Mannuzza 

1 % cups  bulghur  (cracked  wheat) 

4 cups  boiling  water 

5 tablespoons  extra  virgin  olive  oil 
5 tablespoons  fresh  lemon  juice 

4 tablespoons  chopped  scallions 
4 tablespoons  chopped  mint  or  1 tablespoons  dried 
crushed  mint 

V2  cup  chopped  parsley  or  more  to  taste 
Salt  and  pepper  to  taste 

Optional  diced  and/or  drained  additions: 

1 small  cucumber 
1 medium  tomato 
1 small  can  chickpeas 
1 sweet  red  pepper 
1 cup  green  or  black  pitted  olives 

In  a large  ceramic  bowl,  stir  water  into  bulghur.  Cover 
with  plastic  wrap  and  let  soak  one  hour  or  longer  until 
grains  expand  to  double  or  more.  When  light  and  fluffy, 
drain  well  and  set  aside.  Chop  scallions,  mint  and 
parsley.  Into  the  prepared  bulghur,  mix  the  oil  and  lemon 
juice.  Add  the  rest  of  the  ingredients  and  adjust  flavor 
with  salt  and  pepper.  Chill  mixture  covered  for  at  least 
one  hour. 

Present  with  a green  leafy  salad  or  on  a bed  of  lettuce 
leaves. 

Serves  four. 


Dot  Choquette.  Nan  Bernstein,  Betty  Bean 
at  Pavilion  for  the  Garden  Tour 


Sliding 

Dot  Choquette 

One  of  the  pleasures  of  winter,  as  long  as  I can 
remember  anything,  has  been  sliding  - from  a 5-year- 
old  at  the  front  of  the  toboggan  (buried  in  snow)  that  my 
older  sister  was  steering,  until  I became  too  old  and 
infirm  to  slide. 

In  the  40s,  before  clear  roads  and  more  traffic,  we 
used  to  slide  from  Howard’s  Farm  to  the  village.  -When 
conditions  were  right,  you  went  quite  a ways  toward  the 
rake  shop.  Then  we  climbed  Paper  Mill  Hill  to  slide  back 
into  the  village.  Graden  Hill  wasn’t  plowed  in  winter  at 
that  time. 

When  our  children  were  small,  some  of  us  pulled 
them  up  to  Shaker  Pond  for  skating.  Dick  Birkett  kept  it 
plowed  off.  Of  course,  sliding  home  was  part  of  the  fun. 

Other  popular  runs  were  Church  Road,  and  behind 
the  Schoolhouse  - especially  at  recess  or  the  noon 
hour. 

There  were  all  sizes  of  sleds,  travises  or  rippers 
before  saucers  and  tubes,  etc.  Open  fields  and  slopes 
brought  out  toboggans  and  skis.  It  wasn’t  unusual  for 
kids  to  patch  the  runs  with  snow  at  the  end  of  the  day. 

One  of  the  bittersweet  parts  of  kids  growing  up  was 
when  they  no  longer  needed  or  wanted  us  to  take  them 
sliding.  When  I was  growing  up,  there  were  many 
sliding  parties  that  included  lots  of  adults.  Many  were  at 
night.  After  an  ice  storm,  every  bank  or  slope  became  a 
sliding  place.  This  also  brought  out  all  sorts  of  things  - 
sleds,  old  milk  cans,  cardboard,  pieces  of  tin  roofing, 
and  even  shovels.  This  led  to  my  enjoyment  of 
snowmobiling. 

By  the  way,  when  did  you  last  see  a game  or  track  of 
“Fox  and  Geese”?  Does  anyone  even  play  it  any  more? 
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Recipes  from  Dot  Choquette 
Sage  Cheese 


8-10  ounces  Cheddar  cheese 

Sage  leaves  to  your  taste,  fresh  or  crumbled  dried. 

(I  prefer  fresh.) 

Place  cubed,  cold  cheese  in  a food  processor,  add  sage. 
Process  until  blended,  leaving  sage  rather  chunky. 

Turn  out  onto  a good-sized  piece  of  plastic  wrap.  Gather 
together  and  shape  into  a roll.  Wrap  tightly  and  then  wrap 
in  foil.  Chill  in  refrigerator  to  firm  up. 

Pumpkin  Pie 

1 9-inch  pie  shell 

1 small  can  pumpkin 
2/3  cup  sugar 

2 eggs  slightly  beaten 

1 teaspoon  ground  cinnamon 
14  teaspoon  ground  ginger 
/4  teaspoon  ground  nutmeg 
>2  teaspoon  ground  cloves 
V2  teaspoon  salt 

1 pumpkin  can  of  milk  (skim  makes  a grayish 
colored  pie) 

Precook  well  pricked  shell  at  400  ° for  about  3 
minutes. 

Remove  from  oven  and  press  down  any  bubbling  while 
still  hot. 

Filling:  Sift  together  dry  ingredients,  add  eggs,  pumpkin 
and  milk.  Stir  until  smooth. 

(I  find  it  easier  to  add  filling  after  placing  pie  shell  on  oven 
rack.) 

Sprinkle  top  with  extra  nutmeg  if  desired.  Bake  at  400  ° 
for  10  minutes.  Lower  heat  to  350  ° and  bake  until  a 
knife  inserted  in  the  middle  comes  out  clean. 


Old-time  Remedies  from  Dot  Choquette 
Puncture  wounds 

In  barefoot  days,  stepping  on  nails  was  almost 
inevitable.  This  led  to  soaking  the  foot,  followed  by  the 
old  standby,  iodine.  How  that  stung!  Then,  a slice  of  salt 
pork  was  placed  on  the  wound  and  bandaged  in  place. 
The  salt  and  fat  were  thought  to  keep  the  wound  open  to 
drain,  and  the  salt  was  considered  antiseptic. 

Colds 

Sage  or  catnip  tea  with  milk  and  sugar. 

Coughs 

Honey  and  lemon,  or  sips  of  brandy,  allowed  to  trickle 
down  the  throat  rather  than  quickly  swallowed. 

Earache 

Place  a ball  of  cotton  dipped  in  quite  hot  oil  in  the  ear 
and  use  a hot  water  bottle  to  keep  warm. 


) 
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Kitchen  shelf,  Asher  Treat 


Four  Brooks  Grape  Jam 

Lisa  Palmer 

Canning  time  at  Four  Brooks  Farm  was  always  a 
momentous  event  and  had  to  be  taken  very  seriously.  On 
the  day  of  the  event,  Francesca  Palmer,  my  mother-in-law 
would  appear  with  her  kitchen  apron  firmly  tied  around  her 
tiny  frame,  a kerchief  to  hold  back  her  hair  and  a deter- 
mined expression  which  indicated  battle  was  at  hand.  We 
were  dispatched  to  pick  whatever  fruit  or  vegetable  was 
being  ‘put  up’  that  day.  If  there  was  grinding  and  chopping 
to  be  done,  we  were  given  battle-stations  in  the  kitchen  and 
set  to  work  under  “F”s  watchful  eye. 

One  harvest  was  always  anticipated  with  additional 
trepidation,  since  it  meant  picking  bushel  baskets  of 
concord  grapes  from  the  grape  arbor  in  the  Four  Brooks 
yard  which  were  to  be  turned  into  FRANCESCA 
PALMER’S  SPECIAL  GRAPE  JAM,  as  follows: 

First  the  grapes  were  washed  in  the  big  laundry  sink. 
Then  we  lined  up  to  pop  each  grape,  the  pulp  into  one 
bowl,  the  skins  into  another.  This  took  extra  skill  as  one 
often  found  oneself  mixing  up  which  was  for  pulp  and 
which  one  for  the  skins.  Both  skins  and  pulp  were  then 
boiled  in  separate  large  kettles  until  tender.  Once  this  was 
done,  the  pulp  had  to  be  pressed  through  a sieve,  allow- 
ing only  the  pulp  to  emerge  on  the  other  side,  and  retain- 
ing the  seeds  to  be  thrown  away.  Now  the  boiled  skins 
were  joined  to  the  pulp  and  the  whole  thing  stirred  up, 
measured  and  put  into  the  canning  kettle,  along  with  one 
cup  of  sugar  per  cup  of  fruit.  This  done,  the  stirring  duties 
commenced  - to  be  sure  the  fruit  didn’t  stick  to  the  bottom 
and  burn  (although  a little  burning  gives  a delicious 
flavor).  In  the  meantime,  other  troops  were  deployed  to 
sterilize  jars  and  get  the  rubber  rings  ready.  When  all  was 
in  readiness,  the  now  bubbly,  dark  jam  would  be  ladled 
into  the  jars,  sealed  and  stored.  When  it  came  time  to 
move  back  to  New  York  City  for  the  winter,  the  farm 
treasures  were  carefully  packed  for  transport.  Many  a 
teatime  visitor  to  Gramercy  Park  was  treated  to  a taste  of 
this  truly  delicious  concoction,  after  all,  well  worth  the 
labor-intensive  production.  As  far  as  I know,  only 
Francesca  possessed  this  recipe  and  I don’t  know  where 
it  came  from.  I tried  it  recently,  and  despite  a small  mishap 
with  the  seeds,  the  end  result  was  just  as  good  as  I remem- 
bered. 
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The  Union  Church  Tower 

Viggo  Rambusch 

Instead  of  the  more  usual  pointed  steeple,  Tyringham’s 
beautiful  Greek  Revival  church  has  a square  tower  with  an 
arrangement  of  acroteria,  a Greek  term  meaning  summits 
or  extremities.  These  architectural  ornaments  incorporate  a 
stylized  design  of  an  acanthus  leaf,  a frequently  used 
classical  motif.  They  embellish  and  relieve  the  stark, 
straight,  horizontal  line  of  the  square  tower,  providing  a 
strong,  crown-like  silhouette  against  the  sky. 


Tyringham  school  house  and  church 


There  are  eight  acroteria,  four  two-sided  ones  at  the 
corners  and  four  flat  fans  at  the  mid-points.  In  the  late 
1 960s,  the  wooden  acroteria  were  replaced.  These  were 
not  original  to  the  church,  but  most  likely  close,  if  not  exact, 
copies  of  the  originals.  Certainly  they  fit  perfectly  with  the 
overall  design.  In  the  1 990s,  these  were  blown  off  and  our 
valley  neighbor  of  Lost  Farm,  Bill  Roerick,  saved  them. 
When  the  restoration  committee  (c.  1997)  began  its  work 
under  the  leadership  of  Mini  Gilder,  Bill  brought  forth  the 
“lost”  acroteria. 

We  were  asked  to  make  replacements  but  of  a stronger 
weather  resistant  material.  After  considering  several 
solutions,  we  decided  on  aluminum.  The  originals  could 
act  as  patterns.  Cast  aluminum,  if  done  with  skill,  can 
have  a high  level  of  detail  and  molded  surface.  A scale 
drawing  was  made  and  used  in  the  reproduction  of  the 
aluminum  acroteria.  Bob  Choquette  welded  the  two 
pieces  together  for  the  corner  angled  ornament.  The 
aluminum  castings  were  painted  locally. 

But  how  to  mount  them?  What  would  they  rest  on? 

The  wood  of  the  steeple  was  not  strong.  We  designed  a 
framework,  rather  akin  to  an  erector  set.  A light  but  strong 
metal  form  was  set  inside  the  wooden  tower.  It  could  not 
be  seen,  but  supported  the  acroteria  in  their  proper  place. 
Premier  restoration  architects,  Mesick-Cohen-Wilson- 
Baker  Architects  of  Albany,  reviewed  the  drawings  and 
approved  this  innovative  solution. 

A postcard  with  a drawing  of  the  elegant  acroteria, 
perhaps  the  most  distinctive  decorative  feature  in  the 
valley,  is  available  in  the  Tyringham  Post  Office. 


Postcard  showing  church  tower  acroteria  detail 


Grace  Slater’s  Cold  Remedy 

Catha  Rambusch 

Grace  Bryant  came  to  the  valley  to  wed  Duane  Slater  of 
Crystal  Brook  Farm.  A capable  person,  she  soon  became 
a valley  fixture  with  her  work  for  the  Hop  Brook  Club.  Some 
are  still  lucky  enough  to  have  her  signature  piecework 
round  pot  holders  from  bygone  fairs. 

One  of  the  many  things  I learned  from  Grace  was  this 
remedy.  It  is  effective  only  in  that  short  time  when  you  can 
feel  a cold  coming  on.  There  are  no  outward  symptoms. 
That’s  the  time  to  follow  these  directions! 

The  evening  of  the  day,  just  before  one  is  ready  for  bed, 
make  the  following  mixture: 

Put  ground  ginger  in  the  bottom  of  a heat-resistant  mug  to 
cover  the  bottom  (about  2 tablespoons). 

Mix  honey  into  the  ginger  until  it  makes  a paste,  and  the 
ginger  and  honey  are  completely  one. 

Heat  milk,  enough  to  fill  the  mug. 

Pour  the  hot  milk,  a little  at  a time,  into  the  mug  and  stir 
the  mixture  until  it  dissolves  into  the  milk. 

Drink  as  soon  as  possible  to  ingest  the  hot  fluid. 


Immediately  get  into  bed You  will  sweat! 

Repeat  the  next  night  or  two,  if  required. 


The  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  1955.  L.  to  R.  . Grace  Slater.  Ruth 
Duvernois,  Lillian  Bridgham,  Connie  Dyer,  Jessie  Hale 


From  Ricki  Cowell’s  Kitchen 
Minestra  of  Swiss  Chard,  Potatoes  and  Tomatoes 


Spicy  Roasted  Tomato  Relish 


1 Vi  lb.  Swiss  chard 
3 Tbs.  olive  oil 
1 tsp.  crushed  red  pepper 
Salt  and  pepper  to  taste 
% to  1 cup  chicken  broth 
olive  oil  for  serving 


5 medium  potatoes 
3 cloves  garlic 
1/2  cup  Romano  cheese 
1 tsp.  oregano 
1 tsp.  oregano 
1 28  oz.  can  whole 
tomatoes,  chopped 


Blanch  Swiss  chard  in  salted,  boiling  water  for  10  minutes. 
Drain  and  coarsely  chop.  Peel  and  cut  potatoes  into  1 Vz- 
inch  dice. 

Boil  potatoes  until  just  tender. 

Heat  3 Tbs.  olive  oil  in  large  skillet. 

Add  crushed  red  pepper  and  cook  for  1 minute. 

Add  garlic  and  cook  until  lightly  colored. 

Stir  in  tomatoes  with  liquid  and  oregano. 

Cook  for  about  5 minutes  until  thickened. 

Add  Swiss  chard,  potatoes,  and  sprinkle  with  cheese. 

Mix  well  until  well  combined. 

Pour  in  chicken  broth  as  desired  (amount  depends  on 
whether  you  want  it  more  like  a soup  or  a side  dish). 

Cover  and  simmer  over  moderate  heat  until  heated 
through. 

Serve  with  extra  olive  oil  and  crushed  red  pepper. 


Chris  Bradley,  Kate  Mulligan,  Steve  and  Ricki  Cowell 


Pastitso 

1 lb.  spaghetti,  cooked 
5 eggs 
1 qt.  milk 

1 cup  Parmesan  cheese,  grated 
1 lb.  ground  meat  (lamb,  beef  or  turkey)  browned  and 
drained  (Optional.  This  is  great  as  a vegetarian  dish.) 

1/2  tsp. nutmeg 

salt  and  pepper  to  taste 

Preheat  oven  to  350  °. 

Combine  spaghetti,  cheese  and  meat  in  a rectangular 
baking  dish. 

In  a separate  bowl,  beat  eggs,  milk,  nutmeg  and  salt/ 
pepper  until  well  mixed.  Pour  over  pasta  and  cheese. 
Liquid  should  reach  top  of  the  pasta. 

Bake  uncovered  for  about  45-60  minutes  or  until  casserole 
is  firm. 

Serve  with  a salad  and  bread. 


Pepper  rub:  % cup  olive  oil, 

2 tsp.  coarse  salt 
Relish:  1 red  onion,  diced 
>4  c:up  large  capers 
V4  cup  balsamic  vinegar 
V4  cup  olive  oil 
salt  and  pepper  to  taste 
>4  cup  fresh  basil,  chopped 
5 large  plum  tomatoes,  skinned  and  halved 
Vi  cup  cracked  black  pepper 
1 tsp.  minced  garlic 

Combine  ingredients  for  pepper  rub  in  a small  bowl. 

Rub  into  cut  surface  of  tomatoes. 

Arrange  in  single  layer  on  a baking  sheet  with  rack  on  it  - 
cut  side  up. 

Slow  bake  at  190  ° overnight  (about  8 hours). 

When  cool,  chop  coarsely. 

Add  remaining  ingredients  and  mix  well. 

Relish  will  keep  in  refrigerator  for  several  weeks.  Store  in 
a tightly  covered  container. 

Serve  with  roasted  meats  or  as  an  appetizer  with  thin 
slices  of  baguette. 


Mike  Winters,  Ken  "Red”  Winters,  1945 


Evelyn  Winters’  Toffee  Fudge 

Karen  Winters  Williams 

Sprinkle  on  the  bottom  of  a greased  9-inch  square  pan: 

1 cup  of  chopped  walnuts  or  pecans. 

Combine  in  saucepan:  % cup  packed  brown  sugar 
14  cup  butter 

Bring  to  a boil  for  7 minutes  (stirring  constantly). 

Remove  from  heat  and  spread  over  nuts. 

Melt  Vz  cup  semi-sweet  chocolate  chips  and  spread  over 
cooked  mixture. 

Cut  while  warm. 

Refrigerate  to  set. 
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HOME 

Paul  Freed 


From  the  Visitation  Monastery 
A Recipe- 


On  the  morning  of  May  17,  2005  Nan  and  I slowly 
hiked  across  the  Tyringham  Valley  with  our  three  dogs — 
Gizmo,  Mazzie  and  Zooey.  It  was  a walk  we’d  taken  many 
times  during  every  one  of  the  four  plus  seasons  across  all 
the  years  we’ve  lived  here.  What  made  this  brief  halting 
stroll  different  was  our  silent  understanding  that  this  might 
be  the  last  time  we’d  see  the  valley,  our  home,  together. 

As  we  walked  through  the  suddenly  lime-green 
meadows  and  over  streams  still  swollen  from  melting 
winter  snow,  I was  overwhelmed  by  the  sudden  turn  in  our 
lives  and  the  lives  of  our  friends  and  neighbors.  Less  than 
seven  weeks  earlier,  during  a routine  physical  exam,  I was 
diagnosed  with  a tumor.  Two  weeks  later,  on  Wednesday, 
the  thirteenth  of  April,  the  tumor  was  removed  at  New  York 
Hospital  in  Manhattan.  We  arrived  home  that  weekend  to 
await  the  results  of  the  biopsy,  only  to  be  stunned  by  the 
tragic  news  about  Sissy  Curtin. 

I can  recall  in  detail  every  moment  of  Sissy’s  funeral  on 
the  following  Wednesday.  Most  of  all,  I remember  the 
impossible  incongruous  beauty  of  that  spring  day.  It  didn’t 
make  sense  to  me.  Sissy,  someone  I cherished  and 
admired,  was  gone  and  the  news  I had  just  received  that 
day  from  the  doctors  in  New  York  was  bleak.  As  dark  as 
that  moment  was,  however.  Nan  and  I vowed  to  devote  all 
our  energies  toward  acting  as  if  everything  was  going  to 
work  out  fine. 

In  truth,  at  that  moment,  I couldn’t  see  that  far.  I could 
only  focus  on  and  try  to  affect  that  which  I had  control 
over;  putting  one  foot  in  front  of  the  other,  staying — as 
much  as  possible — in  the  moment  and  trying  not  to 
contemplate  the  dire  consequences  that  the  more 
extensive  surgery  I was  now  facing  in  May  might  reveal. 

In  the  end,  somehow,  someway,  we  skated  through  to  a 
place  of  health  and  wellbeing.  Most  importantly,  we  made 
it  home.  Over  the  years.  Nan  and  I have  had  to  travel  for 
our  work  for  extended  periods  of  time.  We’ve  had  some 
great  and  not  so  great  experiences  along  the  way.  But  the 
best  moment  of  every  one  has  been  coming  home.  When 
we  cross  the  town  line  from  Lee  into  Tyringham,  we  exhale 
deeply.  That’s  how  I felt  returning  from  New  York  following 
my  second  surgery.  I was  home. 


We  at  Visitation  Monastery  would  certainly  enjoy 
sharing  a few  of  our  recipes  and  remedies  from  our  vast 
store  of  collected  ideas!  You  can  imagine  that  with  a 
“family”  over  150  years  old,  we  have  a few  things  to 
share. 

A favorite  dessert,  remembered  by  a number  of  the 
Sisters  is  “Coffee  Gelatin”.  This  recipe  yields  50  half-cup 
portions.  If  your  family  is  not  monastery-size,  you  can 
divide  it  accordingly.  It  would  also  be  appropriate  for  a 
town  get-together! 


Gelatin,  unflavored 
Instant  coffee 
Sugar 
Salt 

Water,  hot 


4 ounces  (3/4  cup) 

1 V2  ounces  /3/4  cup) 

2 pounds  (4  14  cups) 
1 teaspoon 

1 >2  gallons 


Combine  gelatin,  coffee  powder,  sugar  and  salt.  Mix 
thoroughly.  Add  hot  water;  stir  until  dissolved. 

Pour  into  shallow  pans;  chill  until  firm. 

Cut  into  %-inch  cubes. 

Serve  with  chilled  custard  sauce  or  orange-flavored 
whipped  cream. 


Sister  Teresa  playing  her  Koto 


...and  a Remedy 

A good  home  remedy  for  those  winter  colds  comes 
from  the  Irish  grandmother  of  one  of  our  Sisters. 

Take  a large,  white  onion.  Score  it  through,  crosswise, 
almost  three  quarters  of  the  way  down.  Place  it  in  an 
open  baking  dish.  Pour  sugar  over  it  and  bake  it  until 
lightly  brown  and  all  of  the  sugar  is  melted.  Eat  the  entire 
concoction.  It  definitely  cures  what  ails  you!  (No  oven 
temperature  is  given  because  Grandma  didn’t  have  a 
temperature-controlled  oven!) 


Paul  Freed's  photo  of  Tyringham  field 
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The  Tyringham  “Freshets” 

Anne  Palmer 

After  the  recent  rainstorm  of  October  8'^  which  rushed 
down  the  valley  personified  by  Hop  Brook  galloping 
through  the  village  leaving  flooded  cellars  and  muddied 
lawns,  leaving  the  valley  filled  with  a series  of  lakes,  I 
couldn’t  help  remembering  the  other  comparable  storms 
that  took  place  through  a long  life  in  Tyringham. 

The  first  one  I remember  was  in  September  of  1938.  It 
happened  about  a week  before  I was  due  to  be  married  in 
the  Tyringham  Church,  by  the  Reverend  Mr.  Job.  My 
brother  Robert  and  I took  the  Berkshire  “Express”  from 
Grand  Central  Station  in  New  York  City,  expecting  to  reach 
Lee  at  six  o’clock  in  the  evening.  This  “Express”  took  over 
four  hours  and  it  stopped  early  in  the  journey  in  Norwalk, 
where  the  electric  engine  was  changed  to  a real  steam 
engine.  There  was  a neck-breaking  jerk  as  the  steam 
engine  backed  into  the  carriages  and  then  another  one  as 
we  started  off  on  our  journey  through  the  Connecticut  hills 
and  we  choo-chooed  on  up  to  Lee.  But... this  trip  was 
different.  It  was  raining  in  buckets  and  by  the  time  we 
reached  Danbury,  the  train  could  go  no  further  because  of 
“wash-outs”  on  the  track  ahead.  So  we  had  to  take  a train 
back  to  New  York.  All  that  week  we  were  told  by  the 
Automobile  Association  that  you  couldn’t  drive  to  the 
Berkshires  because  of  washed  out  roads  but  my  father, 
nothing  daunted,  promised  me  he  would  drive  me  and  my 
fiance,  Richard  Gilder,  to  Tyringham  in  time  for  our 
wedding!  Which  he  did.  We  had  to  make  several 
detours  and  it  took  six  hours,  but  we  made  it. 


Anne  Palmer  and  Celia  Kittredge  in  Kittredge  garden.  Garden  Tour 


As  I tripped  down  the  stairs  (George  and  Nini’s  stairs 
now)  in  my  wedding  dress  to  meet  my  father  in  the  car,  I 
glanced  into  the  living  room  where  one  of  the  ushers, 
drenched  to  the  skin,  was  standing  in  his  underpants 
desperately  putting  on  his  clothes.  There  were  supposed 
to  be  about  one  hundred  guests,  but  only  about  forty  very 
bedraggled  travelers  made  it,  having  waded  through 
streams  to  get  here.  Then  Dick  and  I (a  pair  of  optimistic 
nuts)  started  off  to  Vermont  for  our  honeymoon,  planning 
to  spend  the  first  night  in  the  Williams  Inn.  But 
somewhere  between  Pittsfield  and  Williamstown  the  road 
just  wasn’t  there.  It  was  completely  washed  out,  so  we 
ignominiously  had  to  drive  back  to  Tyringham,  hoping  no 
one  would  see  us.  (Little  did  we  know  Tyringham  then!) 


We  got  permission  from  Aunt  Elma  to  use  her  little  house  in 
the  village,  hoping  no  one  would  know  we  were  there,  but 
Robert  was  on  the  lawn  in  front  of  the  Red  House  and 
shouted  with  delight  when  he  recognized  us.  However,  it 
all  worked  out  very  well. 

During  that  week,  we  heard  someone  remarking  to  old 
Mr.  Stedman,  who  owned  the  rake  shop  and  the  mill,  that 
he  was  lucky  it  hadn’t  been  washed  away.  He  was  quite 
unperturbed,  and  answered,  “My  mill  has  stood  a great 
many  of  these  little  freshets,  and  I guess  it  will  stand  a 
good  many  more.”  And  it  did,  until  1955. 

That  summer,  my  niece,  Mary  Howard,  was  staying 
with  us  and  she  took  a big  interest  in  our  herd  of  Jerseys 
pasturing  down  in  the  big  meadow  where,  much  later. 
Player  Crosby  had  his  airplane.  In  those  days,  we  owned 
that  meadow.  We  had  two  horses  then,  a big  palomino 
named  Rory  and  a small  blue  roan  mustang  pony  named 
Joe  Blow.  Mary  and  I rode  together  a lot.  We  were 
training  the  two  horses  to  jump  and  they  both  learned 
quickly.  We  both  road  bareback  most  of  the  time  and 
found  it  easier  to  sit  a horse  jumping  bareback  than  with  a 
saddle. 


Anne  on  Gibbie 


Then  the  rains  came!  And  it  rained  in  torrents  very 
much  like  our  recent  storm.  I have  never  seen  those  fields 
next  to  Breakneck  Road  so  completely  flooded  before,  or 
since.  There  were  a few  islands  that  didn’t  get  flooded  and 
the  cows  crowded  onto  them,  but  in  between,  it  was  deep 
water,  so  deep  that  we  realized  the  horses  or  at  least  Joe 
Blow  might  have  to  swim.  We  were  splashing  along  when 
suddenly  I realized  Joe  Blow  was  swimming.  It  was  a 
wonderful  sensation  to  be  riding  bareback  on  a swimming 
pony.  We  wanted  to  herd  the  cows  up  onto  higher  ground 
into  the  field  below  George’s  Red  House,  where  we  were 
living  at  the  time.  To  do  this,  the  cows  had  to  cross  Hop 
Brook  but  the  bank  on  the  side  where  the  cows  were,  was 
high  and  drier  than  the  rest  of  the  field.  We  collected  them 
along  this  drier  bank  where  they  all  huddled  together  not 
liking  the  idea  of  swimming  the  brook  to  reach  their  home 
field.  Yet  that’s  where  they  wanted  to  be.  They  milled 
around  not  quite  daring  to  take  the  plunge  when  suddenly 
the  old  lead  cow,  a splendid  Jersey  swaying  her  head  back 
and  forth,  finally  decided  to  plunge  into  the  swirling  water 
and  swam  across.  And  then  all  the  others  followed,  one  by 
one.  It  was  a thrilling  sight  and  so  satisfying  to  get  them 
safely  onto  higher  ground. 
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We  then  jumped  on  the  horses  who  swam  bravely 
across  while  we  clung  to  their  necks  and  manes  and  got 
completely  soaked.  It  was  quite  an  experience.  All  over 
the  valley  there  was  flooding  and  the  mill  dam  which  had 
stood  “so  many  freshets”  was  finally  washed  out. 

This  really  changed  the  look  of  the  village  very  much. 
Before  the  dam  was  washed  out,  from  the  bridge  opposite 
Tinker’s  Store  down  to  the  mill,  Hop  Brook  was  a 
“brimming  river”  with  water  level  with  the  banks  because 
of  the  dam.  There  were  pollarded  willow  trees  holding  the 
banks.  It  was  very  different  from  the  shallow  rushing 
stream  it  is  now. 


Arnold  Hayne’s  Favorite  Butter  Balls 

Sandy  Hayne 

2 cups  sifted  all-purpose  four  (I  use  the  dipping  method) 
% cup  granulated  white  sugar 
V2  teaspoon  salt 
Blend,  then  add: 

1 cup  soft  (not  runny  or  whipped  or  melted)  butter  or 
margarine 

2 teaspoons  vanilla  (do  not  use  substitute  flavoring) 

Blop  it  all  together,  mix,  squish  as  if  you  were  in 
kindergarten  playing  with  play-dough,  until  it  is  really  well 
blended. 

Then  add: 

2 cups  finely  minced  walnuts  or  pecans 
Shape  into  1-inch  balls. 

Bake  on  unareased  cookie  sheet  about  25  minutes  in  slow 
325-degree  oven  or  until  pale  brown. 

(They  will  not  spread  out  on  the  baking  sheet,  so  you 
can  usually  get  all  on  one  large  cookie  sheet.) 

While  warm  and  fresh  from  the  oven,  carefully  roll  in 
confectioners’  sugar.  For  variation,  I sometimes  make 
them  in  the  shape  of  pinkie  finger. 

After  baking,  roll  in  confectioners’  sugar. 

Then  dip  in  melted  chocolate  and  sprinkle  with  finely 
minced  walnuts. 

Can  be  frozen.  They  will  keep  well  in  an  air-tight 
container,  but  they  do  not  ship  well. 


Sandy  Hayne  with  grandchildren 
Oliver  and  Holden  and  A.J.  and  Sam 


Calf  and  hay 


Years  Ago  Farm  Work  in  Tyringham 

Donald  Hale 

Like  so  many  of  the  young  boys  in  Tyringham  in  the 
early  40’s,  I was  made  to  work  on  a farm,  namely  Sunset 
Farm.  I was  no  different  than  any  of  the  others  as  far  as 
work  was  concerned,  and  most  of  us  at  one  time  or 
another  had  duty  with  a pitchfork.  One  of  my  jobs  was  to 
spread  the  corn  silage  inside  the  silo  as  it  was  blown  in 
from  the  chopper.  You  shoveled  and  stomped  and 
stomped  and  shoveled. 

I was  barefoot  so  that  my  shoes  did  not  fill  up  with  the 
silage  as  it  came  into  the  silo  and  it  made  it  easier  for  me 
to  move  around  within  the  silo. 

All  of  a sudden,  a pitchfork  tine  went  through  my  foot 
as  easy  as  if  the  foot  was  butter.  Once  the  fork  had  been 
pulled  out,  I was  taken  to  the  farm  kitchen  where  my  Uncle 
Willis  applied  some  of  his  moistened  chewing  tobacco  to 
the  stab  wound,  and  my  mother  bound  it  up,  and  put  my 
shoe  on  and  sent  me  back  to  shoveling  corn  in  the  silo. 

THE  TOBACCO  DID  THE  TRICK. 


From  The  Improved  Housewife  By  a Married  Lady,  1850 

For  the  Heart-ache  or  Heart-burn 

For  the  one,  keep  a conscience  void  of  offense;  for  the 
other,  chew  magnesia  or  chalk,  or  drink  a tumbler  of  cold 
milk. 

To  Prevent  the  Quinsy,  or  Swollen  Glands, 
and  to  Cure  Sore  Throat 

Apply  freely,  daily,  or  every  time  of  washing  the  face,  cold 
water  under  the  chin  and  about  the  neck.  The  effect  has  been 
witnessed.  It  is  a sure  preventive.  The  toothache,  too,  will  be  a 
rare  visitor,  and  probably  a total  stranger.  Wash  your  children 
daily  and  thoroughly  in  cold  water,  as  the  best  preventive  of 
colds. 


Tyringham  is  the  Remedy 

Jean  Moore 

If  what  you  seek  is  a remedy  for  body  or  soul, 

Then  come  to  the  Tyringham  Valley 
And  look  for  something  small. 

You  may  find  it  on  a Hop  Brook  shimmering  stone, 

Where  a dragonfly’s  wings  dare  you  to  ignore 
The  power  of  so  fragile  a thing. 

Your  cure  may  be  found  up  high  on  the  Cobble, 

Where  a hawk’s  daily  flight  makes  a troubled  heart  soar 
Into  the  magic  of  so  common  a sight. 

Tyringham’s  the  place,  healing  is  at  its  core. 

The  remedy  is  here,  here  in  the  valley,  just  open  the  door. 


Jane  Dellea  and  Steve  Curtin,  with  Garrett 


Terry  Curtin,  reading  his  tribute  to  Betty, 
at  the  Town  Picnic,  2005 


Teeing  Up  With  Terry 

Terry  Curtin 

This  year’s  golfing  took  us  to  the  North  Adams  Country 
Club  to  a firemen’s  tournament.  Myself,  Gordon  Van 
Orman,  Ted  Bombadier,  and  Jim  Guach  (/one)  all  went. 
There  was  a par  three,  where  you  pay  five  dollars  each 
and  when  you  get  to  the  hole,  there  is  a clothes  line  rope 
there.  You  measure  your  ball  from  the  hole  to  your  ball. 

If  it  is  inside  the  rope,  you  get  a hole  in  one.  So  you  would 
take  a score  of  one  on  that  hole.  We  all  hit  and  went  to 
the  green.  Nobody  was  on  the  green  so  our  elderly 
statesman,  Gordon,  said  we  can’t  use  the  rope.  So  we 
took  3 shots  to  put  it  in  the  hole.  It  is  only  a nine-hole 
course,  so  we  played  it  again.  Nobody  hit  the  green  then 
either.  We  took  a 4 that  time.  When  we  played  the  next 
hole,  I noticed  another  group  measuring  their  ball  which 
was  in  a sand  trap.  They  measured  inside  the  rope  so 
they  said  we  got  a hole  in  one.  Give  us  one  on  the  hole.  I 
told  Teddy,  “Hey,  they  are  cheating”. 

That  night  at  supper  two  older  guys  were  at  the  table.  I 
told  them  about  the  guys  cheating  on  the  par  three.  They 
said,  no,  they  weren’t.  You  measure  your  ball  from 
anywhere  !!  If  it  is  inside  the  rope  it’s  a hole  in  one.  We 
all  looked  at  Gordon  when  they  gave  out  the  prizes.  We 
came  in  third  place  and  won  $160.  If  we  hadn’t  lost  those 
five  shots  on  the  par  three,  we  would  have  won  first  place. 

When  we  left,  Gordon  wanted  to  go  get  the  rope  and 
cut  it  up.  But  we  wouldn’t  let  him.  Gordon  made  a hole  in 
one  - the  first  of  his  life  - at  Greenock  Country  Club  in 
Lee  this  past  summer.  Congratulations,  Gordon. 

Our  son  Steve  and  his  wife  Jane  Curtin  have  a baby 
boy,  Garrett,  born  on  October  13,  and  I have  decided  to 
make  him  a golfer  (instead  of  a Red  Sox  fan).  I figure  by 
the  time  he  is  one,  I will  enroll  him  in  the  Cranwell  Golf 
School.  His  grandfather,  Jim  Dellea,  loves  to  hunt  and 
fish  so  he  can  keep  him  in  good  shape.  His  grandmoth- 
ers Marilyn  and  Rosemary  are  fantastic  cooks  so  they  can 
keep  him  on  a healthy  diet.  A teenaged  girl  just  turned  pro 
at  the  age  of  fifteen.  Nike  gave  her  $10  million  to  use 
their  equipment.  If  everything  goes  according  to  my  plan, 
when  Garrett  turns  15,  I’ll  give  Nike  a call. 

Well,  I have  to  go  to  Dick’s  Sporting  Store  to  look  for 
some  small  golf  clubs. 

I Yours  for  Tyringham. 


Chocolate  Chip  Pumpkin  Bread 

Tracy  Johnson 

2 cups  sugar 

3 cups  all-purpose  flour 
2 cups  canned  pumpkin 

2 teaspoons  ground  cinnamon 
Vz  cup  canola  oil 
% teaspoon  salt 
Vi  cup  fat-free  vanilla  pudding 
1 teaspoon  baking  soda 

4 large  egg  whites 

1 cup  semi-sweet  chocolate  chips 
cooking  spray 

Preheat  oven  to  350  ° 

Combine  first  5 ingredients  in  a large  bowl,  stirring  well 
with  a whisk. 

Lightly  spoon  flour  into  a dry  measuring  cup;  level  with  a 
knife. 

Combine  flour,  cinnamon,  salt  and  baking  soda  in  a 
medium  bowl,  stirring  well  with  a whisk. 

Add  flour  mixture  to  pumpkin  mixture,  stirring  only  until 
moist. 

Stir  in  chocolate  chips. 

Spoon  batter  into  2 (8x4-inch)  loaf  pans  coated  with 
cooking  spray. 

Bake  at  350  ° for  1 hour  and  15  minutes,  or  until  wooden 
pick  inserted  in  center  comes  out  clean. 

Cool  10  minutes  in  pans  on  wire  rack  and  then  remove 
from  pans. 

Cool  completely  on  wire  rack. 

Freezes  well. 


Chris  and  Tracy  Johnson,  Sam  and  Alex 


Not  for  the  Squeamish 

Toodie  Alsop 

One  winter  in  the  early  1930s,  the  Stockbridge  Bowl 
froze  over  with  black  ice.  Ice-skating  was  all  the  rage  and 
my  father  and  my  Uncle  John  persuaded  my  great  aunt  to 
let  them  have  some  old  sheets  for  making  sails.  Off  they 
went  with  the  wind;  it  looked  like  fun,  provided  you  were 
strong  enough  and  didn’t  hit  a rough  spot. 


It  was  also  the  day  of  Sonja  Henie.  Uncle  John  and 
Aunt  Anita  had  learned  to  waltz  on  skates  and  looked 
wonderful  going  around  in  circles  to  music  on  a wind-up 
victrola. 

Not  to  be  out-done  by  his  younger  brother  (they  were 
“Irish  Twins”  - only  eleven  months  apart),  my  father  had 
bought  fancy  skates,  taken  a few  lessons,  and  now 
sauntered  out  on  the  ice  to  cut  in  on  his  beautiful  sister-in- 
law.  Things  went  well  for  a moment,  my  father  looking 
gallant,  if  a bit  stiff,  with  his  lips  clamped  shut  with 
concentration.  All  of  a sudden,  he  caught  an  edge  and 
went  down.  Alas,  besides  the  injury  to  his  dignity,  the  hind 
point  of  his  right  skate  dug  a hole  into  the  shin  of  his  left 
leg. 


Toodie  Alsop 


After  days  in  the  hospital,  he  came  home  and  lay  in  bed 
with  his  leg  on  a pillow,  quite  a frightening  sight  to  me, 
accustomed  to  seeing  him  go  to  the  office  every  day. 
Doctors  came  and  went.  Those  were  the  days  of  doctors’ 
house  calls,  but  not  of  antibiotics.  It  seems  that  there  is 
very  little  circulation  in  the  neighborhood  of  one’s  shin- 
bone, and  as  time  went  by,  the  injury  refused  to  heal.  As  a 
last  measure  to  prevent  blood  poisoning,  the  doctors 
introduced  maggots  into  the  wound. 

Now  this  was  a total  shock  to  my  mother,  but  I,  being  at 
the  age  when  gore  is  fascinating,  was  definitely  interested. 
In  fact,  only  weeks  before,  our  science  teacher  had 
conducted  an  experiment  involving  blue-bottle  flies  in  a big 
jar  with  some  raw  hamburger.  Before  long,  they  laid  their 
eggs  in  the  meat  and,  behold,  maggots  were  crawling 
around  eating  the  now  not-so-savory  meat. 

I suppose  that  this  treatment  may  have  evolved  over 
centuries  of  wounded  soldiers  lying  on  battle  fields. 

Perhaps  some  doctor  noticed  that  there  were  lucky  ones 
who  did  not  need  amputation,  the  only  remedy  years  ago. 
Who  knows,  now  that  so  many  bacteria  are  becoming 
resistant  to  antibiotics,  and  so  many  people  are  allergic  to 
them,  doctors  may  once  more  resort  to  the  maggot  cure. 
For  cure  it  was.  My  father  became  an  avid  skier,  but  never 
took  any  more  fancy  skating  lessons. 
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Georgia  Birkett.  Catha  Rambush  and  Milly  McIntosh, 
mothers  of  twins,  1989 


How  to  Root  a Rose  (without  layering) 

Catha  Rambusch 

Choose  a piece  of  the  rose  stem  that  is  not  woody,  but 
is  flexible,  yet  not  too  young,  as  at  the  end  of  the  stem. 
Break  it  off  the  plant  leaving  a rough  end  (not  smooth  as 
when  one  clips  it).  Put  this  into  a glass  in  which  there  are 
leaves  of  willow.  Let  it  remain  there  until  one  can  see  the 
threads  of  roots  forming.  Gently  take  the  stem  out  of  the 
water  and  put  it  in  the  ground  where  you  would  like  the 
new  plant  to  grow.  Take  a screw  driver  or  sharp  stick  to 
make  the  small  deep  round  hole  into  which  is  inserted  the 
rose  stem.  Bury  at  least  half  of  its  length  and  cover  with  a 
large  glass  jar.  Leave  it  alone  for  at  least  a season. 

Gently  tug  the  rose  stem  to  see  if  the  roots  have  moved 
into  the  earth.  If  there  is  resistance,  remove  the  glass  jar. 
If  not,  leave  for  a while  longer. 

As  told  to  me  by  Michael  Ducar,  who  learned  this 
technique  from  his  mother. 


Catha  Rambush.  1976 


Gordon  and  Kate  - Seeing  America 

Gordon  Van  Orman 
(As  transcribed  - excerpts) 

In  1989  I had  traveled  pretty  extensively  driving  trucks, 
but  Kate  had  never  been  a lot  of  places  and  we  were  at 
point  in  our  lives  when  we  didn’t  have  a lot  of 
responsibilities.  So  we  decided  we’d  see  America!  Kate 
and  I and  her  sister  Rachel  left  here  on  Saturday,  June  10, 
1989.... 

Finally,  we  reached  the  Missouri  river,  and  the  next  day 
we  went  to  the  Badlands  of  South  Dakota,  which  are  aptly 
named.  It’s  this  horrendous  landscape,  I don’t  know  how 
to  describe  it.  You  have  to  be  there  to  believe  it.  There  is 
the  famous  Wall’s  Drug  Store  which  is  a giant  tourist  trap. 
Years  ago  it  was  the  only  place  you  could  get  water  out 
there.  It’s  grown  into  this  huge  place.  Once  in  a while  you 
can  see  bumper  sticker  that  says  “I’ve  been  to  Wall’s  Drug 
Store”.  Everybody  knows  where  and  what  it  is. . . . 

Then  we  headed  west  to  Wyoming  and  went  to  see  the 
Devil’s  Tower,  which  is  this  huge  stone  that  sticks  right  up 
out  of  the  earth,  300  feet  high.  It  was  in  the  opening  scene 
of  a sci-fi  movie  called  Close  Encounters  of  the  Third  Kind. 
Really  something  to  see.  People  were  scaling  the  outside 
of  it...  It’s  this  huge  thing,  sheer  straight  rock,  with  huge 
slabs  that  had  fallen  off.  They  show  you  how  they  find 
rabbits  and  snakes  up  there.  There  is  all  this  Indian  lore 
around  it.  You  can’t  see  the  top  because  it’s  so  steep. 

You  see  it  from  miles  away,  sticking  up  in  the  landscape. 
The  other  funny  thing  is  that  there  are  prairie  dogs  - whole 
colonies  of  them  - thousands  of  them  everywhere. 


Kate  and  Gordon  Van  Orman 


We  went  on  up  through  Buffalo,  Wyoming.  Johnson 
County  is  where  they  had  cattle  wars  in  the  1800s  - feuds 
between  the  ranchers  and  sodbusters  and  the 
homesteaders.  We  stayed  in  Sheridan  that  night,  and  we 
went  to  visit  a cattle  ranch  that  they’ve  made  into  a museum. 
It’s  like  in  the  old  westerns,  down  amongst  the  trees  by  the 
river,  and  there’s  a huge  old  ranch  house.  The  museum 
had  lots  of  western  and  Indian  art.  They  had  one  saddle 
belonging  to  Hopalong  Cassidy,  you  know,  William  Boyd  - 
remember  the  old  Saturday  afternoon  serials?  He  came 
there  a lot.  It  was  really  interesting. 


12 


Then  we  went  into  Cody,  Wyoming,  which  is  named  for 
Wild  Bill  Cody.  They  have  a Cody  Museum,  which  is  a 
great  place  - one  wing  with  just  western  art,  and  another, 
with  all  his  stuff  from  the  wild  west  shows  - all  the 
paraphernalia,  old  posters,  wagons  and  all  that.  In 
another  wing  they  had  all  western  Indian  paraphernalia. 
They  had  a whole  village  set  up.  You  can’t  imagine  how 
much  stuff  they  had  in  this  one  museum.  The  tribes  were 
probably  Crows  and  Utes,  maybe.  There  were  Sioux  up 
there,  because  it’s  not  far  from  where  the  Sioux  fought 
Custer.  They  had  another  wing  of  interest  to  hunters. 

They  had  all  different  guns,  from  flint  locks  right  up  to  the 
modern  age.... 

We  went  on  to  Yellowstone.  Everybody  should  go  there. 
We  stayed  right  on  Yellowstone  Lake  and  there  were  bison 
out  on  the  lawn.  Down  the  road  one  day  we  saw  some 
moose.  We  took  a bus  tour  of  the  lower  loop. ..you  know 
how  Yellowstone  is  laid  out...  and  we  went  to  Old  Faithful 
Lodge  and  saw  Old  Faithful.  The  interesting  thing  about 
Yellowstone  was  that  this  was  the  year  after  the  huge  fire, 
and  everything  was  burned,  but  some  places  were  just 
burned  and  other  places  were  just  green.  You  could  see 
new  growth  coming  up  through  the  burn.  Fishermen  were 
fly-fishing  the  first  day  of  fishing  season,  and  elk  were 
feeding  right  on  the  bank.  It  was  so  pretty,  like  a calendar. 

The  bus  driver  took  us  down  to  Yellowstone  River.  You 
couldn’t  fish  there  because  the  Cut  Throat  Trout  were 
coming  up  the  river,  right  through  the  rapids.  You  don’t  see 
that  every  day.  We  saw  elk,  but  we  never  saw  bear.  They 
had  signs  everywhere, ’’Beware  of  Bears”,  but  we  never  did 
see  one.  They  take  all  the  garbage  every  single  day  out  of 
Yellowstone.  All  the  cans  were  sealed. 

We  went  down  along  the  Snake  River,  and  they  were 
rafting  the  river  because  it  was  June  and  the  water  was  up 
and  then  over  in  Idaho  we  stopped  and  had  lunch  in 
Montpellier,  Idaho  (Kate  always  remembers  that,  because 
it’s  the  same  name  as  the  capital  of  Vermont,  where  she’s 
from).  The  place  mats  say  that’s  the  last  place  where 
Butch  Cassidy  and  the  Sundance  Kid  held  up  a bank. 

They  never  recovered  the  loot.  It’s  supposed  to  be  buried 
someplace.  All  western  lore.  Who  knows? 

We  went  up  to  a place  called  Price,  Utah.  It’s  way  up  in 
the  high  desert  country.  There  is  mining  up  there  for  iron 
ore  which  is  how  it  came  to  be.  It’s  very  sparse  country  of 
sage  brush.  You  see  Basque  sheep  herders  which  they’ve 
brought  in.  They  have  these  vast  sheep  herds,  with  those 
little  round  wagons  like  in  the  pictures.  They’d  be  on 
horseback  with  their  dogs.  They  graze  thousands  of 
acres.  Really  up  in  the  high  desert  country.  Next  day  we 
went  to  Green  River,  Utah.  It  was  78  miles  from  Price  to 
Green  River,  and  not  a house  in  sight.  Not  one  house.  You 
can’t  imagine  that  living  here  in  the  East.... 

Towards  the  end,  we  went  to  visit  our  daughter,  Brenda,  in 
Colorado  Springs  and  we  stopped  at  Royal  Gorge  on  the 
Arkansas  River.  That’s  the  highest  suspension  bridge  in 
the  world.  Kate  and  Rachel  went  across  there.  I went  and 
got  a coffee.  I’m  not  big  on  heights.  Not  my  thing. 


We  came  home  through  Manhattan,  Kansas  where  the 
University  of  Kansas  is.  The  reason  we  stopped  there  is  I 
got  real  worried.  The  sky  was  as  black  as  ink.  It  was  a 
tornado  kind  of  a night.  It  was  quiet  and  everything  got 
black.  I knew  there  was  a motel  in  Manhattan.  We  had  to 
drive  8 miles  off  the  Interstate  but  that  was  nothing.  Boy, 
there  was  quite  a storm.  The  sky  opened  up  and  it  stayed 
black 

We  had  no  trouble  finding  reservations.  We  did  some 
pretty  good  planning.  The  only  set  deal  we  had  was  we 
had  to  be  Yellowstone  because  we  had  reservations.  But 
the  rest  we  kind  of  winged  it.  We  put  on  5,700  miles.  I 
really  was  pleased  the  way  things  went.  Kate’s  sister  is  a 
great  lady  to  take  with  us  on  a trip.  We  were  gone  a long 
time,  but  the  country  is  so  vast.  I know  Europeans  don’t 
know  how  big  our  country  is.  The  western  states  are  so 
much  bigger  than  the  New  England  states.  I’ve  driven 
trucks  as  far  west  as  Texas  and  Kansas  and  Minnesota  and 
northern  states,  but  I rarely  really  had  a chance  to  look 
around.  Usually  you  can’t  find  a place  to  park  a truck. 


Kate  Van  Orman 


I would  hope  that  people  who  read  this  would  see  that  you 
have  to  plan  ahead,  but  we  just  decided  one  time  to  do  this. 
Kate  was  a little  apprehensive,  and  I might  have  been  a little 
bit,  but  we  had  a good  car  and  I don’t  worry  about  things. 
The  only  bad  spot  was  I left  my  good  new  hat  in  Appleton, 
Wisconsin.  I can  see  it  now  sitting  on  a bench. 

We  didn’t  have  any  problems.  If  you  want  a good  place 
to  eat,  go  where  all  the  pick  ups  are  parked.  That’s  where 
all  the  farmers  and  ranchers  are.  It’s  nice  to  go  into  a 
local  place,  like  Joe’s  Diner  here. ...We  had  breakfast  one 
morning  on  another  trip,  and  there  were  only  two  huge 
tables.  Everyone  sat  together.  That  way,  you  have  to  visit. 
You  can’t  just  sit  like  a bump  on  a log 

But  you  know,  whenever  I drove  a truck,  or  any  other 
time,. ..when  you  came  over  the  hill  up  there  by  the  gas 
stations  and  by  Lee  Lime,  and  you  could  look  down  the 
valley,  it  always  looked  good.  Tyringham’s  the  place  to  be. 
There’s  no  other  place  like  it. 
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More  old  fashioned  remedies,  from  Housekeeper 's 
Guide,  or  Every  Man  His  Own  Doctor.  1835) 

Inflamed  Eyes 

Leeches  may  be  applied  to  the  temples  or  under  the 
eyes  with  good  effect;  the  wounds  must  be  suffered  to  bleed  for 
some  hours. 

Cure  for  Corns 

Cut  your  corns  at  the  decline  of  the  oon,  then  take 
diaclon  plaster,  or  a lock  of  wool,  and  place  a hit  of  soft  soap 
in  the  middle  of  it.  Apply  it  once  or  twice  a day.  This  will,  with 
perseverance,  destroy  corns  of  every  description. 

The  Bite  of  a Viper 

Apply  bruised  garlic,  or  rub  the  place  immediately 
with  common  oil.  To  prevent  the  bite  of  a viper,  rub  the  hands 
with  juice  of  radishes. 

To  Take  Spots  Out  of  Linen 

Take  two  spoonfuls  of  the  juice  of  onions,  and  as  much 
of  lime  juice;  wet  it  two  or  three  times,  as  often  drying  it  by  the 
fire;  wash  it  immediately  in  a good  lather,  and  it  is  done. 

Foul  in  the  Foot  of  a Cow 

Let  the  foot  be  washed  clean  with  warm  urine,  then 
take  red  lead  four  drachms,  red  precipitate  one  drachm,  spirits 
of  turpentine  sufficient  to  form  an  ointment.  One  or  two 
dressings  commonly  effects  a cure  provided  the  standing  is  dry. 

Weak  Ankles 

Hold  the  ankles  in  cold  water  a quarter  of  an  hour 
morning  and  evening. 

Decline  of  Life 

Take  succotrine  aloes  one  ounce;  mix  in  one  quart  of 
British  compounds.  Drink  a wine  glass  full  every  other  day. 

The  patient  will  find  great  comfort  and  relief. 


To  Extract  a Clove,  Bean  or  Any  Artificial  Substance 
from  the  Nose  of  a Child 

Press  with  the  finger  the  well  nostril,  so  as  to 
completely  close  it,  at  the  same  time  fitting  your  lips  to  the 
child's  closely.  Blow  with  a sudden  puff  into  the  child’s  mouth. 
The  writer  thus  extracted  a clove  from  the  nose  of  a young 
child.  (From  The  Improved  Housewife. . . ) 


Alice  Dorman  Hale  with  her  dog,  c.1920 


Hot  Cross  Buns 

Alice  Hale 

This  recipe  has  come  down  through  the  Hale  family 
from  my  great-grandmother,  Alice  Dorman  Hale. 

2 cakes  Fleischmann’s  yeast 
2 cups  milk,  scalded  and  cooled 
2 tablespoons  sugar 
7 V2  cups  sifted  flour 
V2  cup  butter 
2/3  cup  sugar 
2 eggs 

>2  cup  raisins  or  currants 
V2  teaspoon  salt 

Dissolve  yeast  and  the  2 tablespoonfuls  sugar  in 
lukewarm  milk.  Add  3 % cups  flour  to  make  sponge.  Beat 
until  smooth.  Cover  and  let  rise  until  light  - about  one 
hour.  Add  butter  and  the  2/3  cup  sugar  creamed,  eggs 
well  beaten,  raisins  which  have  been  floured,  remainder  of 
flour,  or  enough  to  make  a moderately  soft  dough.  Add 
salt.  Turn  on  board,  knead  lightly,  place  in  bowl.  Set 
aside  in  warm  place  until  double  in  bulk.  Then  knead  but 
little,  roll  out  to  about  ^/4  inch  thick.  Cut  about  2-inch 
biscuits.  Do  not  set  too  close  in  baking  pan.  Let  rise  until 
light.  Glaze  with  white  of  egg  diluted  with  water.  Bake  15 
or  20  minutes.  When  taken  from  oven,  brush  with  sugar 
moistened  with  water. 

For  hot  cross  buns,  with  a sharp  knife  cut  a cross  on 
the  top  of  each  bun,  as  you  put  them  in  the  oven.  When 
taken  from  the  oven,  fill  the  cross  with  frosting 
(confectioners’  sugar  and  milk). 
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Theo  and  Trixie 


Theo’s  Tyringham  Remedies 

Theo  Kalogerakis,  aged  12 

1.lf  you’re  suffering  from  “l-need-a-good-view-os/s”, 
then  stroll  to  the  top  of  the  Cobble  and  take  in  the  view. 


Mincemeat  Squares 

Barbara  Adams 

Crust:  2 >2  cups  flour 

1 tablespoon  sugar 
1 teaspoon  salt 
Cut  in  1 cup  shortening 

Add  1 egg  yolk  and  enough  milk  to  make  V2  cup 
Form  dough. 

Roll  out  14  of  the  dough  to  fit  an  11  x 15-inch  pan  with 
small  edges. 

Spread  3 cups  prepared  mincemeat  on  the  dough  and 
cover  with  the  top  crust. 

Beat  1 egg  white  until  stiff  and  spread  on  top  crust. 

Bake  at  400  ° for  25  minutes. 

Cool  about  V2  hour. 

Then  drizzle  on  1 cup  of  confectioners’  sugar  mixed  with 
2-3  tablespoons  lemon  juice. 


2. If  you’ve  got  a bad  case  of  “l-need-to-see-little-kids- 
having-fun-while-dancing-os/s”,  go  to  the  Tyringham 
Volunteer  Fire  Company  Steak  Roast. 

3. If  you’re  quietly  bearing  the  pain  of  “l-need-to-see- 
something-amazing-os/s”,  look  for  a newborn  calf  in  a 
field,  or  investigate  the  side  of  a road  after  a good  rain 
and  find  a fiery  red  newt. 

4. If  you’re  in  agony  over  “l-need-to-see-a-funny-animal- 
related-event-os/s",  go  to  the  Tyringham  Pet  Show,  and 
look  for  the  kid  with  a pet  rat  who’s  just  won  the  prize  for 
“Most  Rodent-like”. 

5. If  you’re  feeling  the  misery  of  “I’m-stressed-out-os/s”, 
plunge  into  a pond  and  swim,  swim,  swim. 

6. If  your  protracted  illness  of  “l-need-to-meet-nice-people- 
and-come-to-a-beautiful-place-os/s”  simply  won’t  go  away, 
then  you  need  Tyringham.  It  will  cure  any  ailment  you 
have. 


Barbara  Adams  at  Magic  Wings 
in  background.  Ruth  Swart,  Maggie  Howard  and  Sandy  Hayne 


Don  Hale  with  butterfly 
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Rod  and  Judy  Miller,  Kristy  Berl,  Henning  Carlson, 
Donna  Heath  (Drake),  on  Peggy  at  Singlebrook 


Remember  When.... 

Donna  Heath  Drake 

...the  Block  dance  was  held  in  the  center  of  town. 
People  always  came  from  miles  around 
With  sawdust  on  the  street  and  the  stars  shining  bright, 
Good  music  - good  friends  - what  a fun  night! 

...the  “stage”  was  our  ride  into  Lee, 

Usually  in  hopes  to  see  the  latest  movie. 

But  then  of  course  was  the  long  walk  home 
A ride  might  come  along,  at  least  we  weren’t  alone. 

...the  fire  whistle  blew. 

That  piercing  sound  - was  it  someone  we  knew? 
Remember  Ashintully  and  also  Gilly’s  farm. 

So  much  destruction  - so  much  harm. 

...we  had  baseball  games  on  weekends  in  the  park. 

I think  Cap  had  a team  that  was  really  sharp. 

What  fun  we  had  cheering  for  our  favorite  teams. 
Where  did  those  days  go  - so  long  ago  it  seems. 

...our  school  was  open  and  alive, 
teaching  students  in  grades  one  through  five. 

Mrs.  Moore  and  Mrs.  Welch  we  could  safely  say. 
Probably  should  have  gotten  a lot  more  pay. 

...we  had  square  dances  on  Saturday  night. 

The  Town  Hall  shone  brightly,  alive  with  light. 

Candace  and  Harry  and  Cort  and  George  played. 

For  someone  to  dance  with,  I sat  there  and  prayed. 

...the  Cobble  was  all  snow  and  ice. 

And  by  the  time  you’d  slide  down  twice. 

Your  nose  was  froze  and  your  toes  felt  hot 

But  by  “gosh”  you  were  gonna  give  it  one  more  shot. 


...  the  Fuller  Brush  man  used  to  drop  in. 

With  everything  you’d  need  from  spices  to  medicine. 

He  always  seemed  to  have  a surprise  for  me 
A balloon  or  guns  - how  excited  I’d  be. 

...old  Peggy  - the  horse  pulled  the  winter  sleigh 
The  fun  we  always  had  on  a cold  winter’s  day. 

We’d  hook  our  sleds  to  the  back  and  off  we’d  go 
Our  laughter  could  be  heard  throughout  the  valley 
below. 

...we  would  gather  at  the  church  for  Halloween 
With  apprehension  running  high  to  be  the  best  they’d 
ever  seen. 

The  judges  had  it  tough,  for  all  tried  their  very  best 
To  be  the  winner  of  the  night  and  win  the  contest. 

General  Reber  took  a group  to  West  Point 
Army  lost  and  Navy  won.  What  a big  disappoint. 

He  always  took  us  swimming  at  the  lake  in  Monterey, 
What  excitement  we  all  shared  on  a hot  summer’s  day! 

...we  had  picnics  on  the  Cobble  at  the  top. 

It  seemed  like  below,  the  town  was  at  a stop. 

Our  hearts  were  pounding  from  the  climb  and  with 
delight 

For  far  below  us  were  our  homes,  what  a beautiful  sight. 

Can  you  tell  I love  my  town  that  I grew  up  in? 

I know  that  we’ll  never  see  those  special  times  again. 
The  friends  that  I made  back  then,  are  with  me  still 
today, 

A treasured  childhood  gift  - of  friendship  all  the  way. 

So  to  all  I hold  dear. 

With  the  coming  of  another  year. 

The  holidays  we’ve  shared  in  the  past. 

Are  memories  that  will  always  last. 

Happy  Holidays. 
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Penny  Borax,  Adam  and  David  Donald 


Mary  Garner  with  Red  Sox  trophy,  2005 


Remedy  for  treating  sinus  congestion 
and  headache 

Mary  Garner 


Make  up  a salt  water  solution  by  mixing  1/4  to  1/2 
teaspoon  of  salt  in  a glass  of  warm  water. 


Pour  the  water  into  your  cupped  hand  or  a shallow 
bowl. 


Put  your  nose  into  the  solution,  squeeze  one  nostril 
shut  with  your  finger  and  take  a vigorous  sniff  through  the 
other  nostril.  This  will  draw  the  salt  water  forcefully 
through  the  nostril  into  the  back  of  your  throat. 


As  the  water  is  passing  down  the  back  of  the  throat,  it 
may  induce  a cough  which  will  bring  up  accumulated 
mucus. 


Repeat  this  procedure  with  each  nostril  until  you 
expectorate  only  the  solution  which  you  are  inhaling. 


I did  this  when  I had  a severe  sinus  headache  for 
weeks  which  I tried  to  treat  with  over  the  counter 
medication  which  relieved  the  pain  only  marginally  and 
temporarily.  Within  minutes  of  using  the  above  method  my 
headache  was  gone. 


Matilda  Cake 

Penny  Borax 


This  recipe  is  from  the  Donald  Family  at  Birchwood  on 
Jerusalem  Road.  No  one  now  remembers  the  Matilda 
who  originated  the  recipe,  but  it  has  been  in  the  family 
since  the  time  of  the  grandmother  of  present  owners  John 
Donald,  Peggy  Snider  and  Alison  Donald.  It  is  now  the 
standard  family  birthday  cake. 

The  procedure  is  unusual  and  speaks  of  a time  when 
kitchens  more  commonly  contained  double  boilers  than 
food  processors. 


Put  in  a double  boiler: 

72  cup  milk 
yolk  of  one  egg 

2 ounces  (2  squares)  of  unsweetened  chocolate 


Cook  until  thick,  stirring  constantly. 
Add;  2 tablespoons  of  butter 
1 cup  of  sugar 
another  72  cup  milk 


Sift  together: 

1 14  cups  flour 
1 teaspoon  baking  soda 
1/8  teaspoon  salt 


Beat  the  chocolate  mixture  into  the  flour  mixture. 
Add:  1 teaspoon  vanilla 


Pour  batter  into  a square  8"  or  9"  pan. 

Bake  at  350  ° for  30  minutes  or  until  it  tastes  done. 


When  cool,  frost  with  a rich  chocolate  frosting. 


The  Tyringham  Valley 


Berkshire  Eagle.  August  29,  1965 
Courtesy  of  Alice  Hale 

One  summer  while  he  was  President  of  the  United 
States,  Grover  Cleveland  occupied  a home  in  Tyringham 
Valley.  Robb  de  Peyster  Tytus,  the  celebrated 
Egyptologist,  built  a beautiful  home  on  the  slope  of  a hill 
as  one  faces  south  in  the  Valley  and  named  it  Ashintully. 
Later,  it  burned  to  the  ground,  leaving  only  a chimney 
standing,  when  a brush  fire  penetrated  the  building 
because  vines  had  crept  between  the  bricks  and  stones  of 
which  Ashintully  was  built. 

But  none  of  these  things  give  the  Tyringham  Valley  its 
deserved  fame.  If  one  enters  the  valley  from  the 
approximate  North  and  East  Lee,  one  sees  before  him  a 
broad,  lush  meadow  with  cattle  grazing,  and  even  in  this 
summer  of  so  much  drought  the  meadows  of  the  valley 
have  remained  green. 

There  are  men  who  have  crossed  the  Canadian 
Rockies  with  their  snow-capped  mountains  and  lovely 
waters,  there  are  men  who  have  viewed  the  majesty  of  the 
Matterhorn  and  there  are  men  who  have  seen  the  Bay  of 
Naples  of  which  it  used  to  be  said:  “See  the  Bay  of 
Naples  and  die,”  in  the  belief  that  it  was  the  loveliest  spot 
on  earth. 

But  it  is  the  verdict  of  some  men  who  have  seen  those 
views  that  no  one  of  them  can  compare  with  the 
Tyringham  Valley.  Men  return  to  it  year  after  year,  as  men 
return  to  a shrine,  because  to  them  it  is  the  loveliest  place 
on  earth. 


Mat7  Fisher  Curtin 
(1913-2005) 


Mary  was  born  on  May  1 , 1 91 3,  in  New  York  City,  the 
daughter  of  Mary  Coakley  and  Leroy  Fisher.  She  was 
raised  in  New  York,  graduating  from  Julia  Richardson 
Girls  High  School  in  1931  and  from  Katherine  Gibbs 
College  in  1932. 

She  spent  her  summers  at  the  home  of  her 
grandparents,  Mary  Curtin  Coakley  and  John  Coakley, 
in  Stockbridge.  She  often  visited  the  Curtin  Farm, 
“Hemlock  Ledge”  in  Tyringham. 

Upon  graduating  from  college,  she  worked  at  the 
Metropolitan  Insurance  Company  in  Manhattan. 

Mary  and  Carl  Curtin  were  married  in  1935  and  she 
moved  to  Tyringham  in  1939  when  they  bought  the 
Tinker  General  Store.  She  and  Carl  rented  the  Tinker 
(later  Lunt)  house  next  door  while  renovations  over  the 
store  were  being  done.  They  had  two  children,  Carl  and 
Eugene. 

Carl  ran  the  General  Store  and  Post  Office  until  his 
death  in  1967,  at  which  time  Mary  took  over  the 
operation  of  the  store  and  became  Postmaster.  She  ran 
the  business  until  1975,  when  she  retired.  She  moved 
to  Lenox  in  1983. 

She  was  active  in  many  community  and  civic 
functions,  as  a member  of  the  Berkshire  Garden  Club, 
the  Tuesday  Club  of  Stockbridge,  and  the  Hop  Brook 
Community  Club  of  Tyringham,  just  to  name  a few.  She 
also  traveled  extensively  through  Europe,  Canada  and 
the  United  States. 

Mary’s  passion  was  singing.  She  participated  in  St. 
Mary’s  and  St.  Ann’s  Church  choirs  and  several  concert 
choirs  of  the  Berkshires,  singing  solo  parts. 

In  her  later  years  when  she  was  unable  to  drive,  she 
would  love  to  visit  Tyringham  and  reminisce  about  her 
youth  and  her  years  living  here  in  the  valley. 

She  died  on  Sunday,  August  14"’,  2005,  having  lived  a 
long  and  interesting  life. 

' Carl  and  Gene  Curtin 


Sissy  and  granddaughter  Madison 


Janice  (“Sissy”)  Irene  Curtin 
(1952-2005) 

On  April  16'^  2005  a true  treasure  was  taken  from  us 
all.  This  is  when  the  best  wife,  mom,  gramma,  daughter, 
sister  and  friend  became  our  guardian  angel.  My  mom 
was  born  on  August  1,  1952  to  Joseph  and  Marion  Whalen 
in  Pittsfield,  Massachusetts.  As  a child  she  suffered  from 
rheumatic  fever  and  the  measles,  but  with  the  help  of  Mrs. 
Welch,  she  was  able  to  finish  grade  school.  She  went  on 
to  Lee  High  School  where  she  was  a majorette  and 
graduated  in  1970.  Shortly  out  of  high  school  she  met  the 
man  of  her  dreams.  She  conned  my  dad  into  getting 
married  in  three  months  because  she  said  her  friend  Liz 
Feasel  had  to  go  back  to  Scotland.  Well,  guess  what?  Liz 
never  went  back  to  Scotland.  They  were  married  on 
September  4'^  1 97 1 and  had  a marriage  that  many  can 
only  dream  of. 

“Sissy”,  or  “Sis”,  was  an  acquired  nickname  when  she 
was  a child.  Many  didn’t  know  her  first  name  was  Janice. 
She  didn’t  mind.  She  liked  Sis  or  Sissy  better.  Sissy  and  I 
had  our  house  built  in  1 972  on  property  that  we  bought  from 
Ward  McCarthy.  We  raised  three  children  here  on  a place 
that  we  thought  the  most  beautiful  in  town.  Many  times  we 
joked  that  if  we  had  a quarter  for  everyone  who  stopped 
and  took  pictures  of  the  horses  and  meadows,  we  could 
probably  retire.  We  were  fortunate  enough  to  have  the  old 
McCarthy  farm  (now  owned  by  Nick  Kelley)  to  use  almost 
as  our  own  for  the  past  25  years.  Lori’s  pony  Cocoa  was 
the  first  horse,  and  through  the  years  there  have  been  4-7 
horses  here.  Next  to  her  family,  I think  Sissy  loved  the 
horses  the  best.  I hope  many  of  you  will  remember  her  in 
the  saddle  of  her  horse  or  in  her  buggy,  with  a big  smile 
and  wave  for  everyone. 

In  the  past  8 years.  Sissy  and  I became  gramma  and 
grampa  to  Madison  and  Colby  Curtin.  She  loved 
spending  time  with  them  - baking  in  the  kitchen,  walking. 


playing  games,  riding  horses,  sliding  in  the  winter,  and,  this 
past  winter,  show-shoeing.  They  loved  their  gramma.  Often 
I would  jokingly  tell  them  that  I was  the  boss  here,  but  they 
always  said  that  gramma  was  the  boss  and  they  were  right. 

Sissy  worked  for  the  Board  of  Selectmen  as  Town 
Secretary.  She  served  as  Town  Clerk  for  the  Town  and 
was  also  a member  of  the  Arts  Council.  Sissy  was  a 
Justice  of  the  Peace  and  performed  many  weddings 
which  she  loved  to  do.  Sissy  was  always  willing  to  pitch  in 
and  help  in  any  way  that  was  needed.  She  was  a 
member  of  the  Tyringham  Ridge  Runners  Snowmobile 
Club  and  served  as  Treasurer.  She  loved  to  sing  and  was 
a member  of  the  Gospel  singing  group,  “Wings”.  She  also 
filled  in  at  the  Library  when  needed.  She  helped  put  on 
many  plays,  Halloween  parties  and  church  suppers. 

When  there  was  an  event,  whether  it  was  family,  neighbor 
or  community.  Sissy  was  a willing  volunteer. 

Sissy  loved  to  travel  and  meet  people  and  do  different 
things.  Through  the  years,  we  went  to  Tennessee, 

Virginia,  Maine,  Florida,  Utah,  to  a dude  ranch, 

Washington  State,  Ireland,  Australia  and  Canada.  Earlier 
this  year.  Sissy  told  my  sister,  “I’ve  been  a lot  of  places 
and  crossed  off  everything  on  my  list.  I need  to  make  a 
new  list”. 

Sissy  had  a heart  of  gold  and  she  was  not  a materialistic 
person.  She  always  saw  the  glass  half  full  and  not  half 
empty.  She  was  friendly  and  kind-hearted  to  all,  even  to 
people  who  knew  her  only  casually.  She  loved  her  family, 
horses  and  this  town  more  than  words  could  express.  We 
all  have  fond  memories  of  her. 

The  one  thing  we  know  for  sure  is  that  this  world,  town 
and  family  have  lost  one  of  the  nicest,  most  good-hearted, 
and  kindest  persons  on  this  earth. 

We  love  you  and  you  are  sadly  missed  every  day. 

Sissy’s  family 
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Edward  Shattuck  Fennelly 
(1939-2005) 

W.W.E.D.  What  do  those  initials  stand  for?  I’ll  get 
to  that  later.  My  father,  Ed  Fennelly,  passed  away  last 
April.  Boy,  do  I miss  him.  He  was  born  and  raised  in 
Tyringham.  A true  native  in  every  sense  of  the  word.  He 
raised  his  family  amongst  his  closest  friends  in  the  town 
that  he  cherished.  He  loved  being  in  Tyringham.  He 
hunted  the  mountains,  cultivated  the  soil,  and  tapped  the 
maples. 

My  father  was  a lover  of  life.  He  always  had 
something  going  on,  something  on  the  “burner”  - whether 
it  was  town  politics  or  just  puttering  around  in  his  pickup, 
which  he  did  right  up  to  the  end.  He  was  involved  with 
the  fire  department,  police  department  and  worked  for  the 
highway  department  for  a few  years.  He  was  selectman 
and  assessor  and  I’m  sure  he  was  on  several  other 
committees  that  I don’t  even  know  about.  His  town  was 
important  to  him  and  I think  he  felt  he  was  giving  back  to 
it  the  joy  that  it  gave  him. 

My  father  was  a hard  worker.  A real  man.  Tough  as 
nails.  He  supported  our  family  with  his  bare  hands  and 
muscle.  I say  this  because  the  work  he  did  was  back- 
breaking. I don’t  think  he  ever  held  a desk  job. 

Probably  would  have  driven  him  nuts.  That  being  said, 
through  all  my  years  in  his  house,  I don’t  recall  him  ever 
complaining  about  having  to  go  to  work.  I guess  that 
how  old  Yankees  are.  He  was  instilled  with  this  work 
ethic  by  the  old  farmers  that  he  worked  for  while 
growing  up  in  town  or  when  he  worked  on  many  of  the 
houses  in  Tyringham,  and  I think  he  took  great  pride  in 
that.  When  I say  my  father  was  as  tough  as  nails,  I 
don’t  mean  just  physically.  Mentally  he  was  tougher 
than  anyone  I have  ever  known.  In  New  England, 
maybe  it’s  called  stubbornness.  Nonetheless,  when  he 
put  his  mind  to  something,  he  just  did  it.  For  years,  my 
father  drank  and  smoked.  One  day  he  decided  to  quit 


drinking,  so  he  did.  Simple  as  that.  Never  had  a 
beer  again.  Same  with  smoking.  Just  quit.  When 
my  mother  would  ask  him  how  he  did  it,  he  would 
tell  her  that  if  he  started  again  he  would  have  to  go 
back  to  the  beginning  and  start  over,  so  he  would 
just  do  one  day  at  a time.  That  is  will  power! 

Tough  as  nails. 

Even  though  he  was  a man’s  man,  it  didn’t 
mean  he  wasn’t  a caring  guy.  In  fact,  he  was 
quite  selfless.  When  Sissy  Curtin  passed  away, 
my  father’s  main  concern  was  for  one  of  his  best 
friends,  Joe  Whalen.  Even  though  he  himself 
was  only  days  away  from  Heaven’s  gate,  he  was 
worried  about  Joe  and  the  rest  of  Sissy’s  family. 
Throughout  his  illness  he  never  complained  about 
it  and  when  asked  how  he  dealt  with  it,  he  would 
brush  it  off  as  no  big  deal.  He  would  say,  “I  can’t 
sit  around  and  feel  sorry  for  myself!”  I imagine  he 
did  not  want  us  to  worry  about  him  so  he  never 
really  showed  just  how  sick  he  was.  Such  a brave  and 
selfless  man. 

What  some  do  not  know  is  that  my  father  was  a closet 
genius.  My  father,  even  though  he  never  graduated  high 
school,  was  extremely  smart.  He  read  anything  he  could 
get  his  hands  on  - magazines,  newspapers,  books,  and  in 
the  last  few  years,  the  internet.  His  mental  range  and  his 
ability  to  retain  information  were  just  astounding.  From 
Civil  War  battles,  to  baseball,  to  Fortune  500  executives, 
to  anything.  I could  ask  him  anything  and  he  would  have 
an  answer  for  me.  If  he  did  not  know  the  answer  that 
instant,  he  would  find  out  about  it.  Could  be  a week  or 
two  later,  but  he  would  ask  if  I remembered  asking  him  a 
certain  question  and  then  go  on  to  give  me  the  low-down. 
The  same  went  for  advice.  If  ever  I had  a problem  and 
did  not  know  what  to  do,  I would  ask  him.  It  could  have 
been  anything  from  marital  advice  to  work  problems  to 
what  kind  of  oil  to  buy  for  my  ATV.  He  always  gave  good, 
sound,  logical  advice.  I think  that’s  what  I’ll  miss  most 
about  him.  Sometimes  now  I feel  lost  without  his 
direction.  I want  to  call  him  but  then  I realize  he’s  not 
there  anymore,  so  I’m  left  to  figure  things  out  for  myself. 

That  brings  me  back  to  the  initials.  Sometimes  you’ll 
see  a bumper  sticker  or  a sign  with  the  initials  W.W.J.D.  or 
W.W.J.D.D.  They  mean.  What  Would  Jesus  Do,  or,  if 
you’re  a Red  Sox  fan.  What  Would  Johnny  Damon  Do. 
Well,  my  motto  from  now  on  is  going  to  be  W.W.E.D. 

What  would  Ed  Do.  Maybe  I’ll  have  a T-shirt  made.  Then 
again,  maybe  not.  My  father  would  probably  advise  me 
that  it  would  not  be  a good  idea  and  that  my  money  could 
be  better  spent  elsewhere.  He  wouldn’t  want  any 
attention  drawn  his  way.  Selfless. 

We  miss  you.  Dad.  Love, 

Darrell  Fennelly 
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Council  on  Aging 


Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company 

The  Fire  Company  was  called  out  32  times  this  year, 
as  of  November  4,  2005. 

We  had  another  successful  year  with  our  fundraising. 
The  steak  and  fish  roast  was  again  sold  out;  I had  to  turn 
people  away  at  the  gate.  Thanks  go  out  to  all  who  helped 
out  and  especially  the  women  who  came  and  helped. 
Without  you,  we  couldn’t  do  it.  The  two  pancake 
breakfasts  were  also  very  busy  and  quite  successful.  It 
takes  a lot  of  work  to  put  these  events  on  and  thanks  again 
to  all  the  firemen  and  women  who  do  all  that  work. 

We  were  very  busy  during  the  “Flood  of  ‘05".  We 
received  12  72  inches  of  rain  on  October  7-8,  and  down 
here  in  the  valley,  the  flooding  was  bad.  Firemen  were 
pumping  cellars  all  night;  roads  were  washed  out,  bridges 
jammed  up  with  debris,  and  tubes  were  plugged  up.  Merry 
Brook  and  Camp  Brook  were  filled  up  with  stones  and 
boulders  that  came  down  the  mountain  and  had  to  be  dug 
out  with  excavators  and  bulldozers.  As  far  as  I am 
concerned,  this  must  have  been  the  “100-year  flood”. 

From  October  7 through  October  24,  I recorded  18  Va 
inches  of  rain. 

“RAIN,  RAIN,  GO  AWAY.” 

ThankYou  James  J.  Curtin,  Fire  Chief 


During  the  year,  the  Tyringham  COA  offered  a variety  of 
activities  to  a number  of  our  citizens  over  the  age  of  sixty. 

At  our  monthly  pot  luck  luncheon  meetings,  we  had 
educational  sessions  on  historical  issues  such  as  the  1847 
separation  of  Monterey  and  Tyringham,  and  on  flying  in  war 
and  peace.  We  had  a lecture  on  Chinese  brush  painting, 
and  on  the  pharmacy  program.  We  also  visited  “Magic 
Wings”,  a butterfly  exhibit  in  Deerfield,  and  enjoyed  musical 
entertainment  during  a blizzard  in  January.  Our  weekly 
Tuesday  exercise  classes,  held  at  1 :30,  are  growing  in  size, 
as  are  our  popular  coffee  hours  which  take  place  in  the 
Town  Hall  Meeting  Room  on  Tuesday  and  Thursday 
mornings  from  1 0 to  11 :30. 

Notices  of  our  activities  are  sent  out  to  all  our  senior 
citizens  in  the  hope  that  more  will  join  us. 

Barbara  Adams,  Chair 


At  the  C.O.A.  Coffee  Hour 


Jim  Curtin 
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Union  Church  in  Tyringham 


Valley  Club 

This  year  our  annual  flowers  bloomed  beautifully.  The 
planting,  watering  and  weeding  found  many  willing  hands. 

Our  group  of  busy  ladies  found  time  for  a covered  dish 
supper  at  Barb  Adams’,  a Christmas  party  at  Chris  Curtin’s, 
and  an  evening  meal  at  the  Grouse  House  in  Otis.  All  of  our 
other  meetings  were  held  at  the  Town  Hall. 

Next  year,  we  will  hold  our  flea  market  in  July so 

be  prepared! 

We  enjoy  our  camaraderie  and  welcome  any  new 
members  who  would  like  to  join  our  happy  group. 

Ruth  Heath,  President 


Ruth  Heath  at  her  70th  birthday 


Tyringham 


Runners 


Ridge 


The  Ridge  Runners  thank  land  owners  for  their  contin- 
ued support  without  which  we  would  be  unable  to  enjoy 
snowmobiling  as  a club.  We’ve  already  been  out  this  year 
thanks  to  the  Thanksgiving  snow. 

Our  officers  are  President  Noah  Choquette,  Vice  Presi- 
dent Rob  Kimberley,  Treasurer  Lori  Curtin,  Secretary  Nicky 
Choquette.  Lori  and  I are  representatives  to  the  Snowmo- 
bile Association  of  Massachusetts. 

Our  meetings  are  at  7 pm  at  the  Fire  House  on  the  sec- 
ond and  fourth  Wednesdays  of  January,  February  and 
March  with  an  April  meeting  if  appropriate. 

If  you  are  interested  in  joining  us  or  would  like  more  in- 
formation, please  call  any  of  the  above  officers. 

Noah  Choquette 


The  Tyringham  Union  Church 
extends  a warm  invitation  to  all,  to 
worship  with  us  on  Christmas  Eve 
at  our  Candle  Light  Service.  This  year  it  will  at  6 o’clock  in 
the  evening. 

As  the  Pastor  of  the  Union  Church,  I am  heart-warmed 
to  see  the  support  that  Tyringham  folk  have  shown  for 
their  town  and  for  one  another.  Many  thanks  to  all  who 
donated  goods  for  our  church  tag  sale  and  for  all  the  help 
on  our  church  suppers! 

This  year  we  had  lots  of  fun  with  the  children  who 
learned  folk  songs  with  Sue  Choquette  during  our  summer 
camp  and  recently  put  on  a Christmas  pageant. 

Union  Church  is  your  community  church,  and  all  are 
welcome  to  our  regular  service  on  Sunday  mornings  at  11 
o’clock. 

Blessings,  Pastor  Janet  McKinstry 


Julie  Slater,  Sue  Choquette,  Rachel  Cogswell,  Megan  Cort, 
Pastor  Janet 

Paige  Barry,  Colby  Curtin, 

Anita  Curtin,  Kara  Curtin,  Madison  Curtin.  Quinn  Barry 


Quinn  Barry,  Megan  Cort.  Anita  Curtin  (standing).  Rachel 
Cogswell,  Kara  Curtin.  Colby  Curtin.  Madison  Curtin. 
Paige  Barry  (front) 
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Tyringham  Library 


The  Tyringham  Library  is  100  years  old  this  year, 
having  been  completed  in  1905  and  dedicated  during  Old 
Home  Week  of  that  year.  It  housed  the  library  and  the 
town  offices.  When  the  Town  Hall  was  renovated  and  the 
town  office  moved  to  that  building,  the  Historical 
Commission  used  the  rooms  until  it  was  moved  to  the 
School  House.  That  area  was  taken  over  by  our  enlarged 
post  office. 

In  browsing  through  old  books  it  is  interesting  to  see 
the  names  of  so  many  old  families  in  town,  many  no 
longer  with  us.  One  can  even  track  the  arrival  of  new 
families  in  town.  It  is  also  possible  to  see  how  reading 
preferences  have  changed  over  the  years.  We  are  now  in 
an  era  where  suspense,  mystery,  crime  and  political 
intrigue  have  caught  our  attention  and  romance  and 
historical  novels  seem  to  have  taken  a back  seat. 

Videos,  DVDs  and  audio  books  have  become  very 
popular  with  our  patrons  and  we  are  adding  more  all  the 
time  along  with  new  books.  We  also  welcome 
suggestions  for  new  material  to  add  to  our  collection. 

We  would  like  to  encourage  everyone  to  visit  us  at  the 
Library.  We  are  open  Tuesday  afternoons  from  3 to  5 pm, 
and  Saturday  mornings  from  10  until  noon.  Please  come 
and  admire  this  part  of  our  beautiful  building. 

Mary  Garner,  Librarian 
Kathleen  Van  Orman  and 
Teresa  Mottarella,  Trustees 


Alice  Slater,  April  Slater  (Roche) 
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VITAL  STATISTICS 


From  the  Office  of  the  Town  Clerk: 

Tyringham  Vital  Statistics 


BIRTHS: 

December  6,  2004 

Andrew  Robert  Albert 
to  Michael  and  Shawn  Albert 

April  4,  2005 

Luke  William  Roche 
to  William  and  April  Slater  Roche 

DEATHS: 

April  16,  2005 

Janice  Whalen  Curtin 

April  21,  2005 

Edward  Shattuck  Fennelly 


Olive  and  daughter-in-law.  Dot  Loring 


Honors  to  Olive  Loring 

On  July  10,  2005,  at  the  Great  Barrington  Rehab 
and  Nursing  Center,  our  beloved  friend  and  neighbor, 
Olive  Loring,  got  “caned”.  With  the  full  endorsement 
of  the  Board  of  Selectmen,  she  received  one  of 
Tyringham’s  highest  honors  by  being  awarded  the  Town 
Gold  Cane  as  the  oldest  Tyringham  resident. 

Present  at  this  ceremony  which  took  place  in  a 
private  room  at  the  facility,  were  Barbara  Adams,  Chair 
of  the  Tyringham  Council  on  Aging,  Marion  Leach,  Dot 
Loring  and  Maggie  Howard,  along  with  some  of  Olive’s 
friends  and  colleagues  at  the  facility.  Refreshments 
were  served. 

Olive,  in  her  signature  baseball  cap,  looked  far 
younger  than  her  90  years. 
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Maggie  Howard 


Selectmen 

Well,  here  it  is  another  year  gone  by.  It  was  a busy 
year  for  us.  We  have  a new  member  on  the  Board  - 
Chris  Johnson  - who  resides  at  Stonebridge  Way  with  his 
wife  Tracy  and  two  boys.  Our  Road  Superintendent , Les 
Beebe,  continues  to  accomplish  any  task  that  comes  up 
on  our  roads  and  infrastructure  and  in  many  cases  saving 
the  town  thousands  of  dollars.  A case  in  point  was 
placing  a new  culvert  inside  an  old  one  at  Bob  Alsop’s  and 
pouring  a type  of  cement  around  it,  saving  the  town  a lot 
of  money.  He  also  has  a good  team  working  together  with 
him.  This  project  passed  the  test  very  well  during  our 
2005  flood.  Our  “self-proclaimed”  CEO  of  the  Transfer 
Station  (Terry  Curtin),  continues  to  keep  a very  lean 
operation  and  everything  is  working  fine  including  our  bear 
fence.  We  have  a new  face  in  our  Highway  Department  - 
Andy  Slater  - who  is  doing  a good  job.  We  now  have 
three  in  the  Department  and  they  are  doing  all  the  mowing 
also. 

Our  main  road  project  is  still  on  the  stove  and  moving 
up  to  the  front  burner.  We  are  hoping  for  real  progress  by 
Spring  of  2006.  This  continues  to  be  an  unsafe  road  and 
very  difficult  for  our  highway  workers,  especially  in  the 
winter  trying  to  keep  it  plowed.  We  also  continue  to  have 
accidents.  We  are  still  hoping  to  get  the  land  from  Harry 
and  Janet  Knowles  for  a new  Highway  Garage,  which  is  in 
a snag  at  present  with  the  Department  of  Environmental 
Protection.  Harry  and  Janet  have  graciously  offered  to 
give  land  to  the  Town  for  that  much  needed  project. 

We  have  appointed  Tim  Kelly  from  Lee  as  our  new 
part-time  police  officer.  Pat  Holian  is  in  the  Police 
Academy  in  West  Springfield  and  doing  very  well. 

We  appointed  Jim  Guachione  to  the  Police 
Commission  and  Paul  Freed  to  the  Planning  Board.  We 
also  have  Chris  Curtin  on  board  as  part-time  help  in  the 
Post  Office  along  with  Betty  Cernik  and  Maggie  Howard. 

We  have  just  had  the  flood  of  the  century  on  October  8 
2005.  We  received  about  12-13  inches  of  rain  in  October 
and  it  rained  just  before  and  right  after  about  18  inches 
total.  We  had  a lot  of  damage  to  our  roads  and  also  the 
Town  Hall.  We  had  about  two  to  three  feet  of  water 
running  under  our  Town  Hall.  We  lost  our  furnace  which 
was  very  old  and  insufficient.  I worked  with  Les  and  Andy 
removing  everything  we  could  before  the  water  got  too 
high.  Everything  was  removed  to  higher  ground.  The  Fire 
Company  worked  through  the  night  and  weekend  pumping 
cellars  from  Cerniks’  to  Bravo’s.  Many  lost  furnace 
motors,  etc.  The  water  at  Neil  Curtin’s  was  touching  his 
floor  joists  with  much  damage  to  the  contents  of  his  cellar. 
All  the  brooks  along  Main  Road  were  running  over  the 
main  road.  We  had  a lot  of  damage  on  Jerusalem, 

Barnes,  Brace,  George  Canon,  Breakneck,  McCarthy, 
Webster,  Cooper  Creek  and  Main  Road  in  some  areas.  I 
want  to  express  my  sincere  thanks  to  Les  and  his  crew  for 
the  phenomenal  work  they  did  in  fixing  the  damage  to  our 
roads  and  making  them  passable  in  a very  short  time.  We 
are  still  working  on  some  of  them.  Also  Fire  Chief  James 


Curtin  and  his  members  did  an  excellent  job  throughout 
the  weekend.  We  have  some  very  dedicated  volunteers. 

We  have  been  trying  to  get  all  permissions  and  permits 
to  help  relieve  much  of  the  water  at  its  main  source  by 
Park  Bridge,  which  would  help  about  15  homeowners 
downstream,  not  only  with  their  homes  but  also  with  their 
septic  systems.  We  are  still  working  very  hard  on  that 
project  and  hope  to  have  something  soon. 

This  year  I received  a plaque  from  the  Berkshire 
County  Selectmen’s  Association  at  their  dinner  meeting  at 
the  Egremont  Country  Club.  State  Representative  Smitty 
Pignatelli  presented  me  with  this  award  for  27  years  of 
dedicated  service  to  the  Town  of  Tyringham.  I feel  very 
proud  of  this  and  hope  to  continue  to  work  in  the  best 
interest  of  the  Town  as  I always  have. 

Our  Executive  Secretary,  Molly,  continues  to  keep  up 
with  the  everyday  running  of  the  Town,  along  with  an  assist 
from  Mimi.  Marilyn  and  her  assistants  are  keeping  the 
mail  moving. 

On  behalf  of  the  Board  of  Selectmen,  we  wish  you  all  a 
very  safe  and  happy  holiday  season. 

Peter  L.  Curtin,  Chairman 
Board  of  Selectmen 


Flood  damage  on  Jerusalem  Road 
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The  First  Tyringham  Garden  Tour 

Betty  Bean 

What  started  as  a casual  (wouldn’t  it  be  nice  to  do  a 
Tyringham  Garden  Tour?),  became  over  a year’s  worth  of 
planning  and  hard  work.  We  were  so  fortunate  to  have 
such  enthusiastic  and  generous  Tyringham  residents  who 
agreed  to  accept  the  challenge  of  being  a site  for  the  very 
first  Tyringham  Garden  Tour. 

June  25  dawned  a very  hot  and  muggy  day,  not  unlike 
most  of  the  summer.  Our  Hop  Brook  members  gallantly 
withstood  the  heat  to  welcome  all  of  the  gardens’  visitors. 

We  had  narrowed  the  tour  down  to  eight  gardens,  with  each 
garden  offering  a unique  experience.  The  tour  wound  its 
way  through  the  valley  as  well  as  up  to  two  gardens  at 
Fernside. 


The  Cowells  ’ garden,  featured  in  the  Garden  Tour 


Most  of  the  “tourees”  started  at  the  Cowell’s  Naoussa 
Gallery  (a  restored,  renovated  Shaker  Barn)  and  sculpture 
garden.  The  garden  offered  great  views  of  the  valley  and 
unique  sculpture  settings.  Fortunately,  our  Tyringham 
police  had  stationed  themselves  at  the  beginning  of  the  tour 
and  moved  people  along  to  other  sites  if  it  got  too  crowded. 

The  next  stop,  for  most,  was  the  Alsop’s  Sky  Hill  Farm. 
This  included  their  1790’s  farmhouse,  which  I get  to  admire 
every  day  going  to  work,  informal  flowerbeds,  fruit  trees, 
and  more  views  of  the  valley.  We  did  have  a few  confused 
and  hungry  people  then  stop  at  the  Firemen’s  Pavilion  for 
directions  and  refreshments. 

Celia  Kittredge’s  gardens  provided  some  shade  from  the 
hot  sun  within  the  “outdoor  room”  and  a chance  to  view 
more  garden  beds  and  fountains.  Celia  knew  we’d  need 
lots  of  water  to  offer  our  visitors  on  such  a hot  day  and  we 
certainly  did! 

Dot  and  Richard  Loring  greeted  their  visitors  and  guided 
them  through  their  incredible  rock,  ledge  and  extensive 
flower  gardens.  Throughout  the  day,  they  braved  the  heat 
to  enthusiastically  show  their  gardens  and  discuss  thoughts 
for  future  gardens. 

Studying  their  maps  fiercely,  even  though  we  told  them, 
“You  can’t  miss  the  balloons  and  signs,”  the  visitors  then 
stopped  at  the  Demos’  beautiful  1799  home,  gardens  and 
plantings.  Many  commented  on  the  beautiful  setting  while 
trying  to  figure  out  where  the  Appalachian  Trail  crossed  our 
valley. 


At  the  end  of  the  valley,  Katharine  McLennan  was 
personally  touring  her  visitors  through  the  barn  at  Ashintully. 
She  then  sent  them  through  the  formal  garden  with  its 
amazing  pools,  fountains,  bridges,  stairs,  gates,  walls  and 
ornaments. 

By  that  time,  most  needed  to  relax  in  their  air 
conditioned  cars  and  took  their  time  driving  up  to 
Fernside,  where  they  were  greeted  by  some  very 
ambitious  lemonade  entrepreneurs  (battling  with  Selina 
Lamb  for  customers).  Our  visitors  viewed  part  of  the 
Shaker  settlement  including  Betty  Kramer’s  walled  garden 
and  Mary  D.  Kierstead’s  perennial  gardens.  This  was  a 
delightful  surprise  to  many  who  had  lived  in  this  area  their 
entire  lives. 

I could  go  on  and  on  about  how  different  and  beautiful 
each  garden  was.  Suffice  it  to  say,  however,  that  many  of 
the  participants  were  grateful  that  we  opened  up  our 
gardens  to  them.  Being  gardeners  themselves,  they 
considered  it  a privilege  to  have  an  opportunity  to  view 
them.  Over  127  people  toured  the  gardens,  and  thanks 
to  the  Tyringham  police  and  the  availability  of  the 
Firemen’s  Pavilion,  there  were  no  incidents. 

Hop  Brook  members  outdid  themselves,  working  so 
hard  in  the  heat,  but  it  certainly  was  worth  it.  We  often 
take  for  granted  the  beauty  of  our  valley,  but  to  see  the 
excitement  and  joy  of  the  tour  visitors,  made  it  all  well 
worth  it. 

Thanks  again  to  all  of  those  that  hosted  a garden  site. 
There  are  so  many  beautiful  gardens  in  Tyringham  (large 
and  small)  and  we  hope  to  do  this  again  in  a few  years  for 
the  individuals  who  benefit  the  most,  our  Tyringham 
Scholars. 

Special  appreciation  is  owed  the  Garden  Committee  and 
all  of  our  Hop  Brook  members  for  a job  well  done. 


Dot  and  Richard  “Hoppy”  Loring  in  their  garden 
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Hop  Brook  Community  Club 


It  has  been  a busy  and  exciting  year  for  our  club! 
Starting  last  fall,  we  began  what  turned  out  to  be  the  very 
labor-intensive  task  of  organizing  our  first  “Tyringham 
Garden  Tour”.  The  June  event  was  a great  success  thanks 
to  the  commitment  of  our  members  and  neighbors  who 
opened  their  gardens  and  donated  their  time. 

The  “Views  of  Tyringham  2006”  calendar  has  been  a 
great  success.  We  want  to  thank  all  the  photographers 
who  shared  their  images  of  Tyringham.  We  extend  a 
special  thanks  to  the  Hayne  family  for  the  use  of 
photographs  taken  by  Arnold  Hayne,  reproduced  in  his 
memory.  We  are  also  extremely  grateful  to  Ned  Perkins 
and  Excelsior  Printing,  for  printing  the  calendar  for  us. 

This  year  we  will  be  providing  scholarships  to  the 
following  Tyringham  students; 

Suzie  Almgren,  attending  College  of  Charleston 
Megan  Clemmons,  attending  Suffolk  University 
Elizabeth  Lockhart,  attending  Clark  University 
Hannah  Potler,  attending  Wheaton  College 
Ellie  Slater,  attending  the  University  of  Massachusetts 

The  funds  will  be  distributed  in  January,  after  the 
students  complete  their  first  semester.  Many  thanks  to  all 
our  members  and  friends  who  continue  to  support  the 
scholarship  fund.  We  are  particularly  grateful,  as  always, 
to  the  Fawcett,  Kierstead,  Kramer  and  Truax  families  for 
their  continued,  most  generous  support  of  the  scholarship 
fund,  in  memory  of  Robert  S.  Rudd. 

We  ended  our  very  busy  year  with  our  annual  lecture 
and  book  signing  on  Thanksgiving  weekend.  We  were 
delighted  to  welcome  this  year  (particularly  for  all  of  you 
baseballA'ankee  fans),  Jim  Bouton,  former  New  York 
Yankee  pitcher  and  author  of  “Ball  Four”  and  “Foul  Ball”, 
who  gave  us  wonderful  baseball  stories  and  accounts  of 
his  attempts  to  resuscitate  Waconah  Park.  We  would  like 
to  extend  our  deep  appreciation  to  the  businesses  who 
donated  food  to  this  event:  Nejaime’s  Wine  Cellar  in 
Stockbridge,  Windy  Hill,  Bartlett’s,  Rubiner’s,  Loeb’s  Food 
Store  and  Rawson  Brook  Farm. 

Ricki  Cowell,  President 


Petey  Perkins.  Louie  Perkins  and  Toodie  Alsop 


Betty  and  Larry  Cernik 


Paul  Freed.  Wil  Kierstead.  Nini  Gilder,  Mary  D.  Kierstead 


Katharine  McLennan  hosting 
Hop  Brook  Club  Fall  Luncheon 


26 


Cobble  Brush  Clearing 

On  a dark  (just  before  the  time  change),  and  very  chilly 
Saturday  morning,  October  29'^  about  25  brave  Tyringham 
volunteers,  together  with  Steve,  Gordon  and  three  Trustees 
of  Reservations  staff  members,  gathered  at  7:30  a.m.  at  the 
T rustees’  parking  lot  on  Jerusalem  Road  for  the  seventh 
annual  Cobble  brush  clearing.  After  hot  coffee  and  donuts, 
the  crowd  scattered  to  various  sites  and  tasks.  The  bulk  of 
the  heavy  clearing  work  was  done  near  the  top  of  the 
Cobble,  together  with  considerable  brush  cutting  along  the 
path  leading  to  the  top,  at  the  back  of  the  field  behind  the 
parking  lot.  Gates  were  also  repaired.  At  12:30  we 
huddled  around  the  heat  of  two  grills  and  had  an  outdoor 
picnic.  We  were  cheered  throughout  by  a crowd  of 
enthusiastic  kids  and  dogs. 

Heartfelt  thanks  to  all  those  who  turned  out.  Every  little 
bit  helps  us  to  stay  ahead  of  the  game.  And  our  apologies 
that  through  a miscommunication,  some  of  you  who  might 
have  been  able  to  come  did  not  receive  our  notification. 
We’ll  find  you  next  year! 

David  Lamb 


Henning  Carlson  and  Rob  Kimberley 


Theo  Kalogerakis 


David  and  Robin  Lamb  with  their  border  collies 


Betty’  Bean 


Warming  up  around  the  grills 
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Mother  Marie  Joan  Kelly 


Sisters  of  the  Visitation 

We  are  happy  to  announce  that  on  May  12,  2005  we 
elected  Mother  Marie  Joan  Kelly  as  our  new  Superior  for  a 
term  of  three  years! 

Sister  Theresa  Yoshida  from  Hokkaido,  Japan  entered 
our  community  on  June  2004.  On  April  4,  2005  she 
received  the  habit  of  our  Order.  Sister  Theresa  studied 
English  in  Hawaii  for  several  years  before  she  came  to  the 
mainland  (as  she  calls  the  United  States  in  reference  to 
the  Hawaiian  Islands).  She  continued  her  language  studies 
in  California  for  another  five  years  until  she  entered  the 
religious  life. 

Sister  Theresa  recently  asked  her  family  in  Japan  to 
send  her  the  koto,  a 13-stringed  musical  instrument,  that 
she  had  played  before  she  came  to  the  United  States. 

(See  photo,  p.  7.)  Sister  played  it  for  our  Bishop  when  he 
was  here  at  the  monastery  for  our  Mass  of  the  Renewal  of 
our  Vows  on  November  21 . 

A few  new  faces  are  yet  to  arrive:  Sister  Mary  Agnes 
will  spend  some  time  with  us  in  2006  while  her  monastery 
in  Gerogetown,  D.C.is  being  renovated  and  in  January  a 
young  woman  will  be  entering  our  monastery. 

You  are  cordially  invited  to  the  Ceremony  of  Lessons 
and  Carols  to  be  held  in  our  chapel  on  January  6 (Twelfth 
Night).  The  time  will  be  announced. 


Marilyn  Curtin  with  grandson  Garrett 


Sister  Miriam  Rose,  who  was  solemnly 
professed  on  April  29.  2005 
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Sissy  Curtin  with  flowergirl  Olivia  Cavanagh 
at  Ryan-Alsop  wedding 


Snoopy: 

Goofy: 

Gromit: 

Snoopy; 

Goofy; 

Snoopy; 

Gromit; 


Snoopy: 

Gromit: 


Goofy: 

Snoopy: 


Gromit; 


Goofy; 


A Conversation  about 
Affordable  Housing  in  Tyringham 

Are  you  kidding?  With  real  estate  prices 
like  these? 

Not  kidding.  There  are  lots  of  ways  to 
skin  a cat. 

There  are  certainly  a lot  of  people  who 
want  it,  and  a lot  of  agencies  that  say  they 
will  help. 

But  no  one  will  sell  you  land  to  build  on. 
Someone  might  donate  an  acre  or  two. 

We  don’t  need  much,  and  if  we  are 
building  a small  “starter”  house,  it  can  be 
built  almost  anywhere. 

But  even  tiny  houses  in  Tyringham  come 
onto  the  market  at  unbelievably  high 
prices.  Half  a million  is  where  most  of 
them  start. 

Remember  that  there  are  two  different 
kinds  of  affordable  housing  we’re  trying 
to  create: 

(1)  stand-alone  houses  (or  duplexes)  that 
a young  family  could  move  into  and  live  in 
as  long  as  their  income  stayed  below  a 
certain  level,  and 

(2)  housing  for  older  folks  near  the 
center  of  town. 

There  isn’t  anything  affordable  near  the 
center  of  town. 

How  about  an  apartment?  The  Affordable 
Housing  Fund  could  contribute  money  for 
someone  to  construct  an  apartment. 

There  would  have  to  be  covenants  or 
deed  restrictions  on  it,  to  guarantee  that  it 
stayed  affordable,  but  owners  would  still 
get  income  from  it  that  they  wouldn’t 
otherwise  get. 

I thought  the  Affordable  Housing  Fund 
was  only  $10,000!  That  won’t  go  very  far. 
The  Housing  Commission  should  get  off 
its  rear  end  and  start  raising  money!  We 
know  that  Tyringham  residents  support 
the  idea  of  affordable  housing.  Let’s 
give  them  a chance  to  put  their  money 
where  their  mouths  are. 

This  is  true.  If  we  could  raise  $50,000 
over  two  or  three  years,  we  would  have 
leverage.  Banks  and  maybe  foundations 
would  be  willing  to  lend  us  a lot  more.  We 
know  that  low-interest  loans  are  available 
because  that’s  how  other  towns  have 
gotten  started  on  affordable  housing. 

The  Housing  Commission  has  discussed 
two  realistic  possibilities  and  a couple  of 
maybes. 

(1 ) A one-acre  lot  way  up  Webster  Road, 
1.4  miles  past  the  last  electric  pole,  for 


sale  at  $45,000.  Why  not  put  up  an 
energy-independent  house  up  there? 
Tyringham  already  has  one  energy-inde- 
pendent house,  the  Morehouses’,  on 
Goose  Pond  Road. 

(2)  Jay  McBrian  has  come  to  see  the 
Planning  Board  and  the  Housing  Commis 
sion  about  a 30-unit  development  on  96 
acres  between  Goose  Pond  Road  and 
Cooper  Creek  Road.  If  he  got  a compre 
hensive  permit,  he  would  have  to  include 
five  affordable  houses  among  those  thirty. 
The  “maybe”  possibilities  all  depend  on 
either  luck  or  generosity.  We  don’t  know 
how  much  money  we  can  raise,  or 
whether  land  will  be  donated,  or  what 
kinds  of  older  houses  might  come  on  the 
market  at  a price  we  can  handle.  Stay 
tuned! 

Housing  Commission  meetings  are  open  to  all  - the 
second  Thursday  of  every  month,  6:30  p.m.,  in  the  School- 
house. 

Housing  Commission  members;  Judy  Morehouse, 

Kate  Van  Orman,  Terry  Clark  and  Gail  Charpentier. 


Judy  Reber 
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Tracy  and  Chris  Johnson,  David  Lamb 


Sue  Hale  and  Amara 


Deanna  and  Peter  Curtin 


Marie  Cole  volunteering  in  Florida 


Maggie  Curtin 


Kay  Palmer 
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Harvey  and  Dot  Choquette 


Mary  Beach  at  her  Goose  Pond  home,  c.1900 


Bill  Roerich  and  Owen 


Denny  Alsop  and  Nina  Ryan’s  wedding  with  Robert  Alsop.  Jane  Ryan 
and  Laura  Cavanagh,  with  Sissy  Curtin  officiating,  2005 


Joe  Whalen 


Gilly  Palmer  and  Nannina  Gilder 
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Carl  Curtin 


News  From  Near  and  Far 


“Tyringham  was  the  best  place  in  the  world  to  grow  up  in,”  writes  Mary  Curtin  Errichetto,  now  of  Housatonic. 
She  was  quoting  Adam  Fennnelly  at  Kristen  Curtin’s  wedding  and  many  far-flung  respondents  to  the 
Tyringham  Topics  appeal  reflect  the  same  sentiment! 

First,  a look  at  the  news  of  those  who  grew  up  here  quite  recently;  Ellle  Slater,  daughter  of  Alice  and  Chuck, 
is  hard  at  work  and  doing  well  in  her  first  semester  at  UMass.  Lissy  Charpentier  is  studying  Forensic 
Sociology  at  Suffolk  University  in  Boston  and  lives  on  Beacon  Hill.  Matt,  still  at  home  with  Peter  and  Gail,  is 
doing  an  internship  at  the  Railroad  Street  Youth  Project  in  Great  Barrington.  He  is  on  their  Youth  Advisory 
board  and  is  producing  and  performing  in  shows.  Gabey  Cosel  is  working  for  the  publisher  Houghton  Miflin 
in  Boston  and  Molly  is  teaching  at  Windrush  School  in  El  Cerrito,  CA.  Also  in  California,  David  Donald 
graduated  Phi  Beta  Kappa  from  the  University  of  California  Irvine  and  is  now  at  UCLA  Law  School.  Adam 
Donald  graduated  from  high  school,  one  of  three  valedictorians,  and  is  now  studying  engineering  with  a 
Regents  Scholarship  at  University  of  California  Santa  Barbara.  Barbara  Washburn  writes  that  Stephanie  is 
in  Los  Angeles  painting  amazing  urban  landscapes  and  preparing  for  her  first  show,  and  Jennifer,  basking  in 
the  success  of  her  book  University  Inc:  The  Corporate  Corruption  of  Higher  Education,  has  moved  to  Los 
Angeles  as  a fellow  with  the  New  America  Foundation  writing  on  issues  of  interest  in  California.  Barbara  and 
Deric  happily  tend  their  two  acres  in  Ojai  with  the  assistance  of  their  wonderful  standard  poodle,  Charlie. 

Maria  Cole  writes  from  Boca  Raton  that  Casey  and  Timolin’s  boys  are  growing  up  nearby,  and  “all  including 
me  are  healthy  and  well  I”  Randy  Cernik  and  his  family  have  moved  to  Singapore  for  two  years  with  Aspen 
Tech.  Their  home  in  Sea  Brook,  south  of  Houston,  survived  the  hurricane  and  Dawn  Cernik  Fredette  who 
lives  north  of  Houston  also  had  no  damage.  Dawn’s  twins  started  college  this  year.  Tiffany  at  Texas  A&M 
and  Alexander  at  Sam  Houston.  Judy  Miller  Hartman  reports  on  her  girls.  Nadia  has  graduated  from  Hollins 
and  is  beginning  work  at  the  Metropolitan  Museum,  Tess  is  finishing  her  medical  degree  at  the  University  of 
Washington. 

Tom  Fennelly  Jr.  is  living  in  Durham,  NC  where  he  is  finishing  school.  Ricky  Loring  and  Ann  and  Alisha  love 
their  new  home  in  Florida,  but  Dot  reports  they  found  the  summer  “very  hot.”  Dick  and  Dot  Loring’s  family 
had  a busy  August  with  Kevin  and  Terry  Ann’s  wedding  on  August  16  and  Ashley  and  Drew  Rivers  new  baby 
born  on  August  30.  Alyssa  Lynn  Rivers  weighed  10lbs  3oz!  Kevin  and  Terry  Ann  have  a son,  Noah. 

In  June  Gerry  Curtin  began  working  at  the  newly  constructed  Monument  Mountain  Regional  Middle  School 
in  Great  Barrington.  His  sister  Mary  Curtin  Errichetto  writes  that  their  niece,  Stacy  Lynn  Curtin,  daughter  of 
his  late  brother  David  will  be  married  to  James  Pease  at  the  Union  Church  in  Tyringham  in  September  2006. 
Mary’s  mother-in-law,  Mary  L.  Errichetto  of  Housatonic  writes  “Tyringham  has  become  a wonderful  place  for 
both  Tony  and  me.  We  have  been  friends  of  the  Curtin  family  since  Mary  came  into  our  son  Gino’s  life  and 
became  his  lovely  wife.  We  are  so  blessed  with  her  in  our  family  not  to  mention  our  beloved  grandson, 
Nicholas.  Helen  Curtin  has  become  one  of  my  dearest  friends  and  through  her  I have  enjoyed  spending 
time  with  some  of  the  ladies  in  your  senior  center,  exercising,  and  fellowship  at  your  church  dinners  and 
candlelight  services  at  your  lovely  church.” 

Reese  F.  Alsop,  a doctor,  author,  poet,  occasional  preacher  in  the  Union  Church,  grew  up  in  Tyringham  in 
the  house  now  occupied  by  his  nephew  George  Gilder.  He  writes,  “Because  of  age  (93),  I have  eschewed 
the  computer  and  decry  the  ersatz  answering  service,  preferring  the  timbre  of  a recognizable  human  voice. 

It  is  then  even  more  extraordinary  that  science  should  serve  me  so  well,  revealing  through  a nephew  acquainted 
with  a certain  Mr.  Google,  that  Japanese  taste  in  art,  poetry  and  fiction  surpasses  my  own.  That  they  have  been 
seduced  into  high-jacking  my  collected  poems  “Back  Talk”  to  sell  on  the  Japanese  Amazon  along  with  my 
children’s  fiction  “George  and  his  Horse  Bill”  fills  me  with  astonishment  and  delight,  while  at  the  same  time 
arousing  that  side  of  my  nature  which  is  parsimonious.” 

On  a brisk,  but  sunny,  April  morning  on  the  Cobble  hillside,  Nina  Ryan  and  Denny  Alsop  were  married  by 
Justice  of  the  Peace,  Sissy  Curtin.  Little  did  anyone  know  that  this  happy  occasion  would  mark  the  last  active 
day  of  Sissy’s  life. 
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Petey  Perkins  writes  “ Jamie  was  married  by  Pastor  Janet  to  Anne  Gallant,  at  the  Tyringham  Church  on  July 
30th,  a beautiful,  summer  day.  A luncheon  followed  under  the  big  tent  at  Glencote.  A wonderful  family  event 
with  many  siblings,  cousins  and  dogs  in  attendance.”  On  September  17  Brian  and  Sidney’s  son  Charles 
Urquhart  married  Heather  Caldwell  in  Upper  Saranac  Lake,  NY.  Then  on  October  22,  David  Clark,  son  of 
Terry  and  Chuck,  married  Shannon  Driscoll,  daughter  of  Bob  and  Monda  Driscoll  of  Lee.  The  wedding  took 
place  at  Bucksteep  Manor  in  the  town  of  Washington. 

New  babies!!  Ruth  Heath  reports  that  her  granddaughter  Erin  LeCompte  Hart  and  Tim  have  a new  baby 
boy,  Owen,  brother  to  Olivia.  Anne  Moffett’s  daughter  Sarah  and  Cory  Blair  had  a baby  boy  Riley 
Christopher,  brother  to  Skylar  Anne.  Bryan  and  Sue  Treat’s  daughter  Stephanie  and  Jeffrey  Slade  are 
proud  new  parents  of  Cindy  Eileen  born  on  September  30th.  On  October  13,  Garrett  James  Curtin  was  born 
to  Stephen  and  Jane  Dellea  Curtin.  He  was  7lbs  2oz  and  19  %”  long.  “We’re  thrilled!”  writes  grandma 
Marilyn. 

Writing  from  Vermont,  new  grandmother  Angelica  McLennan  is  also  pretty  proud.  Daughter  Miranda  and 
her  husband  Darnell  have  “a  sweet  six  month  old  girl,  Dazrielle  Vida  Stewart.”  Marc  Syp,  Angelica’s  son,  has 
begun  graduate  school  in  architecture  at  Ohio  State.  Peggy  Donald  Snider  reports  that  her  daughter  Gypsy 
gave  birth  to  a baby  girl  Galia  Snider  Leonard,  and  Penny  Borax  adds,  “both  baby  Galia  and  older  sister 
Laska  (3  1/2)  made  their  stage  debuts  with  their  parents’  show  “Sept  Doigts  de  la  Main”  in  Hamburg  - 
unexpectedly  and  briefly,  but  to  applause!” 

Jill  and  Yo-Yo  Ma  send  blessings  of  the  season  to  all  their  neighbors  in  the  Tyringham  Valley.  Betty  and  Bill 
Bean  report  their  nephew  John  is  safely  home  from  Iraq.  “We’re  all  celebrating  this  Christmas!”  Catha  and 
Viggo  Rambusch’s  daughter  Kristin  von  Thelan  is  embarking  on  her  fifth  medical  mission  trip  to  India. 

“Sadly  I missed  seeing  Tyringham  this  summer,”  writes  Virgina  Gorman,  “because  I had  a leg  injury,  which  is 
now  (thankfully)  on  the  mend.”  On  July  4th  Russ  and  Margaret  Loring  celebrated  their  25th  anniversary 
with  a party  at  the  Knox  Trail  Inn  in  East  Otis  given  by  their  niece,  Elaine  Arnold  and  friends  of  both  families. 
Afterwards  they  went  on  a trip  to  Germany. 

Denise  Hoefer  and  Dennis  Brandmeyer  write  “2005  was  a busy  year  with  continued  renovations  at 
Santarella  and  ten  special  events  held  in  the  Gingerbread  House  our  first  season!”  Son  Alex  is  doing 
graduate  work  in  Music  Technology  and  Perception  at  Radboud  University  in  the  Netherlands.  He  works  in 
the  music  lab  there  with  the  music/mind/machine  research  group.  Daughter  Tracy  enjoys  coming  to 
Santarella  for  “quiet”  weekends  from  New  York  City  where  she  works  as  a model  primarily  with  Kenneth  Cole 
and  DKNY  Tokyo. 

Lynn  Bertelli  and  Al  Wilcox  took  their  first  trip  to  Italy  in  March,  touring  Tuscany.  “The  lay  of  the  land  with  its 
rolling  hills  made  us  think  of  Tyringham.”  Lynn  and  Al  also  report  a busy  year  at  Cobbleview  B & B as  they 
struggle  to  make  continued  improvements  in  between  guests. 

Ricki  and  Stephen  Cowell  write  of  a wonderful  year,  “marred  only  by  the  loss  of  our  dear  friend  Sissy.  It  was 
a fun  season  at  the  gallery  with  the  sculpture  garden  growing  and  filling  out.  Our  son,  Christopher  married 
our  darling  new  daughter-in-law,  Kate  Mulligan  in  our  third  ‘back  yard’  wedding,  forced  inside  due  to  the  rain 
on  October  8.  No  spirits  were  dampened  by  the  weather,  however.  Mark  is  working  on  an  internet  start-up 
company;  we  are  enjoying  the  second  year  of  our  grandchild,  Jake,  in  spite  of  not  quite  getting  enough  time 
with  him,  his  mother,  Kristen  and  father.  Josh  Meuse  who  live  in  Gloucester.  Kiki  is  loving  her  college  life  at 
Midway  College  in  Kentucky.” 

After  a long  battle  with  cancer,  Margaret  Luchars’  husband  Ben  Richards  died  at  Calvary  Hospital  on 
January  16.  “As  he  wished,  we  celebrated  his  78th  birthday  in  Darien  on  March  20.  The  Darien  house  is 
being  sold,  and  Margaret  and  her  cat  Ollie  are  moving  to  New  York  City.  Celia  Kittredge  writes  “Oliver,  a 
Tibetan  spaniel,  aged  eight  weeks  joined  Kit  and  me  at  Merrybrook  in  March.  He  has  lots  of  playdates  with 
David  Carriere’s  Zoe,  Betty  Bean’s  Sylvia  and  other  friends  in  Lee  and  Stockbridge.  He  is  very  happy  to  be 
growing  up  in  Tyringham.” 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

In  memory  of  Stet, 

Barbara  & Steve  Adams 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop  & family 
Walt  & Rosa  Alward; 

Heidi  & Emily  Nutt  & Dale  Reed 
Walter  Jr., Joanna  , Perry,  Jade  Alward 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 

Betty  & Bill  Bean,  Whitney  & Sylvia  too! 

Lynn  Bertelli  & Alan  Wilcox 
Judith  Bishop  and  Maia  Bishop  Bookoff 
Teresa  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 
Dennis  Brandmeyer  & Denise  Hoefer,  Alex  & Tracy 
Brandmeyer 
Larry  Bravo 

Bob  & MaryAnn,  Nicole  & Alexis  Brown 
Jacob  & Irmgard  Bucher 
In  memory  of  loved  ones 
Sharon  Burt 

Henning,  Joyce  & Kimberly  Carlson, 

Michael,  Zachary  & Ryan 
David  Carriere 
“All  the  Cerniks” 

In  memory  of  Edith  Charpentier 

Peter  & Gail  Charpentier,  Lissy  & Matt 
Bob  & Sue  Choquette 
Dot  Choquette 

Chuck  &Terry  Clark,  Jon  & Kevin, 

David  & Shannon  Clark 
Francis  & Betty  Clark  & family 
Maria  Cole,  Timolin  Cole  Augustus  & 

Casey  Cole  Kay 

Karen  & Jim  Consolati,  Ben,  Austin,  Darren,  & Evan 

Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gabey  & Molly 

Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Christine, 

Quinn  & Paige  Barry;  Larry  Curtin.  Gene,  Nancy, 

Gene  & Scott,  Kevin  Cindi  & Hunter  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin 

In  loving  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy  1-22-64  to 
12-26-04. 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joe;  Jim, 

Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin;  Tim  & 

Shawn  Murphy 

In  loving  memory  of  Sissy  Curtin,  dearly  loved  and  sadly 
missed 

John  Curtin,  Mark  & Lori 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 
Pam,  Mike,  Madison  & Colby  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Michelle  & 

Peter  Curtin  Jr.,  & sons  Ethan  & Collin;  Trish  & Jamie 
Curtin  & family;  Joshua,  Nissa  & Asia;  Matt  & sons, 
Dillon  & Devin;  Tina  Eral,  Joshua  & Megan 
Terry  & Marilyn  Curtin 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 
Betty  L.  Dennis 
Tom  & Therese  Dillon 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax,  David  & 

Adam  Donald 


In  loving  memory  d Roy  & Candace  Heath  & Eddie 
Fennelly 

Gerry  & Donna  (Heath)  Drake  & family 
Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott  & Susannah,  Rosy, 

Alex  & families 

In  memory  of  Dave  Percy  Curtin  and  Janice  “Sissy”  Curtin. 
We  miss  you!! 

Gino,  Mary  & Nicholas  Errichetto,  Stacy 
Curtin  & Jim  & Nate  & Kendra 
Mary  & Tony  Errichetto 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
James  & Kathy  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  Nan  & Rob 
Sedgwick 

John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 

Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker,  Cheryl  & 

Ethan;  Brian,  Katherine  & Phoebe 
Dianne  Fennelly,  Adam  Fennelly, 

Michelle,  Justin  & Kaitlyn;  Darrell,  Marcy  & Aiden; 
Mike,  Pat,  Mike  III  Boyle  & Diana  Love,  Lynette  & 
Hallie 

Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly;  Everett  Jr, 

MaryBeth  & Luke;  Amy  Fennelly  & 

Byron  Renderer 
Thomas  Fennelly  Sr.  & Jr. 

Ann  & Joe  Gallo,  Adriana,  Phoebe  & 

Francesca 

Allan  & Mary  Garner  & Nancy  Wood,  David 

Garner,  Teresa  Mottarella,  Levi  & Deanna. 

Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard  & Nannina 

Virgina  Gorman;  Susan  & Conor  Moran 
Larry,  Sally,  Eric  & Laura  Griffin  & Levi, 

Reebok  & Remmie 
In  memory  of  loved  ones 
Alice  Hale 

In  memory  of  Arnold,  Willis,  Elizabeth  Loring 
& Elizabeth  duel 
David  Hale 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  Loring  Hale 
Donald  & Mary  Hale 
Suzanne,  Brody,  Mariah,  & Amara  Hale; 

Joe,  Brian  & Nicole  Delmolino 
Dorothea  R.  Hanson 
Kate  Harding 

In  loving  memory  of  Agnes  Curtin 

Kathleen  & Stuart  Harrod  & family 
Judy  & Steve  & Nadia  Hartman  & Tess 
Moore 

Sandy  Hayne,  Katharyn,  Jeff,  Gordon  & 

Oliver;  Suzanne,  Ron,  Sam  & A.J. 

Ruth  & John  Heath;  Nancy,  Randy,  Robert,  Adam,  Lora  & 
Tyler  Wade;  James,  James  Jr.,  Christina,  Seth  & 
Jacob  Heath;  Sue,  Don  & Karie  Heath.  Steve,  Ruth  & 
Shannon  LeCompte;  Anatoli  Davidenko;  Tim,  Erin, 
Olivia  & Owen  Hart.  Herb, Debbie,  Connie,  Eric, 

Brian  & Shawn;  Amy,  Joe  & Karen  Pulver;  Abby,  Lily 
& Nick  Fredsall 

Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

Maggie  Howard 
Sarah  Hudson 

Barclay  & Kerstin,  Colin  Hudson,  Sean  & Elayne  Hudson 

Arlene  Jennings  & Blaise  Katterhagen 

Chris,  Tracy,  Alex  & Sam  Johnson 

Al  & Martha  Joyner  & family 

Nick  Kelley 

Bill,  Heather  & Dakota  Ketchen 
Holly  McLennan  Ketron  & Roger  Ketron,  and 
all  the  kids 

Wil  & Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & 

Sophie,  Willem;  Nick,  Lisa  & Hopper 
Celia  Kittredge,  Catherine  Clucas,  Jay  Ogden  & family, 
Tom  Ogden  & family,  the  Sullivan,  Charlie  Kittredge  & 
Rowley  families 
Harry  & Janet  Knowles 
George  & Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Hawley 
Truax  & Jane  Thrailkill,  Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & Charles 
Truax  & George 
Lawrence  & Lainie  Krasnoff 
Selina  & David  Lamb,  Robin  & Daphne 
In  memory  of  Doug  Leach 
Marion  Leach 

Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd  & family 
Chuck,  Kathie  MacKenzie  & Michaela 
Loring 

Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Dick  Loring;  Rick,  Ann  & Alisha; 

Ed  & Marion  Loring;  Deby,  Elizabeth  & Henry  Hall; 
Kevin,  Terrie  Ann,  Noah  Dougherty;  Amy  & Marcus 
Garrett; 

Ashley,  Drew  & Alyssa  Rivers, 

In  loving  memory  of  Joe  Loring  Jr. 

Joe  & Ev  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

In  Memory  of  Charlie  & Bea  Loring  and  Bill  & Jane  Bond 
Margaret  & Russ  Loring 
Tunk  & Dede  Loring  & family 
Jill,  Yo-Yo,  Nicholas  & Emily  Ma 
Vivi  Mannuzza,  Stephen,  Simon  & Olivia  Cohen  & the 
Garden  Guardians,  Bella,  Mischa,  Simba,  Lola  & Blue 
Paul  & Evelyn  Margus 

Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante,  Rustin  McIntosh; 
Nathaniel  McIntosh,  Amy  Pullen,  Lydia  & Ethan 
McIntosh 

Pastor  Janet  McKinstry  & Megan 
Angelica  McLennan;  Marc  Syp;  Miranda,  Darnell  & 
Dazrielle  Vida  Stewart 
Katharine  McLennan  & family 
Anne  Moffett,  Jonathan,  Sam  & Fiona,  Ian 
& Ellie;  Sarah,  Cory,  Skylar  & Riley 
Blair 

Blessings  peace  & joy  for  the  holiday  season  & always 
Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 
Bob  Moskin  & Lynn  Goldberg,  Mark,  David, 

Nancy  and  Camela;  Isaac,  Lillian  & Mae:  Talley  II 
Shaun  & Holly  Murphy,  Eamonn,  Niall,  Siobhan 


Gilder  & Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer, 

Walter  Palmer,  Spring  & John 
Homschek,  Drew  & Jacob  Walker 
Helena  Palmer  & Stefan  von  Gatterburg, 

Damian,  Francesca  & Therese 
Leroy  & Marge  Palmer 
Lisa  Palmer  & Jack  Brandreth 
Tonio,  Barbara,  Caroline,  William  & Henrik  Palmer 
Hylie  & John  Pappenheimer 
Petey  Perkins  & family 
Andrew  Potler,  Marcia  Powdermaker  & 

Hannah  Potler 

Lauria  & Donald  Puntin  & family 

Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon, 

Kenzie  & Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie  Nicholas, 
Jackson  & Frederick,  Neil  & Lucia,  Marygrace  & 
Katrine  Adam,  Kristin  & Sandy  von  Thelen 
Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 
The  Reich  Family;  Chuck  & Julie;  Gabriel, 

Elka  & Isabella;  Benjamin  & Thao 
Margaret  Olds  Richards  & the  Luchars:  Barrie;  Alex, 
Susan,  Thomas,  Robert,  Catherine;  Charles;  Jim, 
Betsy,  Ian  & Teddy 
Bill,  April  & Garrett  Roche 
Michael  Rood 

Tim,  Molly,  Cody  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Ina  Schnell 

Charles,  Alice,  Ryan,  Andy,  Ellie,  Julie  & 

Craig  Slater 

In  memory  of  Charlie  Slater,  Grace  Slater  and  Danny 
Slater; 

Liz  Slater 

Sam,  Debbie,  Daniel  & Megan  Slater 
Peggy  Donald  Snider  & Al  Adato,  Gypsy 
Snider  & Patrick  Leonard  & their 
children  Laska  Lorenzo  Leonard  & 

Galia  Snider  Leonard;  Leonard  John 
Pisoni 

Kathryn  Greenthal  & Ted  & Tommy  Stern 
Philippa  Claude  & Tony  Stretton 
In  loving  memory  of  Gerald  & Reed  Swart 
Ruth  Swart 

Rachel  Urquhart,  John  Herrera,  Theo 
& Simon 

Sidney  & Brian  Urquhart  & family 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation 
Joey  & Kristin  & Amelia  von  Korff 
Barbara  & Deric  Washburn,  Jennifer  & 

Stephanie 

Cece  Wasserman  & family 
Joe  & Den  Whalen,  Ken,  Pauline,  Ashley 
& Kirsty  Whalen 

In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Ken  Winters 

Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley, 
Linsey,  Cayce  Williams;  Tim,  Diane  & Dominic 
Williams 

Liz  & Mark  Williams 
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P.  O.  Box  354 
Tyringham,  MA 
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Winter  2006 


Please  bear  with  us  for  a moment. 

What  happened  in  the  world  in  1955?  Anthony  Eden 
became  Prime  Minister  of  England,  succeeding  Winston 
Churchill;  the  Brooklyn  Dodgers  won  the  World  Series; 
James  Dean  was  killed  in  a car  accident;  Rosa  Parks 
refused  to  sit  at  the  back  of  a bus  in  Montgomery, 
Alabama;  President  Eisenhower  suffered  a massive 
heart  attack;  Marty  swept  the  Academy  Awards;  the 
Warsaw  Pact  was  signed;  Lolita  was  written;  and  Cat  on 
a Hot  Tin  Roof  won  the  Pulitzer.  Albert  Einstein, 
Thomas  Mann  and  Carmen  Miranda  died.  Bulganin 
became  Soviet  Premier  and  Lee  Meriwether  became 
Miss  America.  And,  as  if  all  that  were  not  enough,  our 
beloved  Pastor,  Franklin  L.  Couch  sat  here  in 
Tyringham,  in  the  Union  Church  parsonage,  pounding 
out  the  first  issue  of  the  Tyringham  Topics  on  his 
Underwood  typewriter. 

The  Topics’  fiftieth  anniversary  regretfully  escaped 
our  notice  last  year,  so  it  is  with  great  affection  and  fond 
memories  that  we  belatedly  dedicate  our  2006  issue  to 
“Cap”  Couch,  founder  of  our  newsletter.  And,  in  honor 
of  his  dog,  Tyrry  (named  for  the  town  of  Tyringham),  our 
issue  is  respectfully  devoted  to  Tyringham  Pets  - Past 
and  Present.  We  are  grateful  for  your  contributions  and 
we  are  pleased  that  at  least  some  of  our  beloved  animal 
friends  will  now  become  a part  of  the  historical  record  of 
our  village. 


From  the  October  25,  1955  issue  of  the  Topics: 

"This  is  the  first  issue  of  a NEWS  LETTER  to  be 
pubiished  “now  and  then”  by  the  Union  Church  in 
Tyringham.  its  object  is  to  bring  the  Tyringham  residents, 
year  ‘round  and  summer,  closer  together,  particularly 
during  the  winter  months  when  we  are  separated.  And  it 
will  keep  us  all  informed  of  each  other. . . 

The  YOUTH  CENTER  BASEBALL  TEAM  had  a very 
active  season,  though  not  complete  with  victories.  But 
the  team  learned  some  more  baseball  and  the  value  of 
good  sportsmanship  and,  in  many  ways,  it  could  be 
called  a successful  season  under  the  able  coaching  of 
Joe  Whalen,  assisted  at  times  by  Carl  Butler.  A vote  was 
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taken  at  the  end  of  the  season  among  the  numerous 
spectators  and  BOB  CLARK  won  the  trophy  for  THE  MOST 
VALUABLE  PLAYER  by  a goodly  margin.  The  trophy  for 
BEST  SPORTSMANSHIP  was  won  by  Everett  Fennelly  by 
a safe  margin....  BOB  CLARK,  by  his  record,  also  won  the 
trophy  for  the  HIGHEST  BATTING  AVERAGE.... 

It  is  now  the  football  season  and  WE  ARE  PROUD  TO 
PASS  ON  TO  YOU  AWAY  FROM  TYRINGHAM  that  our 
town  has  THREE  players  on  the  Lee  High  School  Varsity 
this  Fall.  They  are  Terry  Curtin,  Bob  Clark  and  Dudley  Van 
Orman.  Terry  made  three  touchdowns  in  last  Saturday’s 
game  when  Lee  swamped  (and  that  is  the  right  word  believe 
you  me)  Williamstown  High.... 

Tyringham  now  has  five  sons  in  the  Armed  Forces:  PEC 
Sidney  Van  Orman,  U.S.  Marine  Corps;  Pvt.  Peter  Curtin, 
U.S.  Army;  Pvt.  Richard  Loring,  U.S.  Army;  Pvt.  James 
Loring,  U.S.  Army;  Pvt.  Richard  Birkett,  U.S.  Air  Force...” 


Cap  Couch  with  his  dog,  Tyrry 


Rhubarb 

Terry  Curtin 

In  the  sixties,  a fellow  employer  gave  me  a puppy,  part 
St.  Bernard  and  part  Collie.  Our  kids  named  him  Rhubarb. 
When  they  reached  school  age  they  went  to  Tyringham 
School  and  so  did  Rhubarb.  He  left  every  day  with  them 
and  stayed  at  school  until  they  were  released  in  the 
afternoon.  Even  in  the  winter  he  stayed  there,  no  matter 
how  cold  it  got.  In  the  summer,  Butchie,  Kelly  and  Beth 
would  go  over  to  Neil’s  (Curtin)  and  play  with  Molly,  Jerry 
and  Katie,  on  his  front  lawn.  Rhubarb  would  direct  traffic. 
When  a car  or  truck  came  along,  he  would  go  into  the 
road  to  slow  them  down. 

One  day,  a lady  from  Monterey  hit  him.  I brought  him 
home.  He  hurt  a little  but  soon  recovered.  A few  days 
later  this  lady  pulled  into  our  yard.  She  showed  me  an 
estimate  of  her  dented  fender.  I said  okay,  and  then, 
thinking  quickly,  I said  I have  a vet  bill  you  for  you,  and  I 
went  inside  to  get  this  invisible  bill.  While  inside,  thinking 
what  to  do  next,  I heard  her  car  start,  and  down  the 
driveway  she  went.  That  was  the  end  of  that. 

Rhubarb  would  come  into  our  bedroom  every  morning 
at  5 AM.  He  never  barked,  but  would  pant  in  my  ear  until 
he  woke  me.  I would  let  him  out  and  he  would  return  at  6 
AM  no  matter  what  the  weather  was.  When  he  got  older 
his  hips  went  and  we  had  to  have  him  put  down.  Marilyn 
and  I took  him  to  the  vet.  That  was  a very  sad  day  in  our 
lives.  With  tears  in  our  eyes,  we  brought  Rhubarb  home 
and  buried  him.  Every  time  I mow  my  lawn,  I say  hi  to 
him. 

He  was  the  best  dog  in  the  world. 

Tracker 

Neil  had  a Beagle.  His  name  was  Tracker.  We  all 
lived  where  I do  now.  We  had  a cow  barn  and  a chicken 
house.  Peter  had  just  purchased  a bunch  of  baby 
chickens.  One  night.  Tracker  woke  me  up,  barking.  I 
went  downstairs.  He  was  jumping  on  the  door  barking.  I 
slapped  his  behind  and  told  him  to  go  lay  down,  and  went 
back  to  bed.  I woke  up  at  daybreak  hearing  noise  outside. 

I pulled  the  shade  back  and  there  I saw  Willis  Hale  and 
the  Tyringham  Fire  Company  hosing  down  our  chicken 
house  which  was  completely  destroyed.  After  that,  any 
time  I hear  a dog  bark  I get  up  and  check  things  out. 

Tony  and  Jake 

My  grandson  Tony  Haywood,  Jr.  has  a black  cat  named 
Jake.  He  developed  a sore  on  his  tail.  After  treating  it,  the 
vet  decided  it  was  best  to  cut  off  half  of  his  tail.  To  keep  him 
from  chewing  on  his  tail,  they  put  a lamp  shade  on  his  head. 
Jake  kept  ripping  the  shade  off  and  he  started  chewing  his 
tail.  One  day,  after  a couple  of  more  visits  to  the  vet  to  get 
Jake  restricted,  Tony  was  drinking  a Gatorade.  He  suggested 
that  we  put  the  Gatorade  bottle  over  his  tail,  so  they  duck- 
taped  the  bottle  onto  his  tail.  Problem  solved.  When  the 
vet  saw  him  again,  he  thought  it  was  a great  idea. 

Yours  for  Tyringham. 


Rhubarb  Curtin 


“No  matter  how  much  cats  fight,  there  always  seem  to  be  plenty 
of  kittens.  ” 

- Abraham  Lincoln 


Foxy 

Holly  McLennan  Ketron 

My  most  adored  pet  was  a fierce  old  lady  horse  named 
Foxy.  Very  hard  mouth.  Various  noble  Tyringham  citizens 
in  the  mid-fifties  occasionally  had  to  rescue  Angelica  and 
me.  We  were  usually  down  in  a ditch  or  up  a steep  bank 
because  Foxy,  our  totally  cool  yellow  buggy  in  tow,  had 
taken  off  in  search  of  nourishment.  She  was  a pistol. 

But  Foxy’s  best  outing  was  very  early  on  a winter 
morning,  black  as  pitch,  when  Marion  Gellschleichter 
called  my  father,  rousing  him  out  of  bed,  and  begging  him 
to  come  down  to  investigate  the  man  in  a brown  coat  who 
was  sneaking  around  outside  her  bedroom  window.  My 
father  threw  on  some  clothes,  walked  down  to  Marion’s 
and  found  Foxy,  flank  up  against  the  house,  munching  on 
the  dead  flowers  and  grasses  under  the  windows. 


“Take  most  people,  they’re  crazy  about  cars...  and  if  they  get 
a brand-new  car  already  they  start  thinking  about  trading  it 
in  for  one  that’s  even  newer.  I don’t  even  like  old  cars.  I 
mean  they  don ’t  even  interest  me.  I’d  rather  have  a goddam 
horse.  A horse  is  at  least  human,  for  God’s  sake.  ’’ 

- J.D.  Salinger 
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Pete... 

Don  Stanton 


Mint  Julep 

Lisa  Palmer 


I was  maybe  13,  and  I had  this  little  black  and  tan 
hound  like  a Beagle,  only  a big  Beagle,  and  his  name  was 
Pete.  So  Pete  and  I and  my  cousin  Neil  (Curtin)  - 
everyday  we’d  go  hunting  all  around  the  back  of  Howard’s 
farm  - all  through  there.  Every  night  we’d  go  hunting,  or 
trapping,  mainly  muskrat.  Pete  was  with  us  wherever  we 
went  and  he  was  just  the  best  dog  I ever  came  in  contact 
with.  He’d  run  rabbits,  ...he  wouldn’t  run  deer;  he 
wouldn’t  run  anything  else.  He’d  just  run  rabbits.  It’s 
amazing  because  most  dogs  will  run  deer.  I trained  him. 
Then  my  brother  Russell  came  home  on  leave  from  the 
Marine  Corps,  and  he  took  Pete  out  back  at  night  to  go 
hunting  and  then  he  made  a mistake,  and  thought  Pete 
was  a rabbit.  And  that  was  the  demise  of  Pete.  He  was 
old,  and  maybe  it  was  a blessing  in  disguise.  But  it  was  a 
cruel  ending  for  such  a lovely  pet.  I was  in  the  Air  Force 
at  the  time.  I wasn’t  home,  so  I didn’t  have  to  go  through 
all  the  ceremonies  my  family  went  through.  But  it  left  me 
with  a big  empty  place  in  my  heart.  I said  I’d  never  have 
another  dog.  I had  Pete  right  up  until  I joined  the  Air 
Force  when  I was  17. 

and  the  Pig... 

We  had  this  pig  and  we  took  him  to  the  fair  and  he 
won  first  prize,  this  little  pig.  I was  in  my  early  teens  at 
the  time.  This  pig  used  to  follow  me  around;  I didn’t 
even  have  to  tie  him  up.  It  ended  up  that  the  pig  got 
slaughtered  to  get  eaten  - ham,  smoked  bacon,  all  that. 
Nobody  in  the  house  could  eat  the  pig  so  we  gave  it  all 
away.  He  was  a family  pet.  My  mother  used  to  wash  him 
in  the  bathtub.  He  was  cleaner  than  I am. 


Mint  Julep,  the  donkey,  arrived  at  Four  Brooks  one  fine 
summer  day  when  the  children  were  quite  young.  The 
donkey,  on  the  other  hand  was  rather  elderly,  and  taking 
the  Four  Brooks  children  on  his  back  was  one  of  the  last 
assignments  of  his  life. 

Mint  Julep  had  a rather  prestigious  past,  as  he  had  been 
living  on  Naushaun  Island,  owned  by  the  Forbes  family  and 
not  accessible  to  ordinary  mortals.  Since,  however,  there 
was  a family  connection  through  the  Pappenheimers  to  the 
Forbes  family,  it  was  arranged  that  Mint  Julep  come  to  stay 
with  us.  He  was  housed  in  the  barn  with  Gilly’s  cows, 
where  plenty  of  hay  was  always  available  and  the  children 
could  climb  on  his  back  whenever  an  adult  was  around  to 
supervise.  Between  the  Palmers,  the  Pappenheimers, 
Perkins  and  Gilders,  there  was  no  lack  of  eager  riders,  and 
Mint  Julep  got  quite  a work-out,  often  getting  two  little  ones 
on  his  back.  He  was  a good  little  donkey,  as  donkeys  go, 
mostly  ambling  up  and  down  Canon  Road  (but  not  very  far 
up  and  not  very  fast).  At  the  end  of  the  day.  Mint  Julep 
enjoyed  coming  right  to  the  kitchen  door  of  “Little  Four 
Brooks”  where  I was  busy  making  the  children’s  dinner,  to 
be  rewarded  with  a carrot  or  two. 

The  photograph  of  Tonio  Palmer  riding  serenely  through 
the  yard  at  Four  Brooks  is  just  one  of  those  many 
memories  of  a perfect  Tyringham  summer. 


Tonio  Palmer  on  Mint  Julep  at  Four  Brooks 


Irene  and  Don  Stanton 


“I  like  pigs.  Dogs  look  up  to  us.  Cats  look  down  on 
us.  Pigs  treat  us  as  equals.  ” 

- Winston  Churchill 


There  is  nothing  so  good  for  the  inside  of  a man  as 
the  outside  of  a horse.  ” 

- Ronald  Reagan 


3 


Some  Tyringham  Pets 

Margaret  Olds  Luchars  Richards 

My  mother,  Lois  Olds,  and  aunt,  Margaret  Clapp, 
bought  Merrybrook  in  c.  1950,  after  my  grandmother  died. 
Aunt  Margaret  and  I,  having  academic  vacations,  spent 
that  first  summer  peeling  wallpaper  and  avoiding  a large 
hole  in  the  middle  of  the  living  room,  created  by  the 
removal  of  a chimney  and  stairs  between  two  parlors.  I 
begged  for  a kitten.  She  finally  consented  but  her  terms 
were  harsh:  the  kitten  would  have  to  go  at  the  end  of  the 
summer,  for  she  would  not  keep  a cat  in  the  President’s 
house  at  Wellesley.  The  first  cat  we  called  “Prime”,  the 
idea  being  that  the  next  summer’s  kitten  would  be  called 
“Secunda”,  etc.  We  never  got  Secunda. 

Peggy,  John  Heath’s  old  mare,  was  the  only  other 
animal  I knew  in  Tyringham.  My  contemporary  and  pal, 
Philippa  Claude,  mostly  rode  her  around,  bareback,  and 
occasionally,  I was  invited  to  go  on  behind. 

In  the  sixties  and  seventies,  when  we  Luchars  occupied 
Merrybook  Barn  (which  Margaret  Clapp  renamed 
“Togetherness  Barn  on  St.  James  Way”  after  we  acquired 
Olivia  James’  1920’s  pre-fab  cottages  “Portapple”  and 
“Windfall”,  and  the  intervening  field),  we  had  a succession 
of  dogs:  Piper,  NeNe,  Jesse,  Celia  and  Henry.  Piper, 
bought  as  a purebred  Basset  Hound  from  a farm  with 
rubber  tires  all  over  the  front  yard,  turned  out  to  be  half 
Beagle,  and  had  a sonorous  bay.  His  summer  delight  was 
to  shatter  full-bloom  peonies  in  the  bullpen  garden  next  to 
the  Barn.  Subsequent  dogs  were  English  Setters.  Upon 
arriving  in  Tyringham  from  the  city,  NeNe  would  bolt  from 
the  car  and  streak  diagonally  across  the  field  and  back. 

Dogs  do  have  a way  of  getting  along.  Hard  to  forget  is 
our  log-time  black  lab  neighbor  Skippy,  so  named  by  then 
three-year-old  Peggy  Reber,  though  he  was  clearly  more 
General  Reber’s  dog  and  slept  with  him.  In  old  age,  if 
Skippy  wasn’t  sprawled  out  in  the  field  feasting  on  a kill, 
wider  than  long,  he’d  sidle  up  to  our  Barn  kitchen  door, 
whining  pitiably.  This  mode  of  appeal  won  him  huge 
culinary  treats  when  he  and  his  family  resided  back  door 
to  back  door  to  the  Princeton  Inn  in  wintertime,  and  he 
wasn’t  above  trying  the  technique  on  us.  Distressed  that 
we  might  be  feeding  him,  Judy  Reber  penned  us  a lofty, 
long  Shakespearean  sonnet  asking  us  to  forbear. 

We  had  cats,  too.  The  least  fortunate  was  a gray  tiger 
kitten  given  us  by  Lisa  Palmer,  but  soon  done  in  by  the 
Dicksons’  Dachshund,  Max.  Linda  Jones  gave  us 
marvelous,  half-wild  Leila.  My  mother,  who  hated  cats, 
had  good  respect  for  her.  When  the  city  kittens,  Dende 
and  Nana,  arrived  on  the  scene,  Leila,  who  didn’t  ever  go 
to  the  city,  would  have  killed  them,  but,  of  course,  we 
didn’t  let  that  happen.  Once,  when  we  had  a bat  in  the 
barn,  which  was  fairly  often,  Dende  patrolled  back  and 
forth  across  a beam,  head  whipping  from  side  to  side  as 
he  tracked  the  motion  of  wings.  (This  same  cat  fell  six 
and  a half  stories  to  a cement  courtyard  in  New  York,  and 
survived  without  a scratch.) 

Most  of  the  other  pets  were  my  son  Barrie’s.  Into  the 
pen  with  guinea  pig  Nibbles  and  a long-haired  albino 


named  Fats,  came  Smokey,  a gray  rabbit  from  Steve 
Adams.  Barrie  brought  his  boa  constrictor  from  a city  pet 
shop  and  kept  it  in  an  aquarium.  We  watched  in 
fascination  as  the  “food”,  a live  white  mouse,  ate  holes  in 
the  pathetic  snake. 

From  the  time  he  was  a little  boy,  Barrie  adored  nature, 
especially  butterflies,  fish,  snakes  and  turtles.  He  would 
catch  trout  with  his  hands  in  Hop  Brook.  If  he  couldn’t 
catch  the  creatures  himself,  he  was  desperate  to  have 
someone  catch  them  for  him,  so  he  could  keep  them. 

One  early  June,  Aunt  Margaret  went  into  her  vegetable 
garden  to  plant  peas  around  the  fence,  and  was  astounded 
to  dig  up  a large  snapping  turtle  that  Barrie  had  put  there 
after  catching  it  in  Shaker  Pond. 

My  son  Charles’  fifth  birthday  was  a tremendous 
success  because  Duffy  Clark  drove  his  horse  and  wagon 
into  our  field  and  gave  the  children  buggy  rides.  For 
years,  his  father,  Wilbur,  mowed  and  took  the  hay.  I held 
weekly  Tuesday  art  classes  in  the  barn,  using  nude 
models.  It  was  a family  joke  to  tell  about  Wilbur  coming  to 
hay  on  one  of  those  Tuesdays,  and  nearing  the  Barn, 
driving  his  tractor  round  and  round. 


Sammy 

Sammy  Curtiin 


Hi.  My  name  is  Samantha.  I’m  an  English  Springer 
Spaniel  and  I’m  11  years  old.  I came  to  Tyringham  in  a 
Christmas-wrapped  box  in  1995  as  a gift  to  my  master 
Carl.  I was  a good  puppy,  and  was  housebroken  inside  of 
two  weeks.  Carl  and  Larry  used  to  take  me  to  the  woods 
with  them  on  weekends,  and  I loved  to  run  after  squirrels 
and  chipmunks  and  mice.  In  the  fall  we  would  vacation 
in  Maine  at  a deer  camp,  and  boy,  did  I love  freedom. 

Soon  came  some  little  people  named  Quinn  and 
Paige.  At  first,  I didn’t  know  what  to  do  with  them,  but 
eventually  I realized  I could  run  and  play  and  have  lots  of 
fun.  The  most  fun  though  is  when  we  have  company. 
When  no  one  is  paying  attention,  I go  through  all  the 
ladies  pocketbooks  to  see  if  there  are  any  goodies  for  the 
taking  or  I see  if  I can  nose  though  any  pockets  of  coats 
near  at  hand.  Then  I would  be  in  trouble. 

I have  slowed  down  lately  and  I sleep  a lot  and  I no 
longer  hear,  but  that  doesn’t  mean  that  I can’t  still  raise 
havoc.  My  family  loves  me  and  I love  them. 

I’m  so  glad  I came  to  Tyringham  wrapped  in  a 
Christmas  box. 

Merry  Christmas. 
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Never  Enter  an  ATM  wth  a Pet 

Betty  Bean 

Every  day,  I’m  out  walking  in  Lee  at  the  ungodly  hour  of 
5:15  a.m.  because  I own  a Jack  Russell  Terrier  who 
doesn’t  like  to  walk  on  the  dewy  grass  of  the  Tyringham 
valley,  but  is  fine  on  the  sidewalks  of  Lee.  Now  you  might 
say,  “Who’s  the  boss  in  that  family?  Woman  or  dog?”  You 
obviously  never  owned  a Jack  Russell  Terrier. 

This  focused  hunter  can  either  bring  great  happiness  or 
wreak  havoc  to  your  daily  routine.  However,  with  the  right 
owner  - one  with  a sense  of  humor  and  a great  deal  of 
patience  - this  little  dog  can  bring  an  enormous  amount  of 
joy.  So  to  keep  the  peace,  I pick  my  battles  with  Whitney, 
and  she  wins  this  one. 


Whitney  telling  Grandma  Kitty  Bean 
about  the  ATM  adventure 


Last  winter,  on  one  of  those  really  cold  days,  I stopped 
at  the  Berkshire  Bank  ATM  in  Lee.  It’s  the  one  located  on 
Route  20  where  there  is  a significant  bend  I the  road.  I 
sometimes  go  there  because  it  is  well  lit  (it’s  dark  at  5:15 
a.m.  in  the  winter),  I can  pick  up  some  cash,  and  walk 
Whitney  at  the  same  time. 

After  hopping  down  from  my  car,  I opened  the  back 
door  and  carefully  picked  up  16-year  old  Whitney  from  the 
back  seat.  We  shuffled  to  the  door  of  the  ATM  and  I put 
my  card  in  the  slot.  The  door  opened  and  I made  my 
transaction  as  quickly  as  possible.  When  I turned  to 
leave,  I pushed  the  door  handle  but  it  wouldn’t  budge. 
Calmly,  I shook  the  door  and  pushed  on  it  again.  It  was 
then  that  I noticed  the  sign  on  the  inside  of  the  door  that 
said  it  was  broken,  and  “DO  NOT  CLOSE.”  Simultan- 
eously, I realized  that  not  only  was  I trapped  inside  the 
ATM,  but  also,  I had  forgotten  my  “pooper  scooper”  in  the 
car.  Before  me  was  a very  anxious,  aged  Jack  Russell, 
crossing  her  legs  (sort  of). 


After  a few  deep  breaths,  I decided  to  calmly  wait  for  the 
next  customer  to  open  the  door  with  card.  Since  Whitney 
calms  down  with  humming,  I hummed  a few  refrains  of 
“Nobody  knows  the  trouble  we’re  in....”  Much  to  my 
dismay,  I soon  realized  that  perhaps  because  of  the  cold, 
nobody  was  stopping  to  withdraw  money.  Since  the  ATM 
can  be  seen  from  the  road,  I started  waving  my  arms  and 
mouthing  “I’m  STUCK!”  This  didn’t  attract  any  attention,  so  I 
started  doing  jumping  jacks  and  yelling  “HELP!”  When  was 
the  last  time  you  did  jumping  jacks,  in  snow  boots,  a winter 
coat  and  on  old,  tennis  knees? 

After  a while,  I was  worn  out.  Besides,  Whitney 
responds  to  hand  signals  and  was  doing  little  circles  in  the 
room.  To  this  day,  I have  no  idea  what  commands  she 
thought  I was  giving. 

Suddenly,  through  the  blackness  of  the  new  morning, 
my  knight  in  shining  armor  pulled  up  in  a pick-up  truck 
with  the  words  Lee  High  School  written  on  its  side.  He 
was  trying  very  hard  not  to  laugh  as  he  came  over  and 
shouted  through  the  window.  “What’s  wrong?”  I yelled 
back  that  the  door  was  broken  and  that  I couldn’t  get  out, 
and  I asked  if  he  had  an  ATM  card  to  open  the  door.  He 
didn’t,  so  I tried  to  pass  mine  out  to  him,  but  it  wouldn’t  fit 
through  the  crack  in  the  door. 

Finally,  he  asked  if  we  were  on  Candid  Camera,  and 
kept  looking  around  for  TV  cameras.  Then  he  reassuringly 
said  he  would  go  to  the  Town  Hall  and  get  a policeman 
who  might  have  a way  to  get  me  out.  I saw  his  shoulders 

shaking  when  he  left.  Oh  well,  at  least  we  were  saved 

almost.  However,  I had  a much  more  immediate  problem. 
Whitney,  in  all  the  excitement,  was  looking  very 
concerned.  She  was  in  deep  “hold-it-for-just-another- 
minute”  trouble. 

In  what  seemed  like  an  eternity,  a Lee  policeman 
returned  with  my  “knight”.  He  was  grinning  from  ear  to 
ear,  but  then  realized  that  he  didn’t  have  an  ATM  card 
either  and  that  I couldn’t  pass  my  card  out  to  him.  I think 
he  called  for  back-up,  or  maybe  back-up  just  came,  but 
not  before  I heard  him  say  to  my  knight,  “What’s  she  doing 
in  there  with  a dog?” 

The  second  policeman  came,  assessed  the  situation 
quickly,  and  without  laughing,  asked  me  to  slip  my  card 
out  the  door  through  the  wider  crack  that  was  high  up  the 
door  jamb.  Did  I tell  you  that  I am  5’3"  on  a good  day  and 
my  tennis  partners  can  attest  to  the  fact  that  I cannot  jump 
more  than  one  inch?  After  numerous  attempts,  it  worked! 
The  card  slipped  through,  they  opened  the  door  from  the 
outside,  and  we  were  relieved  (in  more  ways  than  one). 
The  policeman  propped  open  the  door  so  the  sign  was 
now  apparent.  I looked  at  my  watch.  It  was  only  6:30 
a.m.  I wouldn’t  be  late  for  work,  and  I could  still  get  my 
cup  of  coffee  and  the  Eagle.  WHEW. 


"You  want  a friend  in  Washington?  Get  a dog.  ” 

- Harrv  S.  Truman 
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Ajax  and  Cleo 

Virginia  and  John  Demos 

When  we  moved  to  Tyringham  ten  years  ago,  we 
brought  with  us  two  large  Alaskan  Malamutes,  a four- 
year-old  female  and  a two-year-old  male.  The  female 
had  a long,  luxurious  coat  - referred  to  in  Malamute 
circles  as  “woolly,”  and  considered  an  undesirable  trait. 
But  it  was  beautiful;  thus  we  had  named  her  Cleopatra 
(Cleo).  The  male  we  called  Ajax.  (We  have  always 
used  classical  names  for  our  dogs:  Hermes,  Hector, 
Cassandra.)  Because  of  their  Alaskan  heritage  they 
took  to  Berkshire  winters  right  away;  Cleo,  in 
particular,  would  simply  refuse  to  come  inside  during 
snowstorms.  The  summers,  however,  were 
uncomfortable  for  them. 


Cleo 


One  of  the  first  things  the  four  of  us  discovered  about 
the  valley  was  the  presence  of  other  non-human  crea- 
tures. Our  own  small  property  was  surrounded  by  the 
Slaters’  fields  and  their  numerous  cows.  Cleo  was 
immediately  at  home  with  this;  she  also  loved  the 
horses  in  the  Curtins’  pasture.  But  Ajax  , a more 
emotional  sort,  feared  the  horses  - and  seemed 
determined  somehow  to  mix  it  up  with  the  cows.  We 
always  tethered  both  dogs  when  outside,  but  one  or 
the  other  would  occasionally  escape  and  head  for  the 
hills;  we  had  some  far-ranging  searches  as  a result. 

Most  times  they  would  return  looking  tired  but 
happy,  and  covered  with  the  signs  of  their  adventures. 
Once,  soon  after  we  moved  in,  Ajax  got  loose  while 
the  Slater  cows  were  grazing  right  across  the  road.  In 
a flash  he  was  among  them,  causing  the  entire  herd  to 
stampede  up  the  hill  into  the  woods,  while  he  nipped 
at  their  heels.  Within  seconds  cows  and  Ajax  had  all 
disappeared,  as  John  raced  vainly  in  pursuit.  Twenty 


anxious  minutes  passed.  Then;  there  came  Ajax,  sauntering 
back  down  the  hill,  wearing  his  widest  grin  - and  with  the 
cows  nowhere  to  be  seen.  This  was  hardly  our  preferred  way 
to  introduce  ourselves  as  new  neighbors,  but  the  Slaters 
were  forgiving. 

Cleo  had  fine  vocal  talents;  for  example,  she  could 
produce  the  haunting  howl  of  her  canine  cousins,  wolves  and 
coyotes.  And  soon  she  began  to  engage  in  a night-time 
chorus  of  call-and-response  with  coyote  friends  across  the 
valley.  She  also  made  the  acquaintance  of  a local  fox; 
for  a while  his  twilight  visits  were  a regular  event.  Other 
visitors  were  not  so  considerate;  a passing  porcupine  left  her 
with  a face  full  of  quills,  rendering  her  helpless  - unable  to 
eat  or  drink.  (It  took  the  vet  an  entire  day  to  extract  them.) 
Both  dogs  endured  blastings  by  skunks. 

One  of  these  made  Ajax  feel  so  embarrassed  that  he 
skulked  off  to  a far  corner  of  the  fields,  and  had  to  be  forced 
back  to  the  house  for  a cleansing  bath  of  tomato  juice. 

To  our  sorrow,  Cleo  died  in  her  sleep  two  years  ago,  at 
the  ripe  age  of  twelve.  Ajax,  having  turned  twelve  himself, 
seems  quite  geriatric  with  encroaching  arthritis;  his  own  end 
cannot  be  far  off.  But  the  decade-long  process  of  getting  to 
know  our  new  surroundings  has  been  hugely 
enriched  by  all  we’ve  shared  with  these  two  extraordinary 
creatures;  in  many  ways,  their  response  has  led  ours.  They 
would  smell  out  a spot  where  a deer  had  passed  the  night  - 
or  dig  furiously  in  pursuit  of  burrowing  mice  - or  howl  (as 
Cleo  so  often  did)  with  the  coyotes.  Their  leaving  us  now 
seems  both  inevitable  and  appropriate.  Thanks,  in  no  small 
part,  to  them,  we  have  come  to  love  our  Tyringham  home, 
and  to  feel  a deep  sense  of  belonging. 


Postscript:  Ajax  died  peacefully  on  November  29th.  His 
ashes,  like  Cleo’s,  will  forever  mix  with  the  good  earth  of 
Tyringham. 
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Ollie  Fennelh 


My  Bassetts 

Dianne  Fennelly 

Who  remembers  Eddie  and  my  special  Bassetts, 
Ginger,  Ollie  and  Clarence?  I’m  sure  that  many  do.  But 
let  me  refresh  your  memories. 

Ollie  was  the  one  with  the  fluorescent  sweater,  that  I 
made  for  him  for  his  safety,  because  he  was  always 
walking  up  the  road. 

Clarence,  well,  he  was  a pet  to  many.  He  received 
Christmas  cards  and  notes  from  Mrs.  Judith  Reber.  Then 
he  started  coming  home  with  all  kinds  of  pins  attached  to 
his  collar.  A year  before  he  came  home  with  a picture  of 
the  house  he  visited  daily  to  receive  his  English  muffin 
with  jelly,  as  we  found  out.  The  home  was  that  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Nye. 

Ginger  was  the  one  that  was  chased  down  Main  Road 
by  Carolyn  Canon  because  Ginger  stole  the  chicken  that 
was  thawing  out  on  her  porch.  Can  you  imagine  being 
chased  by  Carolyn?  She  did  get  her  chicken  back! 


Turkey  chicks  hatching  on  Sandy  Hayne ’s  patio 


“I  like  a bit  of  mongrel  myself,  whether  it’s  a man  or  a dog: 
they’re  best  for  everyday.  ” 

- George  Bernard  Shaw 


Chance  of  a Lifetime 

Marion  Leach 

It  was  August  1 , 1 986.  Doug  and  I were  at  the  top  of 
the  Cobble,  building  a fence  to  keep  the  beef  cattle 
contained  on  the  property. 

It  was  getting  late  in  the  afternoon,  so  we  agreed  that  it 
was  time  to  quit  for  the  day.  As  we  were  picking  up  our 
tools  and  securing  everything  for  the  night,  we  could  hear 
turkeys  in  the  distance  gobbling  - clucking?  - or  whatever 
it  is  they  do.  A wonderful  sound,  and  we  were  enjoying  it. 
As  we  started  down  the  steep  hill  in  the  truck,  a mother 
turkey  ran  in  front  of  the  truck  and  behind  her  were  several 
little  chicks.  Doug  could  not  stop  the  truck  because  of  all 
the  weight  in  the  back.  The  little  chicks  were  running 
under,  and  in  front  of,  the  truck.  Sadly,  we  figured  that  we 
had  killed  them  all.  When  Doug  was  able  to  stop  the 
truck,  we  got  out  assuming  we  should  have  a mass 
funeral.  However,  to  our  happiness,  all  the  chicks 
(perhaps  fifteen  or  twenty)  were  alive  and  scattered  all 
over  the  place.  Mother  was  nowhere  in  sight.  Doug  and  I 
picked  up  a chick  and  held  it  in  our  hands.  Suddenly, 
mother  let  out  a few  gobbles,  and  we  soon  saw  her 
standing  on  a stone  wall.  When  those  little  chicks  heard 
her  gobbling  and  clucking,  they  all  started  to  scamper 
towards  that  sound.  We  could  no  longer  hold  the  chicks 
no  matter  how  hard  we  tried.  They  wanted  to  go  toward 
that  sound  and  be  with  “mama”.  (Disappointment  to  us: 
no  camera.) 

Our  biggest  concern  was  whether  these  chicks  would 
grow  fast  enough  to  avoid  the  predators,  and  be  able  to 
contend  with  the  coming  winter.  An  August  1®'  hatching 
seemed  quite  late. 

This  was  one  of  the  many  experiences  we  had  while 
working  on  the  Tyringham  Cobble. 


Doug  and  Marion  Leach  on  the  Cobble 
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Gentian 

George  Gilder 

As  the  nerdy  descendant  of  poets  and  pastors,  painters 
and  pianists  and  born  way  beyond  the  pale  in  New  York 
City,  I had  trouble  as  a kid  breaking  into  the  circles  of 
Tyringham  society.  It  was  only  by  the  tragic  sacrifice  of 
Gentian,  my  pet  heifer  calf,  that  I finally  made  the  grade. 

In  the  early  1 950s,  recently  arrived  in  Tyringham  from 
New  York,  I couldn’t  even  get  myself  picked  for  either  side 
in  one  of  the  ball  games  at  the  town  park,  despite  all  my 
assurances  to  Peter  Curtin,  who  already  ran  the  town,  that 
I was  actually  born  in  Ashfield,  Massachusetts.  Ashfield 
was  a place  I had  hardly  heard  of  but  which  somehow 
popped  into  my  head  when  faced  with  the  dire  charge  that 
I was  a flaky  seed  from  the  Rotten  Apple  and  would 
maybe  like  it  better  back  where  I came  from. 

“Actually  I was  born  in  fraking  Ashfield,”  I lied,  with  a 
bold  attempt  at  virile  profanity. 

“Ashfield?  That’s  strange,  I heard  you  were  born  in  New 
York,”  Peter  muttered  balefully,  while  I desperately,  vainly 
tried  to  come  up  with  something,  anything,  that  I knew 
about  Ashfield. 

In  this  predicament,  I arrived  at  the  idea  that  all  these 
Tyringham  guys — Curtins,  Clarks,  Fennellys,  Lorings, 
Choquettes,  Van  Ormans,  Whalens  — would  be  vastly 
impressed  if  I came  up  with  something  radically  rural  in 
my  life,  like  owning  a cow.  As  it  happened,  I had  already 
been  taught  how  to  milk  a cow  by  Gilly  Palmer,  my  cousin- 
stepfather,  who  was  an  actual  farmer,  though  then  only 
grudgingly  recognized  as  such  by  the  farmers  in  town  such 
as  the  Hales  and  Slaters. 

But  my  milking  prowess  had  cut  little  mustard  at  the 
town  park.  I thought  that  if  I actually  owned  a cow,  though, 
they  might  let  me  play  left  field,  which  was  way  back  by 
the  Van  Orman’s  driveway  near  a large  tree  stump, 
provided  that  I make  myself  extremely  scarce — perhaps 
even  hiding  behind  the  stump — every  time  it  came  my 
turn  to  bat. 


As  an  alternative,  Gilly  suggested  that  I join  the  4-H  club 
run  by  Allie  Hale,  who  I already,  as  a nine-year-old,  thought 
was  wonderful.  All  I would  have  to  do  was  raise  a calf  and 
show  her  at  the  Eastern  States  Exposition  in  Springfield.  My 
mother  Anne  Palmer  suggested  that  I might  win  the  prize  if  I 
took  a newborn  heifer  from  a beautiful  Jersey  Island-type 
cow — bony,  delicate,  straight-backed — by  a sire  direct  from 
the  High  Lawn  line  of  Tristram  Challenger.  She  suggested 
the  name  “Gentian,”  conveying  showy,  fringed  regular 
blossoms.  Even  if  the  guys  at  the  town  park  were  not 
captivated  by  the  poetic  flowery  elegance  of  this  name,  they 
would  surely  be  bowled  over  when  I came  back  from  Eastern 
States  with  a blue  ribbon  for  excellence  in  animal  hus- 
bandry. 

Alas,  it  was  not  to  be.  Shortly  after  I acquired  this 
lovely  creature,  disaster  struck. 

It  was  a dark  and  stormy  night — no  other  way  to  de- 
scribe it — rain  coming  down  in  torrents  and  thunder 
rumbling  up  and  down  the  valley,  pierced  by  cracks  of 
lightning.  Sometime  after  midnight,  while  all  of  us  slept, 
armed  men  drove  up  to  the  back  of  our  barns  and  took  all 
the  calves  out  of  the  pen  nearest  the  door,  including  a 
pedigreed  bull  recently  bought  in  Vermont  for  $1000,  and 
Gentian.  As  a fateful  afterthought,  they  also  stole  Queen 
of  Sheba,  a bony  swaybacked  Jersey  with  a large  udder 
who  had  just  given  birth  and  was  virtually  bursting  with 
milk. 

While  they  could  easily  pick  up  the  seven  calves  and 
put  them  in  the  truck,  Sheba  posed  a problem.  Her  huge 
udder  made  her  too  tempting  to  be  left  behind.  Surely 
some  farmer  would  pay  well  for  such  a lactiferous  crea- 
ture. But  as  a large,  very  mature  cow,  she  could  not  be 
lifted  into  the  truck.  What  to  do.  They  decided  to  move  the 
truck  down  to  Breakneck  Road,  which  offered  a high  bank 
into  what  was  then  called  Dewkett’s  field  (where  Peter, 
Deanna,  Tommy  and  Maggie  Curtin  now  live).  The  rustlers 
led  Sheba  through  the  tall  grass  across  the  field  and 
walked  her  onto  the  truck  in  the  midst  of  the  rainstorm. 

In  parking  the  truck  in  the  moonless  dark,  however,  they 
got  it  stuck  in  the  mud.  To  extract  it,  they  drove  a car  all 
the  way  down  to  Ward  McCarthy’s  farm  some  two  and  a 
half  miles  away  and  stole  one  of  his  farm  trucks.  They 
used  the  McCarthy  vehicle  to  pull  their  van  full  of  cattle 
out  of  the  mud.  Some  people  in  the  valley  believed  that  all 
this  knowledge  of  local  farms  and  their  vehicles  implied  an 
inside  Tyringham  job.  But  as  Peter  Curtin  now  recalls,  the 
police  found  no  evidence  to  support  this  suspicion. 

The  next  morning  at  the  5 a.m.  milking,  Gilly  noticed 
that  Sheba  and  the  calves  were  missing,  the  gate  to  the 
pen  was  open,  and  truck  tracks  had  freshly  rutted  the  dirt 
by  the  barn  door.  He  called  the  police.  Later  the  police  told 
him  that  this  was  merely  one  of  a series  of  cattle  rustlings 
down  through  Vermont  and  the  Berkshires.  They  said  all 
the  calves,  including  Gentian  and  the  $1000  bull  would  be 
butchered  immediately  and  sold  for  around  $9  apiece.  But 
they  thought  that  the  rustlers  might  try  to  foist  Sheba  on  a 
dairy  farmer.  It  was  Sheba  who  would  ultimately  bring 
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them  down  and  make  ourTyringham  rustling  the  climax  of 
their  careers  and  the  beginning  of  mine  as  a recognized 
member  of  the  community,  rather  than  a pathetic  little 
Fauntleroy  from  New  York. 

My  mother  provided  a glossy  photograph  of  Sheba, 
which  was  displayed  on  channel  6 Albany  television.  Sure 
enough,  a week  or  so  later  a farmer  in  New  York  state 
recognized  Sheba  as  the  cow  he  had  recently  purchased 
from  a dark  haired  man  driving  a red  covered  van  of  a 
distinctive  make. 

Shortly  afterward,  on  Route  20  by  Lebanon  Mountain 
near  the  New  York- Massachusetts  border,  a state  police- 
man spotted  a red  truck  resembling  the  one  which  had 
delivered  Sheba,  and  hailed  it  to  a stop.  As  he  walked  up 
to  the  left  front  door,  the  driver  shot  the  policeman  dead. 
The  rustler,  now  a murderer,  escaped. 

The  killing  of  the  policeman  changed  the  crime  into  a 
federal  case.  Besieging  our  farm  in  Tyringham  the  next 
day  were  what  seemed  to  be  scores  of  flashing  police 
vehicles.  Policemen,  photographers,  FBI  agents,  and 
other  constabulary  taped  off  the  crime  scene  and  interro- 
gated Gilly  and  Charlie  Loring,  who  were  present  at  the 
farm.  On  the  schoolbus,  I was  beset  by  Tyringham  kids 
asking  what  was  going  on.  Although  I knew  little  more 
than  they  did,  I took  the  opportunity  to  tell  a gothic  tale  of 
theft,  murder,  FBI  agents,  the  slaughter  of  innocents.  The 
kids  were  spellbound.  Even  Peter  Curtin  seemed  im- 
pressed. 

Following  the  trail  of  the  truck,  the  FBI  finally  caught  the 
rustler,  who  turned  out  to  be  a man  named  Armor  with  a 
long  criminal  record.  Fie  was  eventually  apprehended  and 
convicted  of  second  degree  murder.  Sheba  returned  in 
glory  to  Sky  Hill  Farm. 

And  because  of  Gentian’s  sacrifice,  I never  again  had  to 
hide  behind  the  Van  Orman’s  rotted  tree  stump  during 
games  at  the  park.  Whether  it  was  cause  and  effect  or  not, 
after  that  I began  getting  picked  for  teams.  But  as  far  as  I 
can  recall,  I was  never  picked  before  last.  In  Tyringham 
society,  you  have  to  earn  your  way. 


“If  you  pick  up  a starving  dog  and  make  him 
prosperous,  he  will  not  bite  you.  That  is  the 
principal  difference  between  a dog  and  a man.  ” 

- Mark  Twain 
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Blackie  Winters  and  Ken  “Red"  Winters  on 
Mike  Winters’  log  truck 


Blackie 

Karen  Winters  Williams 

When  I was  a very  little  girl,  a small  black  bundle  of  fur 
came  to  live  with  us.  He  was  a black  lab  puppy  who  came 
to  known  as  Blackie  Winters.  Chuck  Clark  always  said 
that  he  was  the  only  dog  he  knew  that  had  a last  name. 

Blackie  was  a wonderful  pet.  My  brother  Red  was 
older  than  me,  so  Blackie  hung  out  with  him  at  first.  He 
followed  him  all  over  town.  One  time,  Blackie  went  bow- 
hunting with  my  brother  and  Jimmy  DuVernois  on  “Old 
Baldy”.  They  came  back  with  a wildcat  that  my  brother 
had  shot.  All  of  them  had  their  picture  in  the  newspaper 
with  their  bounty.  What  the  paper  didn’t  say  was  that 
Blackie  was  the  one  that  cornered  it.  Blackie  was  quite  a 
hunter  in  his  own  right.  He  was  always  bringing  home 
woodchucks. 

When  my  brother  went  to  Lee  to  school,  Blackie  started 
to  hang  out  with  me.  He  walked  me  to  school  every 
morning  and  was  waiting  for  me  to  walk  back  home  at 
lunch  time  and  when  school  was  out  in  the  afternoon. 
When  we  went  sliding  in  the  winter,  he  would  run  along 
beside  me  trying  to  bite  onto  my  wrist. 

Blackie  loved  to  ride,  whether  it  was  inside  a vehicle 
leaning  on  the  driver,  or  on  the  back  of  my  Dad’s  log  truck. 

When  I was  18,  after  having  Blackie  as  my  loyal  friend 
all  through  my  childhood,  I had  to  say  goodbye  to  him.  He 
was  laid  to  rest  with  the  rest  of  our  family  pets  that  came 
before  him,  out  behind  the  shed. 

Blackie  Winters  was  a good  old  dog. 
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Trooper,  the  “Only  Dog” 

Sisters  of  the  Visitation 

This  coming  winter  will  mark  the  fourth  anniversary  of 
the  arrival  in  Tyringham  of  a Labrador  retriever  mix  named 
Trooper.  His  point  of  destination  was  the  Visitation 
Monastery  on  Beach  Road.  The  Sisters  had  never  had  a 
dog  and  they  never  wanted  a dog.  Suddenly  they  had  an 
18-month  old,  74-pound  bundle  of  canine  energy  delivered 
to  their  back  door  at  midnight,  in  a fierce  snow  storm,  on 
February  16,  2003. 

Trooper’s  arrival  was  expected,  but  his  stay  was  to  be 
limited  to  six  months.  He  was  here  simply  on  a trial  basis. 
However,  as  all  our  neighbors  know,  plus  every  delivery 
man  who  wends  his  way  up  the  hill  to  the  monastery  and 
has  to  part  with  a doggie  treat  knows,  three  years  and  nine 
months  later.  Trooper  is  still  here! 

Anyone  who  has  ever  met  Trooper  knows  why  he 
remained  in  the  monastery  against  all  odds.  He  remained 
because  he  wormed  his  way  into  most  of  the  Sisters’  hearts 
through  his  engaging  personality;  through  his  belief  that  all 
who  see  him,  love  him;  and  finally,  because  of  his  carefully 
honed  talent  for  alerting  the  community  to  the  presence  of 
THE  BEAR! 

The  bears  were  here  long  before  T rooper  arrived  on  the 
scene.  A number  of  times  we  had  been  surprised  to  see 
Mother  Bear  and  her  twins  taking  a shortcut  through  the 
parking  lot  in  order  to  get  to  their  den  in  the  woods.  At  other 
times  we  were  amused  by  the  cubs’  antics  as  they  played 
on  the  ridge  above  the  monastery.  However,  as  a group  of 
“city  girls  newly  come  to  the  country”,  we  hadn’t  really 
developed  a proper  sense  of  respect  for  the  potential  danger 
that  a mother  bear  with  cubs  could  be  for  those  who 
approached  too  closely. 

Trooper  changed  all  that.  The  first  time  he  saw  the 
bear,  he  let  out  such  a caterwauling  of  a yowl  cum  bark 
cum  growl  that  we  all  came  running.  With  his  hackles 
standing  up  he  continued  his  unbelievable  “carrying  on” 
until  he  perceived  that  the  enemy  had  been  vanquished 
and  his  territory  was  safe. 

Perhaps  we  are  attached  to  his  caterwauling.  It  could 
even  be  that  we  are  attached  to  our  dog.  We’ll  let  our 
readers  decide  which  is  the  reason.  But  Trooper  is  here  to 
stay!!! 


Trooper,  Christmas  2005,  with  Sister  Anne-Marguerite 
and  Sister  Alice  Marie 

{Most  of  the  presents  under  the  tree  are  for  him!) 


The  Down  Side 

Ruth  Heath 

When  we  were  very  young,  we  lived  in  one  of  the 
houses  on  Grandpa’s  farm  in  Lee.  Our  house  was  about 
one  fifth  of  a mile  from  the  main  house  and  barn. 

One  day,  my  mother  sent  me  to  the  main  house  for 
something.  As  I was  leaving.  Grandpa’s  sow  came  after 
me.  Because  I was  afraid  of  her,  I started  running.  Home 
meant  safety.  Of  course,  she  followed  as  I ran  into  the 
house,  and  I forgot  to  close  the  door.  I sat  on  top  of  the 
front  room  chair  looking  down  on  the  pig.  Mother  and 
everyone  there  were  laughing,  but  I didn’t  get  down  until 
they  removed  that  monster. 
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Where  is  Gordon’s  Cat? 

Betty  Cernik 


Not  long  ago,  Gordon  Van  Orman’s  cat  disappeared. 
Gordon,  who  is  my  neighbor,  was  sure  that  it  had  got  out 
and  a wild  animal  had  killed  it  and  dragged  it  away.  Kate 
was  upset  because  she  thought  she  had  let  the  cat  slip  out 
the  door  when  she  went  out  the  night  before. 

A few  days  later,  I could  smell  an  animal  on  the  front 
porch.  I said  to  Kate,  “I  think  Gordon’s  cat  is  on  my 
porch”.  She  replied,  “Betsy  would  never  cross  the  road. 
She  has  never  gone  across  and  would  be  afraid  to.” 

I asked  Gordon  to  come  over  and  call  Betsy,  which  he 
did,  but  there  was  no  answer.  He  was  just  so  sure  that  the 
cat  had  been  killed  by  a wild  animal.  I left  my  front  porch 
door  open  for  days  hoping  that  whatever  was  there  would 
decide  to  depart.  I even  found  some  small  deposits  on  the 
porch  and  I knew  it  had  to  be  some  kind  of  animal. 

I was  talking  to  Barbara  (Adams)  one  day  about  it,  and 
she  told  me  she  had  a trap  that  her  father  had  built  years 
ago,  so  I decided  to  see  if  I could  catch  it.  (By  this  time, 
ten  days  had  passed  since  Betsy’s  disappearance.) 

Down  I went  to  Barb’s  and  picked  up  the  trap.  It  was 
made  out  of  a piece  of  metal  on  the  bottom,  had  chicken 
wire  around  it,  and  on  the  front  it  had  a trap  door,  very 
antiquated.  But  I decided  to  give  it  a try.  The  first  night,  I 
put  a piece  of  bacon  and  cheese,  thinking  maybe  it  was  a 


rat.  Well,  next  morning  the  bacon  and  cheese  were  gone, 
but  the  trap  was  not  sprung.  Now  Larry  and  Barb  got 
involved  and  said  I hadn’t  set  the  trap  right.  They 
proceeded  to  reduce  the  tension  so  that  the  trap  would 
spring  much  easier.  So  said  and  done. 

I checked  the  trap  when  I went  to  bed,  as  I didn’t  want 
whatever  it  was  to  get  hurt.  The  first  thing  in  the  morning  I 
peeked  out  the  door,  not  knowing  what  I would  find.  I 
could  see  there  was  something  in  the  trap,  so  I got  a little 
braver  and  went  out  a little  further.  Lo  and  behold,  it  was 
a cat.  I could  see  its  face  and  it  resembled  Betsy.  I had 
seen  Betsy’s  face  so  many  times  when  I put  the  Van 
Ormans’  paper  on  the  back  porch. 

Gordon  had  just  gone  to  Lee  but  Kate  was  home  so  I 
called  her  and  said,  “Kate,  I don’t  want  to  get  your  hopes 
up,  but  I think  I have  Gordon’s  cat  in  Barb’s  trap”.  She 
said,  “Betty,  I don’t  think  that’s  possible.  The  cat  has  been 
gone  for  nearly  two  weeks”.  But  she  came  over  and 
looked,  and  lo  and  behold  when  she  looked  at  the  cat,  she 
said  “I  can’t  believe  it,  but  it  sure  looks  like  Betsy”.  She 
picked  Betsy  up  and  took  her  home. 

I guess  Gordon  was  some  surprised  when  he  returned 
home  and  found  his  Betsy  lying  on  her  bed,  just  like  she 
had  never  been  gone. 


The  Cemik  kids:  I to  r:  Randy,  Donny,  Dick,  Jeffrey,  Dawn 
without  Gordon ’s  cat 
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Raul 

Lyn  Bertelli 


Even  though  I love  cats,  I made  a conscious  decision  as 
an  adult  to  not  have  one,  since  I’m  allergic.  Sometimes, 
however,  we  don’t  get  to  make  our  own  decisions  on  such 
matters. 

When  I lived  on  Fairview  St.  I became  aware  of  a cat 
who  appeared  to  be  a stray  I’d  seen  passing  through  my 
back  yard.  Never  being  able  to  turn  my  back  on  any 
critters  that  might  be  hungry  I started  leaving  dishes  of  cat 
food  out,  they  were  always  empty  the  next  day.  This  cat 
started  showing  himself  more  and  more,  and  one  day 
when  I returned  from  work  he  was  sitting  on  my  front  step. 
From  this  day  on  it  was  clear,  Raul  had  adopted  me. 

I named  him  Raul  because  it  seemed  like  a fitting  name 
for  a huge  tiger  cat;  this  was  also  in  honor  of  Raul  Julia, 
who  was  one  of  my  favorite  actors.  As  a stray,  Raul 
weighed  15  pounds.  As  time  went  on  and  he  became  more 
comfortable  with  the  life  of  leisure  he  grew  to  a massive 
23  pounds.  Fie  had  a huge  belly  that  would  swing  back  and 
forth  when  he  ran. 

Flis  great  size  did  not  slow  him  down  at  all.  Fie  was  an 
avid  hunter  who  brought  home  the  catch  of  the  day  quite 
often.  You  had  to  be  careful  when  you  stepped  out  the 
front  door  in  the  morning  because  frequently  there  were 
remains  of  some  unlucky  creature.  A friend  of  mine  once 
joked  that  “Raul  dragged  home  an  antelope”! 

When  I moved  to  Tyringham,  Raul  made  the  transition 
quite  nicely.  Fie  was  very  popular  with  the  guests  and 
would  lie  on  the  sidewalk  ready  to  be  petted  by  all  who 
passed  by.  Fie  also  loved  to  relax  on  the  back  deck  looking 
at  the  view  towards  the  field  with  his  paws  hanging  over 
the  edge  of  the  deck. 

With  all  the  coyotes  around  I tried  to  get  him  to  come  in 
the  house  at  night,  but  he  would  have  none  of  that.  As 
soon  as  the  weather  was  good  he  spent  every  night 
outside  and  survived  very  well. 

It  was  a very  fast  growing  tumor  that  took  his  life  a little 
over  a year  ago.  Now  he  rests  under  the  apple  tree  with 
the  ashes  of  our  dog.  Bear.  Fie  is  still  sadly  missed. 


‘There  are  tH'o  means  of  refuge  from  the  miseries  of  life:  music 
and  cats.  ” 

- Albert  Schweitzer 


To:  Mary  and  Allan  T.  (the  parents) 

From:  Monica  (a  feline-type  person) 

Subject:  Ground  Rules  of  our  Continuing 

Relationship 

I accept  with  delight  all  petting,  stroking  and  fondling 
offered  in  either  bathroom  by  either  parent  as  long  as  it  is 
clearly  understood  that  such  license  is  not  granted  in  any 
other  location  in  the  house,  car,  boat  or  trailer. 

I know  that  you  both  claim  college  degrees,  so  why  then 
must  one  tear  up  the  carpet  before  closed  doors  to  get 
upstairs  for  my  a.m.  or  p.m.  power  nap? 

Do  you  not  know  by  now  that  digging  at  his  honor’s 
chair  is  a demand  for  access  to  the  shop  for  hunting 
expeditions?  Can  you  not  comprehend  that  gazing  at  the 
shelf  in  Allan’s  closet,  the  upper  level  of  the  linen  closet  or 
the  top  of  the  freezer  is  an  overt  appeal  to  be  lifted  (gently 
of  course  out  of  respect  for  my  advancing  maturity). 

There  is  no  rational  reason  for  you  to  ask  me  to  curtail 
my  morning  romps  just  because  you  decide  to  sleep  past 
5 a.m. 

I admit  to  crying,  even  yowling,  from  my  perch  on  the 
arm  rest  of  the  car  at  the  start  of  trips.  This  is  a small 
price  you  must  pay  for  the  interruption  of  my  early 
morning  sleep  to  start  the  journey  to  Philadelphia,  Durham 
or  Clayton,  despite  my  pleasure  on  arrival.  Get  used  to  it! 

You  must  respect  my  insistence  to  be  allowed  to  crawl 
onto  the  dashboard  within  two  miles  of  familiar 
destinations  - stop  restricting  me  with  two  hands  yet.  Get 
over  it! 

If  you  leave  doors  unlatched,  you  have  no  reason  to 
expect  me  to  honor  their  closure.  What  are  you  thinking? 

Any  dog  you  plan  to  introduce  into  my  domicile  must 
respect  my  primacy  therein  and  should  be  a quick  learner, 
whether  small  or  large,  quick  or  slow,  mutt  or  show.  I am 
confident  I can  teach  a hound  his  (her)  manners. 

Finally  (just  for  now),  if  the  110'^  Congress  can  ballyhoo 
a new  era  of  cooperation,  collaboration  and  genuine 
progress,  you  can  do  the  same! 

Very  Respectfully, 

Monica  L.Garner 
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Monica  Garner 


Mabel,  October  2006 


From  the  Lettuce  Leaf  of  Mabel  the  Turtle 

Mabel  Ketchen 

When  I heard  that  the  theme  for  the  annual  edition  of 
Tyringham  Topics  was  Tyringham  Pets  - Past  and 
Present,  I just  had  to  write.  I figure  I must  be  the  oldest 
pet  in  the  Town  of  Tyringham,  being  that  I am  50- 
something.  Now  that  I think  about  it,  I am  past  and 
present!  I am  a Mississippi  Map  Turtle  originally  from 
some  pet  store  in  Pittsfield  in  the  area  of  where  the  library 
is  on  East  Street.  (Does  anyone  remember  it?).  Bryan 
(Treat)  picked  me  for  a pet  in  1955  when  he  was  seven 
years  old.  I lived  in  Dumont,  New  Jersey,  but  I have  spent 
my  summers  in  Tyringham  since  I was  just  the  size  of  a 
quarter.  It  had  to  be  around  the  early  80s  that  I stayed  in 
Tyringham  year  ‘round.  That  was  at  Asher  Treat’s  Red 
House  on  Jerusalem  Road.  It  wasn’t  long  after  the  turn  of 
the  century  that  I was  handed  down  to  a younger  member 
of  my  human  family. 

And  so  for  the  last  four  years  I have  been  rooming  with 
the  Ketchens  on  Stonebridge  Way,  the  Goose  Pond  side  of 
Tyringham.  It’s  not  a bad  life  here.  I have  a few  friends  - 
Bingo  the  Beagle,  Bazooka  Joe  the  Toy  Fox  Terrier, 
Pastulio  the  dwarf  hamster  and  even  a big  old  quarter 
horse  named  Blue.  There  is  always  something  exciting 
going  on  around  here  for  me  to  watch  and  I even  get  a lot 
of  visitors.  Kids  and  adults  seem  to  be  fascinated  with  my 
story.  I hear  that  there  aren’t  too  many  turtle  pets  around. 

My  human  family  takes  great  care  of  me.  Every  two 
days  I visit  my  spa  for  a couple  of  hours.  There  I get  to 
swim  around  in  the  big  bath  tub  with  the  water  rushing 
down  on  me  like  the  water  off  the  dam  at  Goose  Pond. 

Boy,  I love  to  run  back  and  forth  under  the  rushing  water. 
It’s  a big  thrill.  I might  be  over  fifty,  but  I’m  spunky. 

Heather  says  I have  quite  the  personality  and  attitude. 

(I’m  not  sure  if  those  are  good  things.)  Then  it’s  time  for 
my  shell  to  be  brushed  gently  with  my  own  tooth  brush. 
(Heather’s  son  Dakota  doesn’t  like  it  if  I use  his.) 

Speaking  of  Dakota,  he  is  pretty  good  at  hunting  for 
worms  around  the  yard.  He  finds  the  best  worms  around 


and  frisky  ones  too.  Some  of  those  worms  are  pretty 
tough  to  wrangle,  but  they  go  great  with  my  frozen  raw 
ground  beef.  After  my  meal  at  the  spa,  it’s  back  to  my 
dishpan,  which  Heather  has  washed  and  filled  with  luke- 
warm water  and  a fresh  leaf  of  Romaine  lettuce,  my 
favorite.  I’ve  got  a nice  wooden  ramp  to  crawl  up  on  to 
sun  myself  in  the  light  of  this  really  great  lamp  that 
automatically  turns  on  and  off  a couple  of  times  a day.  A 
few  turtle  bites  and  a pinch  of  Reptomin,  and  I tell 
you I’ve  got  the  life. 

I would  like  to  wish  all  my  friends  and  neighbors,  both 
human  and  animal,  a happy  holiday  season. 


How  to  Choose? 

Angelica  McLennan 

Writing  about  just  one  beloved  pet  is  for  me,  a 
formidable  task.  It’s  about  choosing!  How  did  we  have 
so  many  pets  by  the  time  I was  12?! 

I only  heard  about  Clover,  the  war-time  cow,  from  my 
mother’s  letters  to  my  grandmother,  but  she  produced 
milk  and  butter  at  a time  of  need,  so  that  was  good. 

There  was  Neila,  the  German  Shepherd  who  had  just 
a hint  of  killer  dog,  but  ever  so  slight.  Dodo  (oh  dear) 
our  Cocker  Spaniel  was  sweet  and  slow  to  the  draw,  but 
loved  until  she  was  killed  by  the  pipeline  truck  coming 
down  the  hill  with  questionable  brakes.  I’m  sure.  Pinto, 
our  Dalmatian,  was  agitated  as  they  can  be,  but  we 
loved  her  spots  and  wagging  tail.  She  took  a “trip  to 
Florida”  and  liked  it  so  much  that  she  never  returned. 
Topaz,  our  sweet,  long-haired  Dachshund  came  over  in 
a basket  from  Ireland,  so  the  story  went.  She  mothered 
lots  of  cute  ones  that  went  to  our  cousins.  Mrs.  Black, 
the  black  Scottie,  was  a fuss-about,  with  frequent 
eczema.  She  bit  me  in  the  cheek  as  I was  putting  out 
the  cat.  I will  always  remember  her,  as  I still  have  the 
scar. 

The  cat  world  in  our  family  was  prodigious.  I believe 
we  had  eleven  cats  when  I was  very  young.  Could  that 
be?  But  it  was  Feather,  the  beautiful,  elegant,  sweet 
cat  that  we  loved.  So,  so  many  kittens  - white,  or  white 
with  orange  - always  beautiful.  Her  adventures  into  the 
wild  took  her  to  a far  away  place,  lovely  as  she,  I am 
sure.  The  King  of  the  Cats,  though,  was  Holly’s  cat, 
Boogey.  What  a guy.  Large,  black  as  night,  a real 
friend.  I still  miss  him. 

Not  to  forget  Foxy  the  horse,  Roscoe  the  parakeet, 
and  Goliath  the  white  mouse.  Where  did  he  come 
from?  All  I know  is  we  gave  him  a regal  funeral  and 
placed  him  in  a satin  box  to  be  interred  in  the  great 
Gardens. 

I have  never  had  a pet  since,  until  my  daughter 
Miranda  brought  a little  black  kitten  home  17  years  ago. 
She  is  my  great,  wonderful  friend  Olga,  indoor  and 
quiet.  So  finally,  I have  a pet  I feel  I have  had  all  my 
life,  and  perhaps  will  have  for  the  rest  of  my  life. 

Hail  to  our  beloved  pets! 
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Lynn  Goldberg  (Moskin)  and  Talley 


TALLEY 

Bob  Moskin 

What  Talley  loves  most  about  Tyringham  are  its  open 
fields.  She  loves  to  be  off-leash  and  to  run  and  run  and  run 
through  the  short-mown  grass.  She  can’t  dream  of  doing 
that  in  the  city,  not  even  in  Central  Park  where  it  is 
considered  a big  deal  that  dogs  are  allowed  off-leash  in  the 
mornings  until  nine  o’clock.  (In  fact,  a whole  movement  is 
now  campaigning  to  persuade  the  City  Council  to  eliminate 
that  small  dispensation.)  But  on  the  Fernside,  Talley  can 
run  all  day.  And  she  would  love  to. 

She  has  her  favorites;  the  field  across  from  the 
Donalds,  and  a larger  one  just  beyond  Brace  Road.  In  the 
latter,  she  has  flushed  wild  turkeys  but  she  has  never  tried 
to  catch  one. 

We  agree  with  Talley.  Among  the  most  marvelous 
things  about  our  favorite  town  are  its  open  spaces. 


Mellie  Gilder  and  Teddy 


Camel  and  Teddy  Scare  the  Mailman 

Louisa  Gilder 

Granny  found  two  orphan  lambs  - one  confident  and 
very  ugly,  one  shy  and  angelic-looking  - in  the  sheep 
barn  at  Four  Brooks,  and  installed  them  in  the  chicken 
coop,  training  Mellie  and  me,  then  10  and  12,  in  bottle- 
feeding.  When  we  would  open  the  front  door  of  the  coop 
in  the  morning,  they  came  tumbling  out  with  the  flustered 
chickens,  playing  lamb  games,  their  toothpick  legs 
skittering  across  the  concrete  horse  barn  floor,  leaping 
around  Aunt  Cathy’s  push-broom  in  giddy  happiness  to 
be  well-fed  and  loved.  We  named  the  ugly  extrovert 
“Camel”,  because  of  his  long,  bony,  Roman  nose.  He 
had  very  little  fur  on  his  face,  so  that  his  skin  showed 
through  (pink,  with  black  spots).  His  cuddly  gray-faced 
brother,  who  became  Mellie’s  special  pet,  became 
“Teddy”.  Camel  was  mine. 

The  day  Camel  and  Teddy  moved  to  our  Red  House, 
the  cattle  were  shocked.  They  all  gathered  on  the 
other  side  of  the  fence  to  stare.  Camel  and  Teddy 
never  noticed  (though  later,  our  pure-bred  Romney, 
Alexander  the  Great,  ran  off  to  live  with  the  cows  for 
two  years,  making  the  Hop  Brook  crossing  back  and 
forth  to  Cobble,  proving  that  just  because  he  was  a 
purebred  didn’t  mean  he  was  a weakling).  Camel  and 
Teddy  loved  people  though,  running  to  welcome  any 
arrivals  with  loud  bleating.  One  day,  a new  Federal 
Express  man  showed  up  with  a package  a day  late. 

“I’m  sorry  about  this,”  he  said,  “but  yesterday  your  big 
white  dogs  almost  attacked  me.  I’ve  had  bad 
experiences  with  big  dogs  so  I left.” 

This  is  a sheep’s  moment  of  glory,  to  be  mistaken  for 
a poodle  or  a Samoyed! 

Teddy,  always  ethereal  and  frail,  died  not  long  after 
this  triumph,  but  Camel  lived  long,  filling  out  to  be  the 
shape  of  a whiskey  keg  (like  my  other  favorite  animal, 
the  pony  Twinkleberry,  with  whom  I won  a ribbon  at  the 
Howards’  pet  show  for  “fattest  pet”.  It  still  hangs  on  my 
door).  In  a braided  bailing-twine  harness  he  pulled 
Richard  and  Nannina  (ages  6 and  5)  in  the  plastic 
orange-and-yellow  “Cozy  Coupe,”  and  a few  years  later 
walked  with  me  all  the  way  to  the  center  of  town  to 
meet  up  with  Peggy  Harding’s  summer  day  camp  in  the 
Church  basement. 

He  instilled  in  me  a lifelong  appreciation  for  camels, 
and  I have  since  learned  that  in  India,  they  are  the 
symbol  of  love. 


“/  think  / could  turn  and  live  with  animals,  they  are  so  placid  and  self- 
contained.  I stood  and  looked  at  them  long  and  long.  ” 

-Walt  Whitman 
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Louisa  Gilder  and  Camel 


Joe  Whalen  with  his  bear 


Animals  West  and  East 

Chris  Hale  Corcoran 

After  spending  1 0 years  in  Phoenix,  Arizona,  where  my 
husband  got  his  Masters  in  Manufacturing  Engineering  and 
I received  a BS  in  Molecular  Bioscience  and  Biotechnology, 
we  are  now  returning  to  Tyringham  to  help  run  the  farm. 
Animals  are  the  same  no  matter  where  you  are. 

Throught  the  years,  I had  many  pets  on  the  farm.  In 
Arizona,  people  drove  down  the  street  where  we  lived,  near 
South  Mountain  Municipal  Park,  and  threw  out  unwanted 
pets.  Neighbors  of  mine  had  up  to  1 0 dogs  at  any  one 
time.  I have  come  back  with  2 dogs  and  during  our  time 
there,  any  number  of  cats  wandered  in  and  out  of  the  doors 
for  food. 

Now  that  we  are  back  here,  the  tradition  of  animals  is 
again  going  on  at  Sunset  Farm.  Besides  my  mother’s 
draft  horse,  Eban,  and  her  llama,  Cotrell,  Dad  has  aquired 
two  alpacas  and  I have  a 5-month-old  Morgan  filly.  We 
are  now  looking  to  aquire  some  Dexter  cattle. 

Pets  will  always  have  a place  in  my  life  and  now  my 
husband  is  learning  about  them. 


Chasing  a Dream 

Joe  Whalen 

Little  did  I know  when  I mailed  in  for  a Bear  Permit,  that 
my  dream  would  ever  be  a reality. 

In  September,  I started  to  look  around,  and  with  a motion- 
sensored  camera,  I captured  pictures  of  a few  bears.  Now, 
the  game  was  on.  Who  would  win  out?  And  would  I be  able 
to  get  one  close  enough  for  a good  shot? 

After  many  hours  and  finding  out  what  was  wrong,  I had 
my  brother  drop  me  off  for  a day’s  wait.  Maybe  I’d  be 
lucky.  If  they  heard  the  truck  leave,  the  bears  would  figure 
all  was  well.  Noon  went  by.  My  lunch  was  gone,  and  I 
figured  it  to  be  another  day  in  the  “lost”  column. 

At  about  1 :45,  I noticed  movement  off  to  my  right,  and 
sure  enough  — a bear.  Well,  it  looked  big  as  an  elephant 
to  me,  and  I started  to  wonder  what  if 

Well,  to  make  a long  story  short,  with  my  35  Marlin  at 
my  shoulder  I squeezed  the  trigger.  Sure  enough,  my 
dream  was  fulfilled. 

At  age  83  nothing  is  impossible.  Have  faith  in  yourself 
and  in  others,  and  trust  that  all  will  work  out. 


Cotrell  the  llama,  Sunset  Farm 
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Colby  Curtin.  Mike  Curtin  and 
Joe  Whalen,  with  bear 


Recollections  from  an 
Old  Tyringham  Native 

Candace  “Chick”  Heath  Coco 


Back  in  the  forties,  it  was  not  difficult  for  us  young’uns 
to  find  entertainment  — without  WHEELS!  In  the 
winter,  there  was  skating  on  Hop  Brook,  skiing  on  any 
local  slope  and  riding  eight-passenger  “rippers”  on  the 
snow-packed  roads,  which  today  are  too  busy  with  cars. 
There  are  many  memories  of  yesteryears  that  return  to 
me. ...the  Memorial  Day  parade  with  OUR  OWN  fife  and 
drum  corps,  and  stopping  on  the  bridge  to  throw  flowers 
in  the  brook  as  a memorial  to  lost  servicemen. 

However,  my  most  unforgettable  incidents  happened 
before  I was  ten  years  old.  The  first  occurred  on  a 
beautiful  summer  Saturday  afternoon.  There  had  been  a 
church  fair,  and  a group  was  standing  in  our  driveway. 

All  of  a sudden  something  popped  the  balloon  in  my 
hand  and  at  the  same  time  there  was  a terrible  burning 
sensation  in  my  right  hip.  My  dad  had  heard  the  gun  and 
stated,  “She’s  been  shot!”  The  young  man  who  owned 
the  rifle  was  shooting  at  a woodchuck  boldly  sitting  by  a 
large  boulder  in  the  field  at  the  foot  of  the  Cobble.  The 
bullet  hit  the  boulder,  ricocheted  down  into  the  village 
and  struck  me.  (It  got  Chick,  instead  of  ‘chuck!)  My 
father  rushed  me  off  to  Lee  to  have  the  injury  checked 


byanM.D.  I was  sure  I would  die!  Fortunately,  that  was 
not  the  case,  as  it  turned  to  be  only  a graze-type  injury. 

God  was  with  me. 

Now,  for  the  second  “escape”.  My  mother  always  made 
jam  or  jelly  each  year  and  on  top  of  the  contents,  she 
poured  paraffin  as  a preservative.  I had  saved  all  those 
tops  and  when  the  following  Spring  came,  I decided  to  see 
if  I could  sell  them  to  the  neighbors.  Darkness  was  close 
at  hand  when  I started  out  but  I was  not  afraid  of  the  dark 
and  figured  on  returning  in  a little  while.  My  decision  was 
to  first  check  Merry  Brook  and  see  how  ugly  it  had  gotten 
from  the  melting  snow  and  recent  rain.  I found  out,  but 
the  wrong  way.  I fell  in,  floated  under  the  bridge  and 
headed  for  Hop  Brook.  Suddenly  there  was  ground 
beneath  my  feet  and  a hand  gripped  my  arm.  Art  Gilmore, 
Sr.  happened  to  be  checking  the  high  water,  witnessed  the 
plunge,  and  became  a never-forgotten  rescuer. 

No  dull  moments  in  Tyringham,  and  a lot  of  special 
people. 

Many  holiday  wishes  to  everyone,  from  Chick  and  Joe 
Coco. 


Tyringham  scene  Candace  Coco 
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Anita,  Kara,  Helen  and  Jim  Curtin  on  the  AT. 


Curtins  on  Killington 

Jim  Curtin 


It’s  been  ten  years  since  I started  “section-hiking”  the 
Appalachian  Trail.  I am  now  almost  half  way  done  with 
over  1 ,000  miles  complete.  I hope  to  finish  the  whole  trail 
in  another  eight  years. 

A year  or  two  ago,  my  wife  Helen  decided  she  wanted  to 
try  backpacking,  and  now  our  daughters  Kara  and  Anita 
have  started  hiking  with  us  as  well.  We  decided  to  section- 
hike  Vermont’s  Long  Trail  which  is  about  280  miles  and  runs 
from  the  Massachusetts  border,  through  the  length  of 
Vermont  to  the  Canadian  border.  The  Long  Trail  is  the 
oldest  hiking  trail  in  America,  dating  back  to  1 91 0.  We 
hope  to  complete  it  in  a couple  more  years. 

Kara  and  Anita  joined  us  for  a weekend  hike  over 
Killington  Mountain,  Vermont’s  second  tallest  peak  with  a 
4,000-foot  elevation.  We  drove  to  Pico  Peak  and  met  our 
shuttle  driver  who  dropped  us  off  on  Rt.  1 03  where  Helen 
and  I left  off  last  year. 

We  leave  at  7 p.m.  and  have  to  cover  one  mile  before 
dark.  We  start  right  off  going  uphill  over  some  ledges. 
After  the  ledges,  it’s  a gentle  hike  down  to  Clarendon 
Shelter  which  is  our  destination  for  the  night.  The  shelters 
are  three-sided  with  an  open  front.  Some  of  the  ones  in 
Vermont  have  wooden  bunks.  Upon  our  arrival,  we  join  to 
older  ladies,  Shirley  from  Florida  and  Gigi  from  Washing- 
ton State.  We  finish  our  dinner  by  headlamp  and  then 
take  the  top  bunks  - Kara  and  I in  one,  and  Helen  and 
Anita  across  from  us. 

In  the  morning  it  starts  to  rain  so  we  put  on  our  raingear 
and  pack  covers.  We  have  ten  miles  planned  today  over 
Killington.  That’s  a lot  of  miles  for  a ten-  and  seven-year 
old.  We  head  out  to  the  rain  and  soon  climb  up  Beacon 


Hill  which  has  a tower  with  flashing  red  beacon  lights  for  the 
nearby  Rutland  airport.  Then  we  cross  a few  roads  and  a 
couple  of  fields.  It’s  pretty  easy  going  so  far.  But  by  the 
time  we  reach  Clement  Shelter,  our  destination  for  lunch,  it’s 
pouring  and  everyone  is  soaked  and  cold.  We  cook  up 
some  hot  soup  to  warm  up  an  then  head  out  to  tackle 
Killington.  As  we  start  out,  the  wind  picks  up  and  the  rain  is 
coming  sideways.  About  halfway  up  we  start  running  into 
trees  across  the  trail  and  I mean  big  spruce  trees.  The  next 
couple  of  hours  we  go  over  and  under,  and  just  put  our 
heads  down  and  bull  our  way  through  these  trees.  By  now 
the  wind  must  be  forty  miles  per  hour  and  the  fog  is  rolling 
in,  and  we  can  hardly  see  the  blazes  that  mark  the  trail. 
Finally,  we  get  past  the  blown  down  trees  and  the  trail  gets 
a little  easier  as  we  approach  the  summit.  We  reach 
Cooper  Shelter,  get  out  of  our  wet  clothes,  put  on  dry,  warm 
ones  and  jump  in  our  mummy  bags  to  warm  up. 

What  a miserable  day  to  hike,  and  some  of  the  worst 
conditions  I’ve  ever  been  in.  But  our  little  girls  did  great 
and  they  made  it  to  the  top  of  Killington.  That’s  quite  a 
feat  for  two  little  girls  and  even  in  the  weather,  they  still  had 
fun.  The  next  day  the  rain  stopped  and  we  made  our  way 
five  miles  down  off  the  mountain  back  to  our  car.  Kara  and 
Anita  can’t  wait  to  go  hiking  again.  So  far,  Helen  and  I have 
covered  1 35  miles  of  the  Long  T rail  and  hope  to  finish  in  two 
more  years. 

To  read  more  of  our  journal,  visit  www.trailjournals.com. 
Search  on  “jigsaw”. 

Til  the  next  time The  Curtin  Clan:  Jim,  Helen,  Kara 

and  Anita. 
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Dennis  Edward  Whalen 
(1948-2006) 


Denny  was  our  first  child.  He  was  born  in  Saco,  Maine 
and  came  to  Tyringham  as  a two-year  old.  He  attended  the 
Tyringham  School  with  Mrs.  Welch  and  went  on  through 
the  Lee  School  system.  His  smiling  graduation  picture 
from  Lee  High  shows  a chipped  tooth.  That  happened  in  a 
football  injury  his  senior  year  when  he  helped  his  team  win 
the  county  championship.  Soon  afterward  he  enlisted  in 
the  Army  and  did  two  tours  of  duty  in  Vietnam. 

Some  of  Denny’s  proudest  moments  I remember  were 
first  as  a youngster  going  rabbit  hunting  with  his  own  gun. 
Then  as  a high-schooler,  getting  his  first  deer,  making  a 
saving  tackle  in  defense  in  a football  game,  driving  around 
in  his  first  car,  a dark  blue  VW  beetle.  Later  in  life,  it  was 
becoming  an  uncle  with  the  birth  of  his  first  nephew  Mike. 
Denny  loved  outdoor  activities  in  Tyringham,  especially 
fishing  and  hunting  with  his  buddy  Adam  Fennelly.  He  was 
handy  and  ingenious  at  almost  anything  when  he  put  his 
mind  to  it  - from  cooking  to  carpentry.  His  lawn  ornaments 
began  as  a hobby,  and  with  so  many  requests  for  “our 
bear,”  Minnie  and  Mickey  Mouse  and  Big  Bird,  it  became  a 
little  business.  He  made  some  with  moving  parts  - a 
whirligig,  a woodchopper  and  even  an  Indian  paddling  a 
canoe. 

Denny  could  take  an  ordinary  thing,  like  an  old  tire,  and 
make  it  into  something  new  like  a little  kid’s  swing.  Old 
milking  machines  became  floor  lamps.  And  then  there 
were  the  milk  can  seats,  or  attaching  old  hay  rake  seats  to 
milk  cans.  I have  one  out  by  the  garage. 

I am  glad  that  a few  years  before  he  died,  he  helped 
Ricky  Loring  re-point  the  big  fieldstone  wall  at  the  terrace 
at  Ashintully.  That  will  be  standing  for  a long  time  to  come. 

Joe  Whalen 
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Wilson  Hopper  Kierstead 
(1918  - 2006) 


Wil  died  suddenly  on  April  2"'',  as  he  would  have  chosen 
to  - at  home,  having  a glass  of  wine  on  a sunny  evening. 

He  was  born  in  Passaic,  New  Jersey,  and  graduated 
from  Wesleyan  University  in  1940,  helping  to  pay  for  his 
education  by  working  in  a steel  mill  in  summer  and  singing 
in  the  choir  in  winter.  After  college,  he  worked  at  Macy’s 
for  two  years,  and  then  in  World  War  II,  served  as  a naval 
intelligence  officer  seconded  to  the  British  Royal  Navy. 
After  the  war,  he  returned  to  Macy’s  (where  he  was  wine 
buyer,  among  other  things)  until  1947  when  he  was  hired 
by  Young  and  Rubicam,  an  advertising  agency.  Upon  his 
retirement  in  1975,  he  was  consultant  to  various 
organizations  such  as  Met  Life  and  the  New  York  Botanical 
Garden.  This  enabled  him  to  spend  more  time  in  Tyringham 
which  he  loved  above  all  other  places. 


Wil’s  idea  of  a good  time  was  to  climb  into  his  golf  art 
and  charge  down  the  hillside  to  the  meadows  below 
Fernside,  where  the  cousins  had  put  a picnic  table  and 
chairs.  The  view  down  the  valley  toward  Lenox  was  his 
favorite,  and  with  some  light  refreshments  and  a couple  of 
friends,  he  was  sublimely  happy. 

Mary  D.  Kierstead 


For  some  of  us,  there  are  no  memories  before 
Tyringham.  It  has  always  been  a part  of  us,  like  our 
families  and  our  childhood  homes  and  the  air  we  breathe  - 
we  love  it  deeply  and  yet  we  can’t  help  but  take  it  for 
granted.  And  then  there  are  others  of  us  who  were  formed 
long  before  they  found  their  way  to  this  valley.  And  yet 
they  attached  themselves  to  Tyringham  so  fiercely  that,  for 
all  those  who  know  them,  it  is  impossible  to  separate  the 
place  from  the  person. 

This  was  true  of  my  Uncle  Wil.  Although  we  spent  most 
of  the  year  in  New  York  City,  all  my  vivid  and  meaningful 
memories  of  him  are  at  Fernside:  lugging  huge  stones  out 
of  the  fields:  luring  hummingbirds  into  his  garden; 
struggling  to  grow  roses  on  our  side  of  the  valley;  carving 
us  kids  walking  sticks  for  our  fall  hikes  through  the  woods; 
taking  me  outside  at  night  to  show  me  the  clouds  running 
across  the  moon  - “a  Ryder  sky”,  he  called  it  - and 
explaining  the  ways  the  wind  traveled  along  the  mountain 
in  winter. 

Once,  when  I was  about  ten,  I remember  pointing  out  to 
him  the  dazzling  sight  of  a mass  of  red  berries,  frozen  in  a 
huge  icicle  by  the  side  of  the  house.  To  my  surprise,  he 
scolded  me  a little,  saying,  “You’re  like  your  Aunt  Mary  D. 
You  only  notice  beauty  when  it’s  obvious.  Beauty  is 
everywhere  here.”  I knew  that  he  couldn’t  be  too  irritated 
with  me  - since  he  adored  my  Aunt  Mary  D.l  But  I 
nevertheless  took  his  words  very  seriously,  and  from  that 
day  forward,  I tried  to  look  more  carefully  at  everything 
around  me. 

I was  blessed  to  be  born  into  the  world  of  our  valley. 

But  my  Uncle  Wil  - who  chose  this  corner  of  the  earth 
over  all  others  as  his  heart’s  home  - taught  me  to 
recognize  that  blessing.  And  now  that  he  is  gone.  I’d  like 
to  think  that  (at  least  sometimes!)  I can  see  the  miracle  of 
the  place  we  shared  through  his  eyes. 

Alice  Truax 
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Elizabeth  L.  Slater 
(1928-2006) 


Even  before  Elizabeth  “Liz”  Slater  moved  to  Crystal 
Brook  Farm  in  Tyringham  in  May  of  1951  as  the  bride  of 
Charles  Slater,  she  \A/as  well  known  locally,  as  Dr.  Fred 
Vohr’s  medical  assistant.  With  the  same  strong,  capable 
and  independent  spirit  with  which  she  had  managed  a 
microscope  and  a busy  office  schedule,  she  likewise 
managed  the  never-ending  responsibilities  of  a bustling 
farm  household.  As  lovingly  as  she  had  cared  for  her 
patients,  she  cared  for  farm  hands,  multitudes  of  four- 
legged charges  and  five  children.  After  some  initial  failures 
in  cooking  (like  the  hamburgers  that  even  the  dog  refused 
to  eat... Old  Zip  took  them  down  in  the  field  to  bury  them!), 
she  mastered  the  realm  of  the  kitchen  and  cooked  endless 
meals  for  the  hired  hands  (who  could  literally  put  away  a 
pound  of  bacon  and  a dozen  eggs  in  a single  meal)  and 
her  family.  And  always,  in  the  event  of  someone  else’s 
misfortune... a death  in  the  family...  an  illness... she  would 
immediately  prepare  a meal  or  bake  a cake  or  pie.  We 
children  dared  not  touch  any  goodies  in  the  kitchen  until 
we  asked  the  question,  “Is  this  for  us?”  Those  same 
tireless  hands  always  had  time  to  cheerfully  prepare  a 
casserole  or  dessert  for  a church  or  Grange  supper,  or 
Farm  Bureau  or  Evening  Star  Lodge  affair. 

Liz’s  life  motto  might  well  have  been,  “Practice  random 
acts  of  kindness  and  senseless  deeds  of  beauty.” 
Throughout  her  life,  in  spite  of  the  endless  chores,  Liz 
found  time  to  surround  herself  with  beauty.  She  made 


everything  around  her  beautiful  - from  the  old  farmhouse  to 
the  faces  of  her  grandsons.  All  the  Slater  boys  can  attest  to 
the  fact  that  if  they  walked  into  her  house  with  a dirty  face, 
they  were  promptly  marched  into  the  bathroom  for  a good 
scrubbing!  She  didn’t  just  wash  the  pots  and  pans;  she 
polished  the  copper  bottoms.  Even  the  bedraggled  barn 
cats  that  inevitably  ended  up  on  her  porch  got  names  that 
made  them  seem  more  cute  and  lovable.  She  filled  her 
house  and  her  garden  with  beautiful  things  and  beautiful 
music  - whether  it  was  playing  the  piano,  listening  to  her 
favorite  records,  or  singing  while  she  washed  dishes.  She 
sewed  elegant  dresses  for  Eastern  Star  events,  and  painted 
watercolor  pictures  of  the  nature  around  her. 

Liz  may  best  be  remembered  for  the  way  in  which  she 
spread  beauty  through  her  letters.  Her  letters  were  art. 
Most  mornings,  she  sat  at  her  kitchen  table  dressed  in  her 
blue  fuzzy  bathrobe,  her  blue  flowered  teacup  (not  a mug, 
mind  you;  rather,  a cup  and  saucer...)  filled  with  coffee, 
her  stationary  and  cards  spread  around  her,  writing  her 
letters  for  the  day.  She  never  missed  a birthday,  an 
anniversary,  illness,  or  ‘thank  you’  for  a gift.  She  treasured 
life  and  relationships.  And  we  treasure  the  memory  of  a 
friend,  mother,  grandmother  and  great-grandmother,  who, 
by  no  accident,  it  seems  to  all  of  us,  was  called  home  on  a 
glorious  day  in  May  with  the  lilacs  in  full  bloom  in  the 
Tyringham  valley. 

Susan  Slater  Choquette 
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Gilder  Palmer 
(1925-2006) 


Gilly  went  to  a lot  of  different  high  schools  ending  up 
at  Putney  School  where  he  graduated.  At  Putney,  he 
played  a lot  of  cello,  which  was  a big  part  of  Gilly’s  life  at 
that  time.  He  studied  with  a man  name  Rosonoff,  a quite 
famous  teacher  in  his  day  who  made  Gilly  work  his  butt 
off.  Later  in  life  this  gave  him  a great  deep  tone  and  a 
commanding  presence.  I have  memories  of  my  mother 
and  him  playing  when  I was  four  or  five.  Around  that 
time,  Gilly  had  a serious  finger  accident  and  tennis  and 
playing  the  cello  became  a real  challenge.  So  music  was 
a large  part  of  his  early  life  before  1 942  and  after  he 
returned  from  the  war. 

At  17,  he  joined  the  military  and  went  on  to  spend 
five  years  in  the  Far  East.  Now  Gilly  didn’t  talk  about 
this;  he  de-emphasized  his  military  service.  I,  on  the 
other  hand,  had  gone  onto  high  school  taken  up  the 
guitar  and, influenced  by  my  brother,  became  a radical 
anti-war  protester.  Of  course,  fathers  and  sons  have 
disagreements,  but  in  my  memory  there  was  none  so 
intense  as  the  one  at  Singlebrook  where  we  had  dinner 
with  my  cousins  on  a summer  night  in  1967.  Vietnam 
and  protesting  came  up.  My  father  was  never  so 
adamant  and  indicated  his  absolute  disgust  for  being 
anti-military.  I don’t  think  I’d  ever  seen  both  my  parents 
so  adamant  in  their  positions.  The  argument  was  never 
solved  and  Gilly  had  no  respect  for  my  passionate 
position.  It  would  take  many  years  for  me  to  understand 
just  why,  and  to  finally  tell  him  that  I was  sorry  for  that 
night. 

A couple  of  years  ago  with  the  Spielberg  film  Saving 
Private  Ryan,  Tom  Brokaw’s  The  Greatest  Generation, 
and  now  more  recently  Clint  Eastwood’s  movie  about  a 
medic  in  the  Iwo  Jima  theater,  I sort  of  stepped  out  of 
myself  and  reflected  on  what  my  Dad  had  accomplished 
when  he  was  just  seventeen.  He  entered  the  service 
and  became  a medic  and  went  to  the  Japanese  front. 


While  I,  at  17,  was  playing  tennis  and  complaining  about  the 
lawns  I might  have  to  mow,  Gilly  at  the  same  age,  had  been 
watching  his  buddies  die  on  the  beaches  of  Iwo.  No  wonder 
he  felt  the  way  he  did  on  that  hot  summer  night  in  Tyringham. 
So,  a couple  of  summers  ago  I apologized  for  that  night  and 
said  I could  really  understand  his  strong  feelings.  It  wasn’t 
the  political  issue  of  the  Vietnam  War  but  it  was  a stand  for 
service  to  one’s  country.  He  wanted  me  to  understand  that, 
and  how  important  WW  II  was,  and  I didn’t  at  the  time.  A lot 
of  things  went  unsaid  until  we  had  that  talk  a couple  of  years 
ago.  Even  after  we  did  talk,  he  didn’t  say  much  because  he 
never  wanted  to  talk  about  his  military  experience.  To  him  it 
was  his  duty,  but  I was  glad  to  have  told  him  he  was  a hero  in 
my  eyes. 

After  the  war  Gilly  and  Anne  moved  to  Tyringham  from 
New  York,  and  so  began  a dedication  to  the  land  and  to 
farming.  Along  with  the  farm,  my  Dad  was  a real  hit  with  my 
generation.  People  came  from  all  over  to  ask  his  advice 
about  their  love  lives  and  to  discuss  their  problems.  He 
made  an  impression  on  many  people  of  my  age  in  the 
family  and  outside.  Hey,  if  you  were  down  in  the  dumps, 
talk  to  Gilly  and  he’ll  tell  you  about  an  Outward  Bound 
program  and  what  it  means  to  work  together.  He  had  a 
major  impact  on  many  people  when  he  worked  with  the 
“Challenge  for  Youth”  program  in  Great  Barrington. 

For  the  last  20  or  so  years  Gilly  was  a big  part  of  the 
Town  of  Tyringham,  both  in  the  Union  Church  and  as 
selectman.  He  was  dedicated  to  this  town  in  ail  aspects, 
and  was  not  afraid  of  the  controversies  that  come  up  in  a 
small  town  like  Tyringham.  He  would  find  a workable 
solution  for  everyone.  He  took  his  role  in  Tyringham  politics 
very  seriously.  When  I would  sometimes  kid  about  small 
town  politics,  what  I thought  was  funny  was  not  to  Gilly,  and 
I was  put  in  my  place.  He  loved  Tyringham  and  also 
devoted  a lot  of  his  time  to  the  Tyringham  Church.  He  will 
be  missed  in  those  committee  meetings.  I’m  sure. 

Over  the  last  couple  of  years  a full  circle  has  come  to  life. 
The  music  we  heard  in  Church  at  his  funeral  must  have 
been  the  exactly  what  Gilly  would  have  wanted.  The 
relationship  and  friendship  with  Yo-Yo  Ma,  who  suggested 
he  could  play  cello  with  a new  technique  despite  his  hand 
injury,  was  fantastic,  as  was  his  delight  in  watching  Yo-Yo 
and  my  mother  playing  together  toward  the  end  of  his  life. 

It  was  so  appropriate  as  he  came  full  circle  from  those 
Putney  days  and  Professor  Rosonoff. 

One  of  my  father’s  favorite  poets  was  Robert  Frost,  and  I 
close  here  with  an  excerpt  from  a poem  appropriate  to 
Gilly’s  life,  “The  Road  Not  Taken”. 

“I  shall  be  telling  this  with  a sigh 
Somewhere  ages  and  ages  hence: 

Two  roads  diverged  in  a wood,  and  I 
I took  the  one  less  traveled  by. 

And  that  has  made  all  the  difference.” 

Walter  Palmer 
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Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Department 


We  were  called  on  44  times  this  fiscal  year,  the  most  ^ 
serious  being  the  flood  in  October  2005.  This  was  a 
very  serious  time  as  cellars  were  flooded.  We  pumped  1 0 
cellars  off  and  on  for  24  hours.  Roads  were  washed  out. 
Shaker  Pond  Dam  was  damaged  and  was  drained  to  be 
repaired.  The  Town  Road  Crew  and  firemen  did  a great 
job  in  securing  the  safety  of  everyone.  Thanks  to  all  who 
participated.  Our  fund-raisers  - the  Steak  Roast  and 
Pancake  Breakfast  were  again  big  successes.  Thanks  to 
all  for  helping,  especially  the  women  at  the  Roast. 

Without  your  help,  we  couldn’t  do  it. 

Thank  you,  and  thanks  to  everyone  who  came  and 
enjoyed. 

James  J.  Curtin,  Fire  Chief 


Jim  Curtin 


Valley  Club 

In  the  fall  (September  2005),  we  started  with  a covered 
dish  supper  at  my  house  in  Lee,  and  our  next  big  meeting 
was  held  at  Chris  Curtin’s  home.  As  usual,  she  hosted  a 
great  Christmas  party.  Our  meetings  are  pretty  regular 
every  month  unless  a storm  cancels  one. 

Some  stand  out,  like  our  May  planting  of  flowers  in  the 
circle  and  around  the  Post  Office  and  Town  Hall.  We 
followed  this  with  a dinner  at  the  Morgan  House.  In  mid- 
July,  we  had  our  successful  Flea  Market.  It  is  with  many 
thanks  to  the  firemen  that  we  are  able  to  offer  this. 

Ruth  Heath,  President 

Barbara  Adams,  Secretary 

Betty  Cernik,  T reasurer 

Marion  Leach,  Goodwill  Ambassador 


Cobble  Brush  Clearing 

Unfortunately,  our  annual  brush  clearing  event  did  not 
take  place  last  month.  The  weather  was  so  bad  that  the 
Trustees  of  Reservations  had  to  cancel  the  entire  state- 
wide volunteer  work  day.  But  we  can’t  let  our  hill  get 
ahead  of  us,  so  I hope  that  we  can  count  on  the 
participation  of  as  many  of  you  as  possible  next  year, 
armed  for  the  assault  with  loppers  and  saws. 

David  Lamb,  Chair, 

Tyringham  Properties  Committee 


Brian  Urquhart  making  a point  to  Ray  Coddington 
and  Allan  Garner,  after  his  talk  to  the  COA 


Council  on  Aging 

The  Council  on  Aging  sponsors  activities  for  seniors. 
Many  enjoy  the  Tuesday  and  Thursday  coffee  hours  at 
the  Town  Hall  and  the  monthly  pot  luck  luncheon 
meetings  and  speakers  at  the  Church,  on  the  second 
Tuesday  of  every  month.  Over  the  year,  our  speakers 
included:  Brian  Urquhart  on  international  issues,  Jim 
Curtin,  on  emergency  management,  David  Carriere  on 
publicity  and  publishing,  Margie  Ware,  SHINE  Counselor 
on  Medicare  Part  D,  and  Officer  Pat  Holian  on  police  work. 
We  were  also  entertained  by  singer  John  Root,  and  Val 
Coleman  read  one  of  his  short  stories. 

We  also  encourage  participation  in  the  weekly 
Osteoporosis  Prevention  exercise  class.  All  townspeople 
age  60  and  over  are  sent  a monthly  newsletter  and 
calendar  of  activities.  We  would  welcome  any  new 
people  of  any  age.  No  sign-up  is  needed  for  the  exercise 
class.  Just  come  and  join  us. 

Barbara  Adams  and  Marion  Leach 
Co-chairpersons 


Betty'  Cemik,  Marion  Leach, 
Gordon  Van  Orman  at  Coffee  Hour 
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Union  Church  in  Tyringham 


Tyringham 


Runners 


Ridge 


Our  Club  officers  are: 

Noah  Choquette  President 

Rob  Kimberley  Vice  President 

Laurie  Curtin  Treasurer 

Nicole  Choquette  Secretary 

Unfortunately,  due  to  the  weather  last  year  we  did  not 
have  a very  good  riding  season.  We  hope  for  more  snow 
this  year.  Our  trails  are  in  good  shape.  We  would  like  to 
thank  the  landowners  for  their  continued  support  and  for 
letting  us  use  their  properties  for  our  trails. 

Hope  everybody  has  a safe  and  fun  winter  season. 

Noah  Choquette,  President 


Where  can  you  go  to  clear  your  mind?  Dunkin’  Donuts? 
Where  can  you  go  to  calm  yourself  down?  Your  doctor’s 
office?  Where  can  you  go  to  put  things  in  perspective? 

The  movies?  Where  can  you  go  to  sing  a song  with  other 
people?  Price  Chopper? 

Think  of  it — a good  place  to  collect  yourself  can  be  hard 
to  find.  Except  in  Tyringham.  You  have  the  Union 
Church,  a sanctuary,  a haven,  a quiet  port,  a house  of 
prayer  for  all  people.  On  Sunday  mornings  we  gather  to 
seek  God’s  peace.  We  contemplate.  We  ponder.  We 
even  sing! 

Come  and  participate,  if  you  want  somewhere  to  put 
your  troubles — and  the  world’s  troubles,  too — into 
perspective.  If  you  come  by  sometime,  you  will  see  how 
we  celebrate  love  and  life.  We  are  an  historic  church  and 
we  ask  you  to  help  us  make  it  contemporary  by  bringing 
your  needs,  your  ideas,  and  your  energy. 

As  for  history,  we  are  also  renewing  our  relation  to  an 
old  ancestor  in  this  faith — the  Rev.  Adonijah  Bidwell,  who 
was  the  first  incumbent  of  the  first  church  in  Township 
Number  1 (as  Tyringham  and  Monterey  together  were 
originally  known).  The  Bidwell  House  Museum  is  a 
wonderful  place  to  visit  and  has  become  a destination  site. 
For  us,  and  for  the  Monterey  congregation,  it  should  also 
serve  as  a shrine,  dedicated  to  the  preservation  of  the 
values  of  colonial  Christians — honesty,  fidelity  and 
discipline.  I recommend  it  to  you  for  your  attendance,  and 
your  support. 

And  please  do  come  to  our  Christmas  Eve  candlelit 
service  with  carol  singing,  for  all  ages  and  persuasions,  at 
Union  Church  on  Christmas  Eve  at  6 p.m. 

The  Rev.  Richard  Chrisman,  Minister 


"Don 't  accept  your  dog  s admiration  as  conclusive  evidence  that  you 
are  wonderful.  ” 

- Ann  Landers 


Fortner  Pastor  Janet  McKinstry  with  her  summer  campers 

1st  row:  Judy  McNutt  ( helper),  Paige  Barry,  Quinn  Barry, 
Colby  Curtin,  Ashley  Wales,  Janet  McKinstry 

Back  Row:  Sarah  Lebowitz,  Kara  Curtin,  Megan  Cort, 
Anita  Curtin,  Kirsty  Whalen,  Madison  Curtin 
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Tyringham  Library 


Many  new  books  and  DVDs  have  been  added  to  our 
collection  this  year  and  some  videos,  although  it  is  hard  to 
find  videos  to  buy  anymore.  Most  of  the  new  videos  in  our 
collection  have  been  donated,  as  have  a large  number  of 
audio  books.  We  don’t  have  the  funds  to  buy  audio 
books,  so  we  are  appreciative  of  any  donations. 

This  summer  we  added  passes  to  the  Normal  Rockwell 
Museum  and  the  Clark  Museum  in  Williamstown,  both  of 
which  circulated  well. 

We  are  grateful  to  the  Hop  Brook  Club  for  their 
donation  to  buy  comfortable  chairs  for  those  of  us  who 
work  in  the  Library.  We  would  also  like  to  express  our 
appreciation  to  the  Donald  Fawcett  family  (William 
Roerick  Memorial  Book  Fund),  Mary  D.  Kierstead,  Ricki 
Cowell  and  Robin  Almgren  for  their  generous  donations  to 
the  Library,  as  well  as  to  those  who  have  donated  books 
and  other  items.  We  accept  donated  items  with  the 
understanding  that  they  may  or  may  not  be  added  to  our 
collection.  Books  not  added  to  our  collection  may  be 
purchased  for  a very  nominal  fee. 

Special  thanks  go  to  Mini  Gilder,  who  gave  the  Library  a 
copy  of  the  book  which  she  co-wrote  with  Richard 
Jackson,  entitled  “Houses  of  the  Berkshires”.  Initially,  it 
was  on  display  in  the  Library,  but  it  is  now  available  for 
circulation. 

The  Library  is  open  twice  a week:  Tuesday  afternoons 
from  3 to  5,  and  Saturday  mornings  from  10  until  noon. 

Please  stop  in  to  see  us.  We  have  a very  good 
selection  of  current  books  and  movies  and  are  always 
open  to  suggestions  for  items  you  would  like  us  to 
purchase.  If  you  should  want  a book  that  we  don’t  intend 
to  add  to  our  own  collection,  we  would  be  happy  to  request 
for  you  through  Inter-Library  Loan. 

Mary  Garner,  Librarian 


yringham 

VITAL  STATISTICS 


From  the  Office  of  the  Town  Clerk: 


BIRTHS: 

Brendan  Larsen  Albert  Sept.  1 8,  2006 
to  Michael  and  Shauna  Albert 
Sophia  Autumn  Puntin  Oct.  18,  2006 
to  Matthew  and  Amy  Puntin 

MARRIAGES 

Joseph  Andrew  Delmolino  to  Suzanne  Ellen  Hale 
June  23,  2006 

Stacey  Lynn  Curtin  to  James  Donald  Pease 
Sept.  30,  2006 

DEATHS: 

Dennis  Edward  Whalen  - Jan  25 
April  Lynne  Willey  - Feb.  25 
Elizabeth  Lillian  Slater  - May  21 
Mother  Marie  Joan  Kelly  - May  25 
Gilder  Palmer  - Aug.  24 
Sister  Mary  Gabrielle  Muth  - Oct.  3 1 
Sister  Mary  Catherine  Bona  - Nov.  2 


Memorial  Gift  to  the  Library 

In  May,  the  Library  was  presented  with 
a beautifully  framed  picture  of  Tyringham 
House,  located  in  Buckinghamshire, 
England.  The  presenters,  Charles 
Mirotznik  and  Michael  Frazier,  gave  this 
as  a memorial  to  Janice  “Sissy”  Curtin;  it 
was  accompanied  by  an  identifying 
plaque  and  information  on  Tyringham, 
England.  Attending  the  presentation  were 
members  of  Sissy’s  immediate  family  and 
Library  Trustees. 

The  picture  is  on  display  at  the  Library 
and  we  invite  everyone  to  come  in  and 
view  it.  Sissy  was  an  avid  reader,  and 
frequently  worked  in  the  Library.  We  are 
honored  to  accept  this  gift  in  her  memory. 


Charles  Mirotznik,  John  Curtin,  Colby,  Madison,  Mike,  Pam  Curtin  and  Lori  Curtin 
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Selectmen 


The  Board  of  Selectmen  has  been  working  very  hard  on 
many  fronts.  Our  road  project  on  the  south  end  of  town 
has  come  a long  way.  All  property  owners,  the  town  and 
Mass.  Highway  are  working  together  to  get  a new,  safe 
road.  The  only  hold-up  is:  “where’s  the  cash”?  The 
monies  come  from  the  Federal  Government,  filtered  down 
to  the  state,  the  county  and,  eventually,  the  town  projects. 
This  is  a very  slow  process  and  it  takes  a lot  of  work, 
meetings  and  lobbying,  as  the  county  gets  only  a few 
million  dollars  for  all  the  roads  and  bridges,  and  priorities 
come  first.  The  Selectmen,  Molly  Curtin-Schaefer  and 
Les  Beebe  are  working  hard  on  this,  and  hopefully  this  will 
go  out  to  bid  in  the  fall  of  2006.  We  have  just  received 
news  from  Mass.  Highway  that  our  road  project  has  been 
handcarried  to  the  State  Highway  Commission  in  Boston 
fully  packaged  and  complete.  We  have  all  the 
easements;  all  were  donated  except  two. 

We  are  still  trying  to  find  a site  to  build  a new  highway 
garage.  The  property  offered  by  the  Harry  Knowles’  has 
been  held  up  with  concerns  of  the  Department  of 
Environmental  Protection  (DEP). 

We  have  finished  up  the  repair  of  Brace  Road  and  have 
contacted  the  Town  of  Monterey  to  see  if  they  will  do  the 
same  on  their  end,  as  we  consider  the  road  connecting  our 
towns  very  important,  especially  in  case  of  emergencies  like 
forest  fires,  or  injured  or  lost  hikers. 

Our  highway  crew,  under  Les  Beebe’s  supervision  have 
built  a very  nice  head  wall  on  Brace  Road  to  replace  what 
was  washed  out  in  the  floor  of  2005.  They  have  also 
repaired  various  roads  with  flood  damage. 

We  have  assigned  Mimi  to  do  all  the  paper  work  for  the 
Conservation  Commission  (and  there  is  a lot  of  paper  work). 
The  Select  Board  is  very  grateful.  Carey  McIntosh  agreed 
to  help  out  the  Board  for  six  months  and  his  leadership  and 
expertise  has  helped  the  Board  very  much. 

I,  and  an  official  from  the  Fire  Company,  have  been 
attending  ICS  courses  100  and  200,  and  all  in  supervisory 
capacities  will  have  to  take  ICS  300  and  700.  These 
courses  are  all  geared  to  emergency  management  in  case 
of  a catastrophe.  All  of  these  are  very  time-consuming.  If 
we  don’t  participate,  we  will  not  be  eligible  for  any  grants 
from  MEMA  or  FEMA,  the  state  and  federal  agencies. 

We  are  working  with  Engineering  on  diversion  of  water  by 
the  Stern’s  property  to  alleviate  flooding  downstream  behind 
all  houses  up  to  Merry  Brook.  We  are  studying  whether 
new  culverts  on  Main  Road  by  Jimmy  Curtin’s  house  might 
also  help  under  flood  conditions. 

We  recently  had  a DEP  inspection  of  our  Transfer  Station 
and  I am  proud  to  say  we  came  out  with  flying  colors  and 
got  an  excellent  report.  Many  thanks  to  Les,  Terry  Curtin 
and  Molly  for  their  efforts. 

Our  highway  crew  is  now  working  on  George  Canon  Road 
in  an  area  where  we  get  a lot  of  wash-out.  This  is  another 
important  connector  road  between  the  Valley  and  our  Goose 
Pond  neighbors. 


We  have  joined  four  other  towns  for  a roadside  mower  so 
we  can  better  mow  back  further.  This  makes  our  roads 
safer  for  animals  and  people,  and  helps  keep  underbrush 
from  growing  up  into  power  and  telephone  lines. 

Our  office  has  been  very  busy,  and  under  Molly’s 
guidance,  all  are  doing  a good  job  for  us  and  they  are  trying 
to  keep  the  State  and  Feds  happy  with  all  kinds  of  paper 
work.  The  Post  Office  is  running  smoothly  and  we  have 
another  assistant,  Chris  Curtin.  The  Police  Department  is 
going  very  well  with  our  new,  full-time  police  officer,  Pat 
Holian. 

On  a very  sad  note,  we  lost  our  colleague  Gilly  Palmer, 
who  died  in  August.  Gilly  was  a long-time  official  in  town. 
Most  of  all,  I knew  Gilly  most  of  my  life  and  enjoyed  him 
very  much.  We  worked  together  at  the  Mead  Corporation 
and  were  involved  with  many  things,  including  making  cider, 
maple  syrup,  haying,  on  the  Board  of  Selectmen,  and  just 
general  friendship.  Tyringham  has  a void  in  it  today,  as  Gilly 
was  involved  in  so  many  things.  We  will  miss  him. 

We  wish  everyone  a very  safe,  happy  holiday  season. 

For  the  Board, 

Peter  Curtin,  Chairman 
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Hop  Brook  Community  Club 

It  has  been  a busy  and  interesting  year  and  it  is 
wonderful  to  share  again  with  everyone  the  club  activities 
and  events  of  2006. 

In  June,  four  Tyringham  students  graduated  from  high 
school  and  will  be  receiving  scholarships  from  our 
scholarship  fund  in  January  2007,  as  follows: 

Austin  Consolati  - University  of  Connecticut 

Mariah  Hale  - University  of  Massachusetts 

Olivia  Havill  - Berkshire  Community  College 

Cara  Puntin  - Norwich  University 

Many  thanks  to  all  of  our  members  and  friends  who 
continue  to  support  the  scholarship  fund.  We  are 
particularly  grateful  to  the  Fawcett,  Kierstead,  Kramer  and 
Truax  families  for  their  continued  generous  support  of  the 
Scholarship  Fund  in  memory  of  Robert  S.  Rudd. 

Jim  Harding  joined  us  at  our  May  meeting  to  talk  with 
us  about  his  experiences  in  Iraq  where  he  served  as 
physician  at  the  Abu  Ghraib  prison.  The  talk  was 
accompanied  by  a slide  show  of  pictures  he  had  taken 
while  there. 

In  July  we  hosted  a table  at  the  Valley  Club’s  tag  sale 
that  was  held  at  the  Tyringham  Firemens’  Pavilion  with 
many  of  our  members  contributing  treasures  from  the  attic 
and  elsewhere! 

The  month  of  August  brought  two  exciting  and  very 
different  events.  Fitting  in  (by  coincidence)  with  our  theme 
for  the  current  Topics,  the  Club  sponsored  a pet  show 
which  took  place  in  early  August,  behind  the  Urquharts’ 
house.  Some  twenty-three  brave,  beautiful  and  intriguing 
critters  appeared,  from  cats  and  dogs,  to  a caterpillar,  a 
butterfly,  a guinea  pig  and  a hermit  crab.  All  won  prizes. 
Our  thanks  go  to  the  judges,  Terry  Curtin,  Kate  Van  Orman 
and  Dot  Choquette,  to  all  our  participants  human  and 
otherwise,  and  to  Sidney  and  Brian  for  providing  the 
premises  and  refreshments. 

Later  in  August,  James  B.  Brooke  gave  a lecture  at  the 
Town  Hall  on  “Russia;  Superpower  of  the  Pipelines”  to  a 
large  audience.  After  24  years  at  The  New  York  Times, 
Brooke  has  moved  to  Moscow  to  become  Bloomberg’s 
lead  feature  writer  on  Russia  and  the  former  Soviet  Union. 

Wishing  you  all  a very  happy  holiday  season! 

Ricki  Cowell,  President 


Dot  Choquette,  Kate  Van  Orman,  Marion  Leach, 
Roberta  Myers  & Mini  Gilder 


Jean  Moore,  Ricki  Cowell,  Lynn  Bertelli  & Toodie  Alsop 


Adrienne  & Bill  Cosel  with  Maddie  & Bela 
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Richard  Gilder  & Meg 


Pet  Parade 


Judges  Terry  Curtin.  Kate  Van  Orman  & Dot  Choquette 


Tlieo  Kalogerakis  and  Rufus 


Mary  & Nick  Errichetto  & Coco,  the  Hermit  Crab 


Virginia  Gorman,  Dot  Choquette  & Marion  Leach 


Catherine  Clucas  & Betty  Bean  with  Oliver 
In  rear:  Mary  Errichetto  & Ann  Gallo 


“If  man  could  be  cros.sed  with  the  cat,  it  would  improve  man  hut 
deteriorate  the  cat.  ” 

- Mark  Twain 


“If  a dog  will  not  come  to  you  after  having  looked  you  in  the 
face,  you  should  go  home  and  examine  your  conscience.  ” 

- Woodrow  Wilson 
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Sisters  of  the  Visitation 

Mother  Marie  Joan  Kelly  Returns  to  the  Father 

Ascension  Thursday  dawned  beautiful  and  bright,  and 
the  community  enjoyed  a delightful  visit  with  our  Oblate 
brothers,  Father  Dennis  and  Father  Reese.  Mother  Marie 
Joan  was  her  usual  lively  self,  remembering  mutual 
friends  and  talking  of  memories  of  Wilmington  with  our 
guests.  None  of  us  could  have  known  that  the  Lord  had 
totally  different  plans  for  Mother  and  for  the  rest  of  us  that 
day! 

Later,  Mother  took  a walk  in  the  meadow  with  her 
faithful  companion.  Trooper,  but  felt  winded  and  called 
Sister  Mary  Francis  on  her  beeper.  Sister  was  in  her 
vegetable  garden  and  had  brought  along  the  golf  cart. 
Sister  quickly  returned  Mother  to  the  monastery  where 
she  rested  briefly  before  noon  dinner.  After  dinner.  Mother 
enjoyed  recreation,  then  went  upstairs  to  take  her  usual 
afternoon  rest. 

Suddenly,  at  2:45  Sister  Judith  Clare  heard  a pounding 
on  her  door.  Mother  said  that  something  was  wrong,  she 
needed  help.  Immediately,  Sister  Judith  Clare  contacted 
Sister  Bernadette  Therese,  our  Infirmarian  and  a cardiac 
nurse,  who  was  on  retreat  in  preparation  for  her  Solemn 
Profession.  Soon  several  Sisters  were  in  attendance  and 
Mother  was  given  immediate  help.  The  Sisters  called 
“911”. 

Sister  Bernadette  Therese  went  with  Mother  in  the 
ambulance  and  Sister  Mary  Emmanuel,  a critical  care 
nurse,  followed  in  our  van.  The  rest  of  us  tried  to  continue 
to  follow  the  afternoon  schedule,  waiting  for  our  Assistant, 
Sister  Mary  Ruth,  to  give  us  any  updates.  The  first  call 
brought  the  word  that  things  did  not  look  good.  We  prayed 
fervently  that  the  Lord  would  work  a miracle  and  spare 
Mother;  however,  as  we  began  Evening  Prayer  at  5:00, 
Sister  Alice  Marie  suddenly  stopped  playing  the  organ  and 
Sister  Mary  Ruth  walked  into  the  chapel  to  inform  the 
community  that  Mother  had  just  died  at  4:50  p.m..  The 
shocked  Sisters  prayed  the  De  Profundis  and  tried  to  say 
the  Office  privately. 

Mother  Marie  Joan  had  just  celebrated  her  70'^  birthday 
on  March  1 8 — always  between  St.  Patrick’s  Day  and  the 
feast  of  St.  Joseph!  She  was  so  happy  to  have  reached 
such  a landmark,  since  there  was  a history  of  heart 
problems  in  her  family.  Mother  had  lost  both  her  father 
and  her  brother  at  early  ages.  There  was  some  concern 
for  her  health,  but  Mother  was  always  energetic,  upbeat, 
willing  to  take  on  any  task. 

When  the  Sisters  returned  from  the  hospital,  they  told 
the  community  that  everything  had  been  done  for  Mother. 
The  Sisters,  experienced  with  hospitals  and  emergency 
rooms,  were  impressed  with  the  staff,  their 
professionalism  and  their  great  sensitivity.  We  had  to 
accept  the  fact  that  the  Lord  had  other  plans  for  Mother  — 
and  for  us  — and  we  would  have  to  continue  without  her! 

Because  we  were  heading  into  the  Memorial  Day  week- 
end, and  the  fact  that  Sister’s  Solemn  Profession  was 
scheduled  for  Wednesday,  the  date  for  the  funeral  was 


necessarily  set  for  Friday,  June  2"'*.  We  were  mingling  the 
light  and  the  dark,  the  joy  and  the  sorrow,  in  a way  we  would 
never  have  guessed.  The  Solemn  Profession  of  Sister 
Bernadette  Therese  was  a beautiful  bright  spot  illuminating 
the  darkness  of  our  sad  hearts.  Then  on  Thursday,  Mother’s 
body  was  welcomed  home.  Because  Mother  had  gone  to 
the  Lord  so  quickly,  she  appeared  so  natural  and  lovely. 

The  day  of  the  funeral  was  cloudy,  threatening  rain. 
Bishop  McDonnell  presided  at  the  Mass  along  with  several 
Marian  priests.  About  100  family  member  and  friends  of 
the  community  were  in  attendance.  A bagpiper  played  as 
Mother’s  family,  the  community,  and  friends  processed  to 
the  cemetery.  Mother  Marie  Joan  left  a legacy  of  Irish  wit 
and  joy  together  with  her  Visitandine  faithfulness  and  love 
of  the  Sacred  Heart.  May  the  Lord  and  our  Holy  Founders 
surround  her  for  all  eternity  with  their  love!  Mother  Marie 
Joan  had  only  been  the  superior  for  one  year  and  two 
weeks. 

The  election  of  the  new  superior  was  held  on  June  20, 
2006.  Under  the  presidency  of  the  Bishop  of  Springfield, 
Timothy  A.  McDonnell,  the  chapter  Sisters  elected  Sister 
Mary  Emmanuel  Dominguez  as  the  new  superior  of 
Tyringham.  Mother  Mary  Emmanuel,  a former  Sister  of 
Christian  Charity,  and  one  of  the  Sisters  who  was  with 
Mother  Marie  Joan  when  she  died,  began  her  term  of 
office  at  a very  difficult  moment  in  our  history.  On  the 
day  of  her  election.  Mother  Mary  Emmanuel  took  for  her 
motto  the  words  that  John  Paul  II  said  after  his  election, 
“Do  not  be  afraid.” 

We  must  add  that  Sister  Mary  Gabrielle  Muth  died 
on  October  31  and  Sister  Mary  Catherine  Bona  on 
November  2.  We  will  say  more  about  them  next  year. 


Mother  Marie  Joan  Kelly 


Tyringham  Topics,  Winter,  2006 

Editor:  Roberta  Myers, 

Production  Staff 
Maggie  Howard,  Sarah  Hudson, 

Nini  Gilder,  Toodie  Alsop,  Betty  Bean 

This  project  is  supported  in  part  by  a grant  from  the  Tyringham 
Cultural  Council,  a local  agency  which  is  supported  by  the 
Massachusetts  Cultural  Council,  a state  agency. 
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Solution  is  on  page  31 
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ACROSS 

7  and  hearty 

8 EcBly  20th  century  rrrcmansion 

9 Batman 

12  Stout  angler  who  or^e  lived  at  1600 
Permsytvania  Avenue 
14  She  will  always  be  on  our  minds 

16  A household  name  to  AT  hikers 

17  Tyringham's  Castor  and  Pollux 

19  Retreating  British  general  marched  past  her 
house 

20  West  Side  Story  sortg,  and  she's 
urrforgettable 

25  Murder,  he  wrote 

26  An  erstwhile  guiding  light 

28  Wannabe  pop  singers  make  them 

29  The  seniors' CEO 

31  Hangs  out  with  large  terxxs  and  a tiny  dog 

32  He  was  our  beloved  square  dance  caller 


35  Digitally  challenged,  greatly  missed  selectman 

36  MoversarxJ 

37  Body  of  water  named  for  19th  US  President 

40  The  Wizard  of 

41  Looks  and  hunts  Eke  Hemingway 

42  Presidential  wannabe 

43  He  artd  Bush  41  have  rhyming  nicknames 

45  Our  garriblin' tax  collector 

46  Long-time  dairy  farming  family 

47  Master  Builder  of  Smith  Hill 

DOWN 

1 The  Iron  Curtin 

2 Runs  hot  or  cold 

3 Our  best  beloved 

4 Pok)  player  arxl  pitot 

5 Hill  in  need  of  a toupee 

6 Millionaire  former  resident  mw  embroiled 
in  family  squabble 


10  This  river  runs  through  it 

11  Our  town's  only  milker 

12  Our  book  minder 

13  Bent  a fender?  He's  your  man 

15  Road  named  for  Socrates' last  cocktail 
18  Career,  in  Frerx^ 

21  Road  named  for  Old  Testament  Sin  City 

22  GK«  him  your  cans,  your  bottles,  your 
newspapers  yearning  to  be  recycled 

23  At  home  on  the  keyboard 

24  TheLifeof 

27  Mnuteman  creator 

29  Short  and  steep 

30  Shoemakers  do  it 

33  Tyringham's  solar-powered  cop 

34  Through  rain,  sleet  and  srxrw,  a while  ago 

35  Body  of  water  named  for  unpopiiar  bird 

38  His  first  name  is  a kid's  toy 

39  Heaven's  their  destination 
44  The  Fire  CiBtin 
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/ to  R:  Charlie,  Megan  Will 
Born  Nov.  1 9.  2005  to  Tony  & Sara  Coring 


The  Gallo  family  at  the  Tyringham  pet  show 


Snapping  Turtle  laying  eggs  on  Sandy  Hayne's patio 


Dot  Choquette ’s  cat.  Shadow, 
engaged  in  a favorite  activity 


Nutsy  Gamer  (1988  - 2005)  - Mighty  hunter  at  rest 


Bear  Bertelli  Travis  Cabral  ready  for  Halloween 
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Lynn  Bertelli ’s  nephew  Cory,  riding  Bear 


Talley  Moskin  at  rest 


Walter  Howard’s  Molly  & friend 


Bear  Bertelli  & friends  on  a walk 


Solution 


Tyhngham  Crossword 
Sidney  Urquhart  and  Maggie  Howard 
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News  From  Near  and  Far 


This  year’s  news  from  near  and  far  is  laced  with  further  pet  news!  Beginning  with  the  homesick  Nan  and  Paul  Freed  in 
Texas.  Nan  writes  “For  the  last  several  months  we  - Paul,  me  and  three  dogs  (Gizmo,  Maggie  and  Zooey)  - have  been 
living  and  working  in  Austin.  The  summer  was  boiling  hot;  the  city  not  at  all  what  we  expected.  In  short  Austin  is  hillier 
and  prettier  than  we  imagined  and  a beautiful  river  runs  through  it,  but  we  miss  home  and  all  our  neighbors  and  friends  a 
lot.  Hopefully  we’ll  be  home  for  the  holidays!”  ( Ed: Meanwhile  hack  at  home  Tyringham  friends  are  gripped  to  the 
next  episode  of  her  NBC  drama  “Friday  Night  Lights.  ”)  Last  year’s  Texans,  Hilary  and  Phil  Deely,  have  a new 
gig.  Hilary  reports  “Philip  is  enjoying  his  new  stint  as  interim  headmaster  of  Bay  Farms  Academy  in  Duxbury,  MA.” 

We  are  pleased  to  have  a new  correspondent  Candace  “Chick”  Heath  Coco  of  Lee,  who  has  been  urged  over  the 
years  by  her  sister,  Donna  Drake,  to  respond  to  appeals  from  the  Tyringham  Topics.  Chick’s  parents  were  Roy  and 
Candace  Heath.  She  was  bom  in  1929.  Her  first  husband  died  in  1960  and  her  present  husband,  Joe  Coco,  became 
“the  lifesaver”  for  her  and  her  two  children.  Petey  Perkins  brings  us  up  to  date  on  all  her  tribe.  Her  brother  John 
Dubois  and  his  wife  Sharon,  medical  missionaries  in  Panama,  have  moved  into  their  new  house  in  El  Valle  and  want  to 
get  a copy  of  this  year’s  Topics.  Petey’s  sister-in-law  Sister  Catherine  Louise  (Louie  Perkins)  celebrated  her  90'*" 
birthday  in  April  at  Polly  Montgomery’s  on  the  Cape  surrounded  by  all  eight  of  her  nephews  and  nieces  and  many  great 
nephews  and  nieces  and  their  “significants.”  “A  very  happy  time  for  all  especially  as  Louie  continues  to  be  active  and 
lively.”  Petey’s  grandson  Max  Hoblitzell  graduated  from  Deerfield  Academy  in  June  and  is  a freshman  at  Georgetown 
University  in  Washington  D.C.  Bill  and  Adrienne  Cosel  write  of  their  far  flung  daughters.  Gabey  is  at  London  School 
of  Economics  and  Molly  is  a photographer’s  assistant  with  Ambrosi  in  San  Erancisco.  Rainsford  and  Judy 
Morehouse  are  delighted  to  have  a daughter,  soon  to  be  their  next-door  neighbor!  Elaine  Miller  and  her  husband 
Gerard  will  soon  be  moving  to  192  Goose  Pond  Road  with  their  three  daughters  Samantha,  Hannah,  and  Jordan. 

Mary  Ann  and  Everett  Fennelly  have  children  in  Australia,  the  Adirondacks  and  Lee.  [From  Australia]  Kathy  and 
Terry  visited  us  in  summer  this  year.  It  was  different  than  the  usual  winter  visits.  Terry  said  it  was  beautiful,  but  he  loved 
“Winter  in  New  England  “ best.  Amy  and  Byron  are  happily  settled  in  Upper  Jay  enjoying  the  Adirondacks.  Everett, 
Mary  Beth  and  Luke  live  close  by  which  makes  us  very  happy  to  have  them  close! 

Aubrey  Choquette  has  moved  from  Burlington  VT  to  Shelburne,  where  he  is  head  gardener  at  a private  garden. 
Aubrey  is  competing  with  his  brother  Noah  (who  lives  in  the  Birketts’  house  and  works  for  the  Town)  for  the  shortest 
commute  to  work. 

Kathy  and  Jim  Curtin  write  that  their  grandson  Joe  has  recently  passed  his  EMT  course.  He  works  with  the  Lee 
Ambulance  Squad  and  is  also  attending  the  Firefighter’s  Academy.  He  plans  on  being  a firefighter  EMT  by  February. 
We  all  hope  we  won’t  see  him  professionally  but  are  proud  to  have  him  in  our  town.  Mary  Ann  Brown  reports  “Nicole 
continues  to  live  in  Arlington,  MA  and  teaches  Latin  at  Shore  Country  Day  School.  Alexis  is  teaching  at  Lenox 
Memorial  Middle  School  and  enjoys  being  a “peer”  with  her  former  teachers.  Bob  has  taken  up  growing  daylilies.” 
Mary  Ann  revels  in  her  beautiful  ride  up  and  down  the  Tyringham  Road  to  and  from  work.  “All  of  us  are  grateful  for  the 
beauty  of  the  valley  and,  more  importantly,  for  the  people  who  live  here.” 

Helen  and  Neil  Curtin  have  a new  Chow  puppy  named  Schatzi.  Their  son-in-law  Joe  Wilkinson  was  named  citizen  of 
the  year  and  received  an  award  from  the  Kiwanis  Club  of  Sheffield.  On  September  30'*’  their  granddaughter  Stacy 
Lynn  married  James  Pease  of  Pittsfield.  Gerry  Curtin  reports  more  on  the  wedding.  “After  a wonderful  service  at  the 
Union  Church  in  Tyringham  the  reception  followed  at  the  Stockbridge  Sportsman’s  Club  and  a great  time  was  had  by 
everybody.  The  couple  took  a cruise  to  the  Caribbean  and  lives  in  Pittsfield.”  Gerry  reports  that  his  parents  Helen  and 
Neil  are  busy  with  Tyringham  life  - Helen  with  Church  Committee  meetings  and  exercise  class  at  the  Town  Hall  and 
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News  From  Near  and  Far 


Neil,  at  the  time  Gerry  wrote,  eagerly  anticipating  deer  hunting.  Gerry  is  continuing  to  recover  from  congestive  heart 
failure.  “I  feel  good  and  my  MDs  will  start  Cardiac  Rehab  in  mid  November.” 

Weddings:  Sally  and  Eric  Griffin  write  from  Goose  Pond  “Our  Laura  was  married  to  Matthew  Ranzoni  on  September 
9.”  Farther  afield.  Penny  Borax  and  John  Donald  send  news  of  David’s  wedding  on  Oct.  7 to  Jill  Olsen  in  the 
bride’s  hometown,  Ridgecrest,  CA.  David  is  in  his  second  year  at  UCLA  law  school  and  Jill  is  pursuing  an  MA  in 
practical  Archeology  at  Cal  State  in  Northridge. 

Births:  Mary  and  Ozzie  Rathbun  now  have  20  grandchildren  with  the  arrival  of  William  Walter  Rathbun  on  March  1 1 . 
Their  grandchildren  range  in  age  9 months  to  25  years  and  the  14  boys  outnumber  the  6 girls.  The  competitive 
grandma,  Sandy  Hayne,  boasts  of  six  grandchildren  in  four  and  a half  years.  That  is  because  her  two  daughters 
specialize  in  producing  twins.  On  February  7,  Catharyn  and  Jeff  had  Griffen  Alexander  and  Laurel  Mac  Kenzie,  siblings 
for  Holden  and  Oliver.  Suzanne  and  Ron  also  have  twins  Sam  and  A.J.  Rosa  and  Walt  Alward  report  two  new 
grandsons  in  the  course  of  October!  On  October  5,  Gavin  John  Alward  was  bom  to  Walt  and  Joanna,  and  on  October 
27  Delaney  Dale  Reed  was  bom  to  Heidi  Nutt  and  Dale  Reed.  Lauria  and  Donald  Puntin  have  a new  granddaughter, 
Sophia  Autumn,  bom  on  October  18  to  Matthew  and  Amy  Puntin  of  Goose  Pond  Road. 

While  awaiting  the  birth  of  their  first  baby,  Charlie  and  Heather  Urquhart  have  been  practicing  parenting  a white- 
haired  Pointing  Grilfon  named  Boise.  “We  sometimes  call  him  Moose  because  at  nine  months  he’s  nearly  70  lbs.  He 
can  be  found  prancing  around  the  Cobble  or  swimming  in  Shaker  Pond.” 

Writing  from  Florida,  Maria  Cole  says  “Casey  and  Timolin  have  both  just  aquired  Labrador  puppies  that  we  are  all  in 
love  with.  They  continue  to  reside  in  Boca  Raton.  Casey,  whose  husband  died  nine  years  ago,  is  engaged  to  be 
married  in  March.  Her  ten-year-old  son  Wyatt  is  fine,  and  Timolin’s  two  sons,  Julian  and  Justin  and  husband  Gary  (of 
14  years)  are  all  just  fine!  ‘Old  Maria’  is  happy  and  healthy  still  in  Ponte  Verdra  Beach!” 

Sam  Slater  in  Ohio  sends  “a  very  heartfelt  ‘thank-you’  to  everyone  who  helped  with  Elizabeth  Slater’s  funeral  service 
and  reception.”  Anne  Palmer  writes  “Gilder  Palmer  died  on  August  24  at  Berkshire  Medical  Center  in  the  Respitory 
Unit  after  a six  months  illness.  I know  he  would  like  to  thank  his  many  Tyringham  friends  for  their  cheering  cards  and 
visits.  We  both  felt  very  blessed  by  our  friends!”  (Ed:  If  you  go  to  New  York’s  Metropolitan  Museum  and  visit  the 
new  exhibit  “Louis  C.  Tiffany  and  Laurelton  Hall:  An  Artist’s  Country  Estate’’  listen  to  the  recording  of  Anne 
playing  the  lovely  inlaid  piano.) 

Joe  Whalen  writes  “A  few  lines  from  a very  lonesome  house,  1 Jemsalem  Rd.  No  Marion  to  head  the  house  and  start 
the  day;  no  calls  or  visits  from  Sis,  checking  up  and  adding  a bright  glow  to  the  day.  No  Denny  to  do  the  odd  jobs 
around  the  house  and  keep  the  outside  chores  in  line.  Some  days  are  better  than  others  thanks  to  Lori,  John,  Mike  and 
family,  Mark,  my  brothers,  sister  and  neighbors  and  friends.  It  is  still  one  day  at  a time.  Healthy  and  Happy  Holidays 
from  Joe.” 

From  New  York  City  Catha  Rambusch  writes:  “ The  Rambusch  Company’s  bronze  bas-relief  honoring  the  343 
firefighters  who  perished  in  9/1 1 is  now  mounted  on  the  west  wall  of  10  House  opposite  the  World  Trade  Pit.  Viggo, 
Martin  and  Edwin  were  deeply  involved  in  this  moving  tribute.  The  56  foot  long  art  work  weighs  4 tons  and  was  three 
years  in  design  and  fabrication.  It  is  lit  at  night  and  relatives  and  friends  can  make  rubbings  of  their  loved  ones’  names.  It 
has  become  a visitor  destination  and  has  been  embraced  by  the  city.” 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 


Barbara  Adams  & Andy  Scott 

Robin  & Kenny  Almgren,  Gunnar  & Suzy 

Robert  & Toodie  Alsop  & family 

Walt  & Rosa  Alward; 

Heidi  Nutt  & Dale  Reed,  Emily  & Delaney 
Walter  Jr.,  Joanna,  Perry,  Jade  & Gavin  Alward 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 

Betty  & Bill  Bean,  Whitney  & Sylvia  too! 

Susan  Berndt,  Ned  Berndt,  Lawrence 
Berndt,  Sarah  Thomas,  Jonathan  Berndt 
Lynn  Bertelli  & Alan  Wilcox 
Judith  Bishop  and  Maia  Bookoff 
Jennifer  Bishop,  Daniel  Epstein,  Theodore  & Nathaniel 
Teresa  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 
Dennis  Brandmeyer  & Denise  Hoefer,  Alex  & Tracy 
Lisa  Palmer  Brandreth  & Jack  Brandreth 
Bob  & MaryAnn,  Nicole  & Alexis  Brown 
Jacob  & Irmgard  Bucher 
Henning,  Joyce  & Kimberly  Carlson, 

Michael,  Zachary  & Ryan 
David  Carriere 
“All  the  Cerniks” 

In  memory  of  Edith  Charpentier 

Peter  & Gail  Charpentier,  Ussy  & Matt 
Aubrey  Choquette 
Bob  & Sue  Choquette 
Dot  Choquette 

Chuck  & Terry  Clark,  Jon,  Kevin  Clark  & 

Jaymee  Griffen,  David  & Shannon  Clark 
Francis  & Betty  Clark  & family 
Jerry  & Melody  Clark  & family 
Candace  “Chick”  Heath  Coco  & Joseph 
Coco 

Maria  Cole,  Timolin  Cole  Augustus  & 

Casey  Cole  Ray 

Jim  & Karen  Consolati;  Ben,  Austin,  Darren 
& Evan 

Bill  & Chris  Corcoran; 

Christian  Bienvenue,  Lake  Tahoe,  NV; 

DC  Bienvenue,  Sarasota,  FL 
Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gabey  & Molly 
Ricki  & Steve  Cowell,  Marc,  Chris  & Kate,  & 

Kiki 

Bobbie  Crosby 

Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Christine, 

Quinn  & Paige  Barry;  Larry  Curtin  & Chrisy  Sherman 
Gerry  Curtin 

In  loving  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy  1-22-64  to 
12-26-04. 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joe  & 

Melissa  Jansz;  Jim,  Helen,  Kara  & Anita 
Curtin;  Tim  & Shawn  Murphy 
In  loving  memory  of  Sissy  Whalen  Curtin 
John  Curtin,  Mark  & Lori 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 
Pam,  Mike,  Madison  & Colby  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Missy  & 


Peter  Curtin  Jr.,  & sons  Ethan  & Collin;  Trish  & Jamie 
Curtin  & family;  Joshua,  Nissa  & Asia;  Matt  & sons 
Dillon  & Devin;  Tina  Eral,  Joshua  & Megan 
Have  a very  Merry  Christmas  & A Happy  New  Year! 

Terry  & Marilyn  Curtin  and  family 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 
Hilary  & Philip  Deely,  Maisie  & Pip 
Sue  & Joe  Delmolino,  Brody,  Mariah,  & 

Amara;  Brian  & Nicole 
Betty  L.  Dennis 
Tom  & Therese  Dillon 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax,  David  & Jill 
Adam  Donald 

In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath  & Eddie 
Fennelly 

Donna  Drake  & family 
Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott  & Susannah,  Rosy, 

Alex  & families 

In  memory  of  Dave  Percy  Curtin  and  Janice  "Sissy"  Curtin. 
We  miss  you!! 

Gino,  Mary  & Nicholas  Errichetto,  Stacy 
Curtin  & Jim  & Nate  & Kendra 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
James  & Kathy  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  Nan  & Rob 
Sedgwick 

John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 

Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker,  Cheryl  & 

Ethan;  Katherine,  Brian  & Phoebe 
In  memory  of  Eddie  Fennelly 

Dianne  Fennelly,  Adam  & Michelle  & 
family;  Darrell,  Marcy  & Aiden;  Pat 
Boyle  & family. 

Everett  & MaryAnn  Fennelly;  Everett  Jr, 

MaryBeth  & Luke;  Amy  Fennelly  & 

Byron  Renderer.  Kathleen  Bardwell  & 

Terrence  Harris 
Thomas  Fennelly  Sr.  & Jr. 

Nan  & Paul  Freed 

Allan  & Mary  Garner  & Nancy  Wood,  David 
Garner,  Teresa  Mottarella,  Levi  & Deanna. 

Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard  & Nannina 

Virgina  Gorman;  Susan  & Conor  Moran 
Larry  & Sally  Griffin;  Eric,  Laura  & Matt  & Levi, 

Reebok  & Remmie 
In  memory  of  loved  ones 
Alice  Hale 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  Loring  Hale 
Donald  & Mary  Hale 
George  Jean  & David  Hale 
Dorothea  R.  Hanson 
Kate  Harding 

Judy  & Steve  & Nadia  Hartman  & Tess 
Moore 
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Sandy  Hayne  & family 

Ruth  & John  Heath;  Nancy,  Randy,  Robert,  Adam,  Lora  & 
Tyler  Wade;  James,  James  Jr.,  Christina,  Jessie, 
Rhiannon  & Jacob  Heath;  Sue,  Don  & Karie  Heath. 
Steve,  Ruth  & Shannon  LeCompte  & Anatoli 
Davidenko;  Tim,  Erin,  Olivia  & Owen  Hart.  Herb,  Deb, 
Connie,  Eric,  Brian,  Terri  & Shawn  Heath;  Karen,  Joe  & 
Amy  Pulver:  Abby,  Lily  & Nick  Fredsall 
Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
Maggie  Howard 

Sarah  Hudson  & the  Barclay  Hudson  family 
Chris,  Tracy,  Alex  & Sam  Johnson 
Al  & Martha  Joyner  & family 
Bill,  Heather  & Dakota  Ketchen 
Holly  (McLennan)  & Roger  Ketron,  Emma 
Wheelwright  & Jeremy  Lefft,  Henry 
Wheelwright  & Maisie  & Susanna 
Ketron 

Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & 

Sophie,  Willem;  Nick,  Lisa  & Hopper 
Celia  Kittredge,  Catherine  Clucas,  Jay  Ogden  & family, 

Tom  Ogden  & family,  the  Sullivan,  Charlie  Kittredge  & 
Rowley  families 
Harry  & Janet  Knowles  & family 
George  & Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Jane  Thrailkill  & 
Hawley  Truax,  Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & Charles  Truax 
& George  Maxwell 

Selina  & David  Lamb,  Robin  & Daphne 
In  memory  of  Doug  Leach 
Marion  Leach 

Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd  & family 

Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 

Dot  & Dick  Loring;  Ricky,  Ann  & Allisha; 

Ed  & Marion  Loring;  Deby,  Elizabeth  & Henry  Hall; 
Kevin,  Terry  Mary,  Noah  Limin,  Charles  Dougherty;  Amy 
Hunt  & Marcus  Garrett;  Ed  & Marion  Loring 
Ashley,  Drew  & Alyssa  Rivers, 

In  loving  memory  of  Joe  Loring  Jr. 

Joe  & Ev  Loring,  Rodney  & Laurie 
Olive  Loring 

Tunk&  Dede  Loring,  Rhonda,  Don,  Chris,  Nick 
LaBombard,  Dylan  & Isaac  Winters; 

Elaine,  Ed,  Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold; 

Chuck,  Kathie,  Mackenzie  & Micheala; 

Tony,  Sara,  Megan,  Will  & Charlie  Loring 
Jill,  Yo-Yo,  Nicholas  & Emily  Ma 
Paul  & Evelyn  Margus;  Jason 
Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante  & family 
Angelica  McLennan;  Marc  Syp,  Miranda,  Darnell  & baby 
Dazrielle  Stewart 
Katharine  McLennan  & family 

Peace  & happiness  during  the  holiday  season  & always 
Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 
Bob  Moskin  & Lynn  Goldberg;  Mark,  David, 

Camela,  Nancy  Moskin  & Talley  II 
Shaun  & Holly  Murphy,  Eamonn,  Niall,  Siobhan 


Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer, 

Walter  Palmer,  Spring  & John  Homschek,  Drew  & 

Jake 

Helena  (Palmer)  & Stephan  von  Gatterburg, 

Damian,  Francesca  & Therese 
Leroy  & Marge  Palmer 
Tonio  & Barbara  Palmer,  Caroline,  William  & 

Henrik 

Hylie  & John  Pappenheimer 
Will  & Mary  Pappenheimer 
Petey  Perkins,  Louise,  Neddy,  Jamie,  David 
& Kate  & all  their  families 

In  memory  of  our  dear  friend  & neighbor  Gilly  Palmer 
Jamie  Perkins  & family 
Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  & Elizabeth  & 

Jeffrey 

Lauria  & Donald  Puntin  & family 

Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon, 

Kenzie  & Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie  Nicholas,  Jackson 
& Frederick,  Neil  & Lucia,  Marygrace  & Katrine  Adam, 
Kristin  & Sandy  von  Thelen. 

Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun 

Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 

The  Reich  Family:  Chuck  & Julie;  Gabriel, 

Elka  & Isabella;  Benjamin  & Thao  & 

Hosea 

Margaret  Olds  Richards  & the  Luchars:  Barrie;  Alex,  Susan, 
Thomas,  Robert,  Catherine;  Charles;  Jim,  Betsy,  Ian  & 
Teddy 

Bill,  April,  Garrett  & Luke  Roche 
Michael  Rood 

Tim,  Molly,  Cody  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Charles,  Alice,  Ryan,  Andy,  Ellie,  Julie  & 

Craig  Slater 

In  memory  of  Charlie,  Liz,  Danny  & Grace  Slater; 

Sam,  Debbie,  Daniel  & Megan  Slater 
Peggy  Donald  Snider  & Al  Adato,  Gypsy 

Snider  & Patrick  Leonard,  Laska  & Galia  Leonard; 
Lorenzo  Pisoni 

Philippa  Claude  & Tony  Stretton 
Charlie  & Heather  Urquhart  & baby  Elias 
Rachel  Urquhart  & John  Herrera;  Theo  & Simon; 

Trixie,  Rufus  & Roffle 
Sidney  & Brian  Urquhart  & family 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation 
Helena  (Palmer),  Stefan,  Damian,  Francesca 
& Therese  von  Gatterburg 
Joey,  Kristin,  & Amelia  von  Korff 
Cece  Wasserman  & family 

In  memory  of  Marion  Whalen,  Denny  Whalen,  & Janice 
“Sissy”  Whalen 

Husband  & father  Joe  Whalen 
Ken,  Pauline,  Ashley  & Kirsty  Whalen 
Darlene  Wilkinson  & family 
In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Ken  Winters 

Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley, 
Linsey,  Cayce  Williams;  Tim,  Diane  & Dominic  Williams 
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“If  all  the  beasts  were  gone,  men  would  die  from  a great  loneliness  of  spirit,  for  whatever  happens  to  the  beasts  also 
happens  to  the  man.  All  things  are  connected.  Whatever  befalls  the  Earth  befalls  the  sons  of  the  Earth.  ” 

- Chief  Seattle  of  the  Suwamish  Tribe,  in  a letter  to  U.S.  President  Eranklin  Pierce 


Hop  Brook  Community  Club 

P.  O.  Box  354 
Tyringham,  MA 
01264 
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Winter  2007 


Published  annually  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  in  the  interest  of  church  and  community 


The  Ball  Game 

Terry  Curtin 


This  year’s  theme,  Tyringham  Wild  Things,  Past  and 
Present,  covered  all  manner  of  sub-themes  - wild 
adventures,  wild  animals,  wild  plants  and  wild  weather  - 
and  provoked  a wide  spectrum  of  reactions  from  many 
of  you.  We  are  very  grateful  for  your  submissions,  and, 
as  always,  for  all  the  photographs  and  drawings  you 
provided.  Finally,  we  thank  you  all  for  for  your  generous 
support  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club  Scholarship  Fund 
through  the  Topics . 

We  believe  that  some  of  our  wild  phenomena  - 
certainly  our  wild  weather  - are  a direct  consequence  of 
climate  change,  so  we  have  ventured  beyond  the 
boundaries  of  our  village  and  devoted  some  attention  to 
that  very  serious  global  issue  as  well. 

Happy  Holidays! 


The  Church  Hamster 

Anita  Curtin 


I was  walking  to  church  on  September  8'^  the  day 
before  my  birthday.  Just  before  we  went  inside,  I saw  a 
little  white  puffy  thing.  I gave  out  a little  shriek,  and 
Mum  asked  “What  is  it?”  I said,  “There’s  a little  white 
puffy  thing  digging  a hole.”  Mom  said,  “It  looks  like  a 
hamster.” 

When  we  came  out  after  Mass,  it  was  still  there. 

Mom  and  I wanted  to  keep  it  but  Dad  said,  “Leave  it 
there.”  Then  he  turned  around  and  said,  “OK,  you  can 
take  it  home.” 

We  got  a cage  from  my  Aunt  Linda.  Then  we 
needed  to  find  a name.  I thought,  let’s  call  her  Mother 
Mary,  because  we  had  found  her  at  St.  Mary’s  Church. 
The  next  day,  I found  out  that  September  8"’  was  Mother 
Mary’s  birthday.  Now  our  own  Mother  Mary  lives  with 
us,  our  dogs,  Layla  and  Sydney,  and  our  cat  Jasper. 


My  sister,  Dede  Loring  and  I took  a trip  to  Fenway 
Park  last  August  to  watch  the  Red  Sox  play  the  Orioles. 

I had  my  cancer  medicine  with  me.  Unbeknownst  to  me, 
I lost  my  bottle  of  pills  at  the  front  gate.  The  security 
guard  who  found  them  called  my  wife,  Marilyn,  plus 
Brooks  Pharmacy,  to  find  out  about  these  pills.  My 
daughter  Kelly  got  involved.  They  told  the  guard  that 
these  pills  - about  five  different  kinds  - were  for  treating 
cancer.  He  told  them  he  was  going  to  find  me.  There 
were  38,000  people  at  the  game.  He  called  my  family 
five  different  times,  letting  them  know  how  he  was 
making  out. 

In  the  meantime,  I was  having  a ball  watching  the 
game.  In  the  sixth  inning,  this  man  shows  up  at  my  seat 
and  shows  me  a bottle  of  pills.  I immediately  reached 
into  my  pocket.  No  pills.  He  gave  me  my  pills  and  I 
thanked  him.  He  told  me  that  his  next  move  was  to  put 
my  name  on  the  big  screen  in  center  field.  He  also  said 
“You  may  hear  your  name  on  the  loudspeaker  if  I can’t 
get  back  in  time  to  stop  it.”  He  did  get  back  in  time. 

I still  can’t  believe  what  this  man  did  for  me.  I will 
forever  be  grateful  to  him  and  to  my  World  Champion 
Boston  Red  Sox. 

Yours  for  Tyringham. 


Terry  and  Marilyn  Curtin  at  the  dedication  of  the 
Terrence  F.  Curtin  Pavilion 


Hop  Brook’s  Merganser 

Dot  Choquette 

The  last  couple  of  years,  a pair  of  American 
Mergansers  have  often  been  seen  on  Hop  Brook,  from 
Terry  Curtin’s  to  behind  the  Town  Hall.  Sometimes  just 
floating  down  the  brook.  Often,  they  fly  over  the  brook. 

For  the  last  two  years  the  lady  Merganser  has  nested 
deep  in  the  hollow  apple  tree  close  to  the  road.  She 
enters  through  the  hollow  stub  of  an  old  limb.  There  is  no 
nest;  just  a bed  of  down  plucked  from  her  breast.  She 
leaves  the  nest  to  feed,  she  covers  her  clutch  of  eggs  with 
the  down.  She  doesn’t  seem  to  do  this  until  she  has  laid 
the  full  clutch.  Last  year  there  were  nine  eggs.  This  year 
I think  there  were  eleven  eggs.  The  book  says  they  can 
lay  from  six  to  seventeen  eggs. 

If  you  peeked  in  from  above,  she  seemed  a bit 
nervous,  but  at  her  eye  level,  you  could  peek  through  a 
knot  hole  about  two  and  a half  feet  from  the  ground  and 
see  her  eye  to  eye.  This  didn’t  bother  her  at  all. 

The  first  year  it  took  a while  for  her  to  get  used  to  me 
working  at  the  garden  boxes.  I was  scolded  many  times 
before  she  would  come  and  go,  although  I wasn’t  even 
there. 

Incubation  is  quite  long  - 27  to  35  days.  When  they 
hatch,  the  ducklings  leave  the  nest  and  head  to  water  and 
don’t  return.  Deanna  Curtin  got  to  see  them.  I hope  she 
was  as  thrilled  to  see  them  as  I would  have  been.  Better 
luck  next  year,  I hope! 

While  she  was  setting,  her  mate  would  often  fly  by 
quacking  like  mad  - Saying  hello?  Bragging?  Or  more 
likely,  just  being  a beautiful  duck. 


Home  of  the  Merganser  in  old  apple  tree  at  Dot 
Choquette 's  house.  X marks  the  spot. 


Garlic  Mustard  - Photo,  J.  Forman  Orth 


Invasion  of  the  Garlic  Mustard 

Lois  Jensen 

Having  spent  most  of  my  life  in  the  city,  the  wildness  of 
the  Tyringham  Valley  and  woods  has  been  a source  of 
wonder  and  excitement.  Nature  seemed  a somewhat 
foreign  but  overwhelmingly  positive  force.  And  anything 
green  was  good,  or  so  I thought,  until  I encountered  the 
world  of  invasive  species.  These  are  not  the  elves  and 
fairies  that  a friend’s  grandmother  once  warned  her  about 
in  the  enchanted  forests  of  Tyringham.  They  are  non- 
native plants  that  are  able  to  invade  an  area  because  they 
haven’t  developed  natural  enemies. 

Last  year,  during  the  Thanksgiving  holidays,  some 
family  members  and  I were  walking  the  trail  at  the 
McLennan  Reservation  when  my  cousin  spied  multiple 
patches  of  garlic  mustard.  The  heart-shaped  rosettes  of 
the  young  plant  are  easy  to  see  because  they  are  among 
the  few  green  things  in  the  forest  in  winter,  and  she 
recognized  them  because  her  own  community  near  the 
Indiana  Dunes  State  Park  had  been  mobilized  to  rid  the 
area  of  them.  My  sister,  a city  dweller  herself  and  an 
armchair  environmentalist,  quickly  filled  my  head  with 
horror  stories  about  the  potential  takeover  of  this  invasive 
herb.  Within  a year,  she  said,  the  garlic  mustard,  which 
can  grow  three-feet  tall  over  its  two-year  lifespan,  could 
spread  over  vast  stretches  of  the  reservation,  crowding  out 
a diverse  population  of  native  wildflowers  and  other  plants. 

It  turns  out  she  was  right.  Several  months  ago,  I 
scouted  the  area  with  Julie  Richburg,  a regional  ecologist 
for  The  Trustees  of  Reservations.  Julie  had  visited  the 
McLennan  Reservation  in  the  summer  of  2006  and  had 
seen  only  isolated  clumps  of  garlic  mustard.  All  in  all,  she 
said,  the  forest  was  relatively  healthy.  But  just  over  a year 
later,  she  was  shocked  and  depressed  to  find  the  now 
dried  up  woody  stalks  of  the  invasive  plant  covering  what 
she  estimated  were  acres  of  the  McLennan  Reservation 
and  adjacent  land. 

What’s  so  worrisome  is  that  garlic  mustard  will 
eventually  alter  the  composition  of  the  soil.  It  will  survive 
where  other  plants  and  even  tree  saplings  can’t,  and 
monopolize  an  area.  In  the  worst  case  scenario,  “we  are 
looking  forward  to  forests  that  look  like  the  landscapes  of 
vacant  lots,”  said  Leslie  Jones  Sauer,  an  author  and  expert 
on  forest  restoration,  in  a recent  article  in  the  New  York 
Times.  “Alien  species,  and  no  [biological]  complexity.  And 
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that  level  of  simplification  will  affect  birds,  mammals, 
butterflies,  everything.” 

Once  I became  fixated  on  garlic  mustard,  I began  to 
notice  it  everywhere  — in  a neighbor’s  field  and  my  own 
backyard,  among  the  ruins  of  Ashintully,  and  along  the 
roadsides  in  Tyringham  and  Lenox  (one  theory  is  that  the 
seeds,  which  can  survive  in  the  ground  for  up  to  five 
years,  are  dispersed  in  gravel  used  in  road  maintenance, 
along  with  the  usual  modes  of  transportation,  including 
wind  and  birds).  Getting  rid  of  it  is  not  easy.  A single  plant 
can  produce  thousands  of  seeds,  so  the  only  solution  is  to 
cut  down  the  garlic  mustard  before  it  blooms  in  July,  and 
continue  doing  so  until  existing  seeds  are  no  longer 
active.  Or,  you  can  pull  up  the  plant  by  its  roots  and 
dispose  of  it  in  garbage  bags,  and  monitor  the  area  in 
subsequent  years. 

A Harvard  professor  and  expert  on  invasives  is 
currently  doing  research  on  the  ecological  impact  of  garlic 
mustard  in  small  plots  inside  the  McLennan  Reservation. 
Her  findings  could  shed  light  on  more  efficacious  ways  to 
eradicate  it.  In  the  meantime,  the  local  committee  for  The 
Trustees  of  Reservations’  properties  in  Tyringham  is 
planning  to  host  a field  walk  this  spring,  led  by  Julie 
Richburg,  to  introduce  residents  to  garlic  mustard  and  the 
many  other  alien  species  that  have  infiltrated  our  area.  If 
the  interest  is  there,  the  Trustees  will  also  organize  regular 
volunteer  days  to  pull  invasive  plants  at  Ashintully,  where 
the  problem  is  still  very  manageable,  and  the  more 
challenging  McLennan  Reservation. 

Though  she  admits  the  task  is  daunting,  Julie  said  she 
never  gives  up  on  an  area.  She  cited  the  case  of 
Bartholomew’s  Cobble  in  Sheffield,  another  Trustees 
property,  which  is  one  of  the  richest  areas  in 
Massachusetts  for  rare  plant  species.  With  weekly  help 
from  volunteers  over  the  last  several  years,  and  a forest 
ranger/naturalist  from  The  Trustees  of  Reservations,  8 to 
10  acres  of  garlic  mustard  and  other  invasives  have  been 
successfully  cleared  and  managed.  “If  the  commitment 
and  determination  are  there,”  she  said,  “something  can 
always  be  done.” 

For  more  information,  the  New  England  Wild  Flower 
Society  (www.newfs.org)  has  a number  of  interesting 
publications  on  invasive  plants  and  ways  to  control  them. 
Limited  copies  of  the  Guide  to  Invasive  Plants  in 
Massachusetts,  published  this  year  by  the  Massachusetts 
Division  of  Fisheries  and  Wildlife,  can  be  obtained  by 
contacting  jrichburg@ttor.org 


Uiis  Jensen,  Joe  Gallo  and  Robert  Alsop  at  Cobble  clearing 


The  Wedding  Crasher! 

Denise  Hoefer  and  Dennis  Brandmeyer 

When  we  awoke  to  find  the  bear  right  outside  the 
picture  window,  it  seemed  fun  to  watch  such  a large  wild 
creature  so  close  casually  munching  on  the  sunflower 
seeds.  (We  are  a little  smarter  now  about  taking  in  the  bird 
seed  but  perhaps  global  warming  has  blurred  the  line  when 
the  bears  go  to  sleep  and  the  birds  expect  to  be  fed?) 

We  called  the  kids  downstairs  as  if  it  was  Christmas 
morning  and  a wonderful  event  was  unfolding!  We  took  his 
picture  and  were  sorry  when  he  had  his  fill  and  left  like  the 
Hawaiian  Islanders  felt  about  Captain  Cook  - until  he  (the 
bear)  reappeared  the  next  day,  and  we  found  he  had 
discovered  and  raided  the  big  bag  of  sunflower  seeds  in 
the  garden  shed. 

The  next  day  he  found  the  trash  in  another  shed,  and 
we  realized  we  had  a 300-lb  problem  on  our  hands.  We 
locked  the  door  to  the  trash  closet  and  that  night  he  ripped 
the  door  off  and  our  concern  reached  a new  level.  When 
he  showed  up  as  a Santarella  wedding  crasher  that 
weekend,  we  took  off  the  gloves  and  started  throwing  rocks 
(not  too  big)  at  our  new  mascot  and  threatened  to  call  the 
police  if  he  returned.  The  last  we  heard  he  had  visited  the 
Curtin  residence  down  the  road  and  he  hasn’t  been  back  to 
Santarella.  Peter  and  Deanna  must  have  a way  with  bears 
and  we  are  really  glad!! 


Wild  Trivia 

The  average  fisher  weighs  15  lbs.  Because  they  can  rotate 
their  hind  paws  ISO  degrees,  they  can  grasp  limbs  and  climb 
down  trees  head  first.  They  kill  porcupines  by  biting  their 
faces  until  they  bleed  to  death,  and  then  turning  them  over 
and  eating  them  from  the  belly  in.  One  of  their  calls  sounds 
like  a child  screaming,  and  can  be  mistaken  for  someone  in 
dire  need  of  help. 
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Slither  and  Sassy 

Lynn  Bertelli 

We  have  had  some  unusual  mascots  at  the  B & B for 
the  last  three  years.  A garter  snake  took  up  residence  in 
my  hollyhock  garden  outside  the  office,  right  next  to  the 
door  that  all  the  guests  enter  through.  This  snake  was 
named  “Slither.”  He/she  lived  quite  peacefully  alone  for 
the  first  two  years.  This  past  summer  we  noticed  that 
one  day  Slither  looked  extremely  big  and  the  next  day 
not  so  big,  it  was  then  that  we  realized  that  Slither  now 
had  a friend.  This  new  friend  was  named  “Sassy”. 

The  two  snakes  seemed  as  happy  as  snakes  can  be 
all  summer.  Pictures  were  taken  and  posted  so  that  the 
guests  would  not  be  too  startled  should  one  of  the 
snakes  be  outside  of  the  garden,  which  they  frequently 
were.  We  also  wanted  to  make  sure  that  they  weren’t 
harmed.  Slither  and  Sassy  live  relatively  undisturbed, 
except  when  our  six  year  old  grandson  tries  to  pet  them. 
The  snakes  are  also  considerate  enough  to  remove 
themselves  when  I need  to  work  in  the  garden.  We 
enjoy  having  Slither  and  Sassy  live  outside  our  door  and 
hope  they  return  next  spring. 


Elizabeth  Elliott  with 
granddaughter 
Lucy  Cured 


Little  Cilia 

Elizabeth  Elliott 

Is  that  you  there,  little  cilia? 

lifting  the  leaf  that  way. 

When  the  rest  of  the  leaves  hang  heavy  still? 

Is  that  you,  not  quite  feather, 

lining  the  barbs  on  the  vanes, 
creating  the  yielding  spill 

by  which  vanes  on  the  quill, 

on  the  rachis  of  feather  and  flight, 
lift  into  the  air  though  the  leaf  settles  back  for  the  night? 


Mystery  on  the  Farm 

Alice  Hale 

Back  in  the  early  forties,  we  used  to  pasture  our 
cattle  over  at  what  we  call  the  back  meadow,  straight 
behind  the  barn  buildings.  This  was  still  when  we  had 
the  Ayshires,  and  we  had  dry  cows  over  there.  We’d 
go  over  and  check  them,  and  one  day  we  couldn’t  find 
some  of  them.  And  finally  we  found  a couple  that  were 
down,  and  a couple  more  that  had  eaten  something 
and  had  died.  They  were  just  laying  there  dead,  and 
the  others  were  very  sick. 

We  called  the  vet.  I don’t  remember  who  it  was  at 
that  time.  It  had  to  have  been  Dr.  Malnati.  We  went 
all  over  the  land  over  there  trying  to  find  something 
they  had  eaten  that  would  have  poisoned  them.  We 
couldn’t  find  anything  over  there... .we  couldn’t  find  any 
kind  of  a plant  that  might  have  done  this.  So  they 
called  in  the  grain  company  to  see  if  it  might  have  been 
something  in  the  grain,  and  it  wasn’t  anything  in  the 
grain.  Anyway,  only  a few  of  them  got  sick,  so  it 
couldn’t  have  been  the  grain.  Finally,  they  called  in  the 
Extension  Service  from  the  University  of  Mass.,  and 
they  took  plants  back  and  tested  them  - they  walked 
that  land  a lot  - but  they  still  didn’t  have  any  clue  as  to 
what  the  problem  was. 

To  get  the  ones  that  were  quite  sick  Uncle  Willie 
(Willis  Hale)  asked  the  pharmacist  in  Lee, 

Mr.  Charkudian,  to  see  if  he  had  any  idea  as  to  what 
they  could  mix  up  to  give  the  cows.  And  Mr. 
Charkudian  came  up  with  a formula  and  saved  the  rest 
of  the  cows  - the  ones  that  were  sick.  We  never  knew 
what  was  in  the  mixture.  He  never  would  tell. 

It  took  a long  time  for  the  cows  to  recover.  We 
didn’t  use  that  pasture  again  for  a while.  Then  we 
started  using  it  for  grazing  and  cutting  hay  on  it.  We 
were  very  nervous  using  it  again,  but  the  problem 
never  happened  again.  Must  have  been  just  one 
simple  little  plant,  but  it  did  a lot  of  damage. 


Prize-winning  Sunset  Nancy  Rose  and  Alice  Hale, 
at  Sunset  Farm,  1937 
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Bats 

Judy  Miller  Hartman 


Before  Norman  Day,  Eloise  Meyers  lived  in  the  house 
that  is  now  the  Adams’  house.  Asher  and  Joy  got  a call 
from  Eloise  needing  some  help  with  her  chimney.  Now 
Asher  would  have  never  been  thought  of  as  a fix-it  man, 
but  in  this  case  he  was  just  the  person  to  help  solve  the 
problem.  Asher  kept  lights  on  at  night  to  attract  moths 
which  bats  came  to  feed  on.  Eloise  thought  she  had  seen 
a few  bats  come  out  of  the  chimney.  She  didn’t  want  to 
start  a fire  and  injure  the  bats.  Since  Ted  (Miller)  was 
handy  with  wood,  he  got  a call. 

Asher  and  Ted  needed  to  evaluate  the  magnitude  of 
the  problem.  Why  should  Eloise  be  so  concerned  with  a 
few  bats?  Great  plans  for  the  evening  began:  What 
time  would  dusk  settle?  Where  should  we  stand?  Was  a 
ladder  needed?  We  gathered  near  the  swing  where  we 
could  see  bats  against  a lighter  western  sky.  As  it  became 
darker,  one  or  two  bats  came  out.  With  such  a 
disappointing  number  we  almost  gave  up.  Then  a few 
more  came  out  and  then  more  and  more!  There  must 
have  been  50  to  100  bats  that  lived  in  her  chimney.  I can’t 
remember  whether  they  closed  over  the  chimney  that 
night,  but  I still  can  hear  the  sound  of  wonder  in  our 
voices. 


Baldy’s  Wild  Blueberries 

Lisa  Palmer 

Blueberry-picking  on  Baldy  - a memorable  experience 
in  my  early  days  in  Tyringham.  In  Germany,  where  I grew 
up  in  the  country,  our  blueberries  grew  on  low  bushes  and 
it  was  a back-breaking  task  to  collect  enough  for  a large 
family  such  as  ours.  So  when  I first  saw  those  glorious 
high  bushes,  loaded  with  big  berries,  I thought  this  was 
heaven.  On  a hot  August  day,  the  family  would  gather, 
kids  and  “young”  adults  (the  older  generation  stayed 
home),  and  we  drove  up  Webster  Road  to  a certain  spot 
where  the  cars  could  be  parked.  Then  on  foot  through 
bracken  and  underbrush  until  we  emerged  on  the  top  of 
Baldy.  What  a wonderful  view  one  had  from  up  there  far 
across  the  valley  to  the  other  mountain  ridge. 


Everyone  had  buckets  strapped  on  their  belts,  the 
children  with  smaller  versions  so  that  they  would  not  be 
discouraged  by  the  thought  of  filling  them  There  was  a 
certain  rivalry  amongst  some  of  the  pickers  as  to  who 
could  collect  the  most  and  the  fastest.  I had  plenty  of 
European  experience  in  this  field  and  so  set  to  work  with 
enthusiasm.  There  was  a bit  of  glee  in  the  family  when  I 
beat  our  very  ambitious  brother-in-law  by  bringing  in  the 
fullest  bucket  at  lunchtime. 

For  the  children,  the  picnic  was  the  highlight  of  the 
day,  sitting  on  one  of  those  huge  rocks  and  alternating 
sandwiches  with  handful  of  blueberries.  When  all  the 
buckets  were  full  we  descended  carefully  back  to  the  cars, 
hoping  that  no-one  would  trip  and  fall.  Once  we  came 
across  the  Hermit’s  hut,  which  stood  deserted,  silent  and 
half  collapsed  in  the  woods,  with  a few  ancient  apple-trees 
and  a lilac  bush  by  the  door.  I thought  that  was  one  of  the 
most  memorable  discoveries  at  the  end  of  a long,  hot  day 
up  on  Baldy.  And  so  home  to  the  kitchen  and  the  baking  of 
blueberry  pies  - the  best  in  the  world  made  with  your  own 
picked  wild  blueberries. 


Up  on  Church  Road 

Jean  Moore 


Up  on  the  hill  by  the  church 
lie  the  bones  of  soldiers. 

Old  or  new  they  are  eternity’s  bones 
paying  the  price  for  the  tyranny  and  greed 
of  those  who  in  life  they  believed. 

Old  bones  or  new  mingling  with  tears 
some  long  dry  and  turned  to  dust 
others  freshly  placed. 

Today  is  the  Fourth  of  July. 

We  on  Jerusalem  Road 
wait  for  fireworks. 

Instead  encircling  us 
is  the  sparkle  of  fireflies 
a barrage  of  light,  like  stars, 
heaven  come  to  earth 
nothing  else  in  sight 
just  the  shimmer  of  these  wild  things 
who  know  the  tyranny  of  time 
whose  only  greed  is  for  life. 
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The  Terry  Curtin  Family 

The  Cabbage  Patch 

Terry  Curtin 

I ran  into  a friend  in  Lee  a few  weeks  ago.  He  told  this 
story  about  his  vacation.  He  and  his  wife  went  to 
Connecticut  to  a cottage  on  a lake.  He  took  $1 ,000  in  $50 
bills,  $1 ,000  in  $1 00  bills  and  $1 ,000  in  traveler’s  checks. 

After  a couple  of  days  going  here  and  there,  they  were 
sitting  by  an  outside  fire  on  a Sunday  night.  His  wife  said 
“I  wish  we  had  the  stuff  to  cook  some  S’mores.”  He  said 
“I’ll  go  down  to  Stop  & Shop  and  get  the  stuff.”  So  he 
goes  and  gets  what  he  needs. 

There  was  a shelf  by  the  fruit  and  vegetable  display. 

He  decides  to  pay  with  a traveler’s  check.  So  he  makes 
one  out  and  goes  to  the  cashier  to  pay,  which  he  did. 
When  he  puts  the  rest  of  his  traveler’s  checks  in  his 
pocket,  he  realizes  that  his  pile  of  $50s  and  $100s  is 
gone.  He  tells  the  cashier  that  he  has  lost  his  cash  - 
about  $1 ,200  to  $1 ,500.  The  whole  store  searches  for  his 
money.  They  find  nothing.  He  went  to  the  police  station, 
and  they  told  him  they  would  check  the  security  cameras. 
They  called  the  next  day  and  told  him  that  the  cameras 
showed  nothing. 

Two  days  passed.  Then  the  store  called  and  said  they 
had  his  money.  He  went  to  the  store  and  got  his  money 
back  - 1 ,300  dollars.  They  showed  him  where  it  was 
found.  They  took  him  to  the  shelf  where  he  had  made  out 
his  traveler’s  check.  Under  it  was  a bunch  of  cabbages.  A 
woman  was  looking  over  the  cabbages  when  she  noticed  a 
$50  bill.  Lifting  some  more,  she  found  all  the  money.  She 
was  also  on  vacation  from  Buffalo.  He  got  her  address 
and  sent  her  a nice  reward. 

So,  ladies,  check  the  cabbages  when  you  go 
shopping.  You  never  know  what  you  might  find. 

Yours  forTyringham. 


Here,  Kitty,  Kitty 

ToodieAlsop 

Lately,  I have  twice  been  lucky  enough  to  see  a 
bobcat.  The  first  time,  I was  standing  at  the  kitchen  sink 
when,  with  a distinct  thud,  a big  one  landed  on  our  deck, 
right  outside. 

He  was  gorgeous.  Orange,  with  large  green  eyes 
which  locked  glances  with  mine.  I don’t  know  which  one 
of  us  was  more  surprised  to  see  the  other.  It  was  a magic 
moment.  But  then  of  course  I had  only  to  move  the 
smallest  bit  for  him  to  bounce  off  down  the  lawn. 

Later,  I met  Tom  Kasprzak  at  the  Post  Office.  “He’s 
after  those  turkey  poults,”  he  said. 

This  fall,  I was  driving  over  on  Meadow  Street  when, 
just  short  of  the  bridge  by  Oak’n’Spruce,  a bobcat  jumped 
high  out  of  the  shrubbery  on  my  left  and  leaped  across  the 
road  into  the  trees.  Unmistakable,  his  short  tail  and  large 
size.  No  ordinary  domestic  cat,  this.  It  gave  me  a thrill  to 
think  of  such  wildness  so  close  to  all  those  hundreds  of 
units  full  of  city  people. 

And  then,  one  more  incident  out  our  northeast  window. 
At  the  top  of  the  field,  across  the  road,  what  was  clearly  a 
grey  wolf  standing  at  the  edge  of  the  woods.  In  the  time  it 
took  me  to  get  my  field  glasses,  he  was  gone. 

Boring  and  dull  indeed  our  lives  would  be  without  these 
glimpses  of  wild  animals. 
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Ways  to  Save  Energy 

Steve  Cowell 


First,  is  our  building  envelope  that  separates  us  from  the 
cold  (windows,  walls,  attic  and  doors).  We  lose  heat 
through  air  leakage  and  inadequate  insulation.  Surprising- 
ly, leaks  around  doors  and  windows  are  not  usually  the 
worst  culprits  in  your  home.  More  important  are  leaks  at 
the  top  (attics)  and  bottom  (basement)  because  it  turns 
your  home  into  a wind  tunnel  due  to  what  is  called  the 
‘stack  effect’  as  hot  air  rises.  Cut  it  off  with  spray  foam, 
caulking  and  sealing  around  chimneys  or  penetrations 
from  pipes  and  wires.  Use  the  right  material;  fiberglass 
often  does  not  work  very  well  because  it  does  not  stop  air 
leaks  around  gaps  and  holes. 

Second,  is  upgrading  your  heating  and  cooling  systems 
if  they  are  more  than  15  years  old.  Heating  systems  can 
be  tested  for  operating  efficiency  and  this  should  be  done 
for  oil  systems  every  year.  Old  equipment  can  be  running 
at  under  75%  efficient  while  new  equipment  can  be  over 
86%  for  oil  and  92%  for  gas. 

Third,  is  the  heating  and  cooling  distribution  system. 
This  means  the  pipes  (hot  water/steam)  or  ducts  (hot  air). 
These  need  to  insulated  properly  in  cold  spaces 
(basements,  crawl  spaces,  attics)  and  sealed  to  eliminate 
air  leaks  (ducts). 

Fourth,  lights  and  appliances  are  important  places  to 
look  for  energy  savings.  Start  with  energy  efficient  lighting. 
Compact  fluorescent  lights  save  almost  70%  compared  to 
incandescent  lights.  Beware  of  ‘phantom  energy  loss’ 
from  your  TV,  computer  and  other  electronic  appliances  as 
they  stand  idle  but  keep  drawing  energy  to  allow  ‘instant 
on’  features.  Put  these  on  a ‘plug  strip’  and  turn  off  the 
power  when  you  are  not  using  them. 

Lastly,  look  for  help.  The  Center  for  Ecological 
Technology  (CET)  is  located  in  Pittsfield  and  provides 
advice  on  products  and  services  that  are  available.  Go  on 
line:  CET  www.cetonline.org  or  EPA-  www.energystar.gov. 


White  stag,  behind  the  Bean  house,  Photo  Matt  Curtin 
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The  Deer  Hunt 

Terry  Curtin 

Alarm  clock  rings. 

Hunting  partners  arrive,  drag  you  out  of  bed. 

Throw  everything  except  the  kitchen  sink  into  the 
pickup. 

Leave  for  the  deep  woods. 

Drive  back  home  and  pick  up  gun. 

Drive  like  hell  to  get  to  the  woods  before  daylight. 

Set  up  camp  - forgot  the  damn  tent. 

Head  into  the  woods. 

See  eight  deer. 

Take  aim  and  squeeze  the  trigger. 

“CLICK” 

Load  gun  while  watching  deer  go  over  hill. 

Back  to  camp. 

Still  looking  for  camp. 

Realize  you  don’t  know  where  camp  is. 

Fire  gun  for  help.  Eat  wild  berries. 

Run  out  of  bullets.  Eight  deer  come  back. 

Strange  feeling  in  your  stomach. 

Realize  you  ate  poison  berries. 

Rescued! 

Rushed  to  hospital  to  have  stomach  pumped. 

Arrive  back  in  camp. 

Leave  camp  to  kill  deer. 

Load  gun.  Leave  camp  again. 

Empty  gun  on  squirrel  that’s  bugging  you. 

Arrive  in  camp.  See  deer  grazing  in  camp. 

Load  gun. 

Fire  gun. 

One  dead  pickup  truck. 

Hunting  partner  returns  to  camp  dragging  deer. 
Repress  strong  desire  to  shoot  partner. 

Fall  into  fire. 

Change  clothes,  throw  burned  ones  into  fire. 

Take  pickup  truck,  leave  partner  and  his  deer  in  the 
woods. 

Pickup  truck  boils  over.  Hole  shot  in  block. 

Start  walking. 

Stumble  and  fall.  Drop  gun  in  mud. 

Meet  bear. 

Take  aim. 

Fire  gun,  blow  up  barrel  plugged  with  mud. 

Climb  tree. 

Bear  departs.  Wrap  !$#%*€$  gun  around  tree. 
Home  at  last  I I ! 

Watch  football  game  on  TV,  slowly  tearing  license 
into  little  pieces.  Place  into  envelope,  and  mail  to 
Game  Warden,  with  very  clear  instructions  on  where 
to  place  it. 


Steve  Cowell 
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Yours  for  Tyringham. 
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Wild  is  Everywhere 

Katharine  McLennan 

The  Tyringham  wild  is  in  parts, 

Sometimes  just  weeds  by  the  carts, 

Often  foxes  and  moles 
Or  woodchucks’  big  holes. 

Or  in  neighbors  with  turbulent  hearts. 

For  me  it’s  been  bears  in  the  garage. 

Moving  cans  to  the  driveway  to  forage. 

Removing  the  lids 

Sitting  down  with  the  kids 

And  helping  themselves  to  “their”  porridge. 


Marge  Currie  Gardening 


Why  There  Will  Always  Be  Roses 

Elizabeth  Elliott 


Pseudoscorpion 

Judy  Miller  Hartman 

Years  ago,  when  I was  eight  or  nine,  in  the  leaf  debris 
of  the  stonewall  fence  along  Jerusalem  Road,  Uncle  Asher 
found  a pseudoscorpion.  Although  he  had  heard  about 
them  in  his  insect  studies,  it  was  the  first  he  had  seen.  He 
was  as  elated  as  a person  first  riding  a two-wheeler 
without  the  hands  of  a friend.  It  was  all  he  talked  about. 
He,  too,  spent  many  hours  in  the  attic  looking  through  the 
microscope  watching  it,  hoping  it  would  feed  while  he  was 
watching.  We  all  learned  the  word  “proboscis”  and  of 
course  Asher  made  it  music-like  with  the  syllabic 
pronunciation.  It  was  infectious. 

A scorpion.  Here  in  Tyringham?  Won’t  it  hurt  us?  No, 
it  was  too  small  and  it  was  a pseudoscorpion.  So  we 
looked  up  “pseudo”  to  find  it  meant  false,  pretending  to  be 
a scorpion.  Soon  I got  a turn  to  look,  it  was  tiny,  so  tiny 
that  I couldn’t  see  it  without  the  microscope.  In  the 
microscope  it  was  fascinating.  It  had  large  crawfish  like 
pincers  and  an  ordinary  insect  body  and  many  legs, 
spider-like.  The  most  amazing  thing  was  its  proboscis.  Not 
curled  like  a butterfly  but  a pointed  cone  like  a unicorn’s 
horn.  I was  looking  at  it.  It  was  exciting. 

I still  wonder  why  I was  able  to  sleep  at  night  after  I 
found  how  it  fed.  The  creature  picked  up  a very  small 
mite  and  turned  it  around  in  its  claws  a number  of  times.  I 
thought  it  was  just  looking  for  the  proper  spot,  but  its  claws 
had  poison  in  them.  Then  when  that  dance  was  done,  it 
stabbed  the  mite  with  the  proboscis.  The  mite  began  to 
swell  up  like  a balloon,  and  then  began  to  shrink  as  the 
pseudoscorpion  sucked  back  all  the  food  out  of  the  mite.  I 
was  so  glad  it  was  too  tiny  to  stick  its  proboscis  into 
humans. 

It  seemed  for  many  years  that  Asher’s  find  was  unique. 
They  were  there  but  hard  to  find.  Asher  kept  looking. 
About  four  years  later,  I was  at  the  Red  House  reading  a 
book  Aunt  Joy  had  recommended.  And  there,  on  the 
printed  page,  another  tiny  moving  speck  with  its  claws  and 
proboscis.  With  keen  eyes  and  careful  observation,  I was 
now  elevated  in  Asher’s  mind.  You  might  get  to  see  one 
when  you  open  an  old  book.  Those  moving  specks  may 
have  claws  and  a proboscis. 


When  we  are  lucky  enough, 

to  have  honey  and  money  and  roses, 
we  collapse  into  all  we  desire, 
and  in  dreaming,  forget  to  count  noses. 


Until!  The  army  of  thistle  advances, 
sprawly  and  spiny  and  deep, 
destroying  all  that  opposes 
and  waking  us  out  of  our  Blissful  Sleep! 


Greatly  magnified  Pseudoscorpion  Lasiochemes  cretonatus 
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Raging  Hop  Brook 


Wild  Weather 

Gerry  Curtin 

As  far  as  wild  things  go,  I was  involved  in  some  wild 
parties  and  some  wild  Hallowe’ens  as  well.  I had  a good 
time  doing  it,  as  long  as  no  one  got  hurt  and  nothing  got 
broken.  Neither  one  of  those  things  happened,  thankfully. 

As  for  wild  weather,  I remember  some  big  blizzards  as 
well  as  a couple  of  floods.  The  blizzards  of  ’93  and  ’96 
were  big  and  brutal.  Around  three  feet  of  heavy  snow, 
which  made  it  hard  to  clear  roads  and  pathways,  sidewalks 
and  decks  and  you  name  it.  Plus  dealing  with  no  power  in 
the  winter  — not  a good  thing.  I could  do  without  winter  - 
just  too  many  hazards  to  deal  with. 

As  far  as  flooding  goes.  Hop  Brook  runs  between  our 
house  and  Terry  and  Marilyn’s  house.  I’ve  seen  the 
neighborhood  turn  into  a large  lake  after  three  days  and 
nights  of  steady  rain,  more  than  a few  times.  The  most 
recent  was  the  flood  of  October  2005  — five  feet  of  water 
in  the  cellar.  Efforts  are  underway  to  put  culverts  in  under 
the  bridge,  if  possible.  Been  trying  for  decades. 

These  are  my  stories.  Thanks  for  listening.  Happy 
holidays  and  Happy  New  Year  to  everybody  in  Tyringham. 


Gerry  Curtin 


Tyringham’s  Wild  Welcome 

Lainie  and  Larry  Krasnoff 

Fortunately  for  us,  it  is  not  three  strikes  and  you’re  out 
when  it  comes  to  wild  things  welcoming  you  to  the 
Tyringham  hinterlands.  We  bought  our  home  here  nine 
years  ago  and  have  learned  many  things  about  taking  care 
of  a home  which  is  surrounded  by  beautiful  woodlands. 

One  of  the  first  things  we  learned  is  that  if  you  share 
your  property  with  a family  of  wild  turkeys,  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  sleeping  late  in  the  morning.  Our  brook  of  turkeys 
keeps  growing  every  year  and  this  spring  the  family  flock 
numbered  eleven.  Boy,  they  make  a lot  of  noise  in  the 
morning. 

Our  second  lesson  was  learned  when  we  decided  to 
hang  a suet  feeder  on  our  deck  for  the  birds  in  the  winter. 
Although  we  never  got  to  see  any  birds,  we  did  see  one 
adorable  field  mouse  gorging  himself  one  cold  snowy 
night.  He  seemed  to  grow  in  size  right  before  our  eyes. 

As  cute  as  he  was,  the  last  thing  we  wanted  to  do  was  to 
encourage  the  mouse  population,  so  down  came  the  suet 
feeder.  We’ve  since  learned  that  no  matter  the  style  of 
your  home  or  the  care  with  which  you  protect  it,  at  some 
point  you  will  meet  some  neighbor  in  the  supermarket  or 
hardware  store  stocking  up  on  mouse  traps. 

Then,  finally,  we  have  our  own  bear  story  to  tell  our 
friends  and  grandchildren.  After  the  suet  feeder,  we 
decided  to  hang  a thistle  feeder  in  a tree  further  from  the 
house.  With  the  tiny  openings  in  the  feeder,  we  thought 
we’d  outsmart  other  hungry  pests.  Little  did  we  know  that 
you  do  not  hang  bird  food  in  the  spring  time  when  the 
bears  are  waking  up  from  their  winter’s  hibernation.  What 
a surprise  we  had  when  after  a week’s  absence,  we 
returned  to  our  house  and  not  only  was  the  bird  feeder 
gone,  so  was  the  nice  sturdy  wrought  iron  hanger  we  had 
used  to  attach  it  to  the  tree.  The  only  clue  we  had  to 
explain  the  mystery  was  the  trail  of  claw  marks  up  and 
down  the  tree  bark.  Well,  you  can’t  say  we  haven’t 
learned  our  lessons.  Now  the  only  feeding  takes  place  at 
the  dining  room  table,  and  we  look  for  birds  when  we  are 
out  on  our  hikes. 

We  love  our  home  here  in  the  hinterlands  and  welcome 
every  opportunity  to  come  up  and  take  part  in  the  beautiful 
outdoors.  It  has  been  wonderful  meeting  our  neighbors  at 
the  many  town  functions  and  looking  forward  to  spending 
more  and  more  time  here  as  the  years  go  on.  Just  like  the 
character  Max  in  the  children’s  book  Where  the  Wild 
Things  Are,  each  time  we  return  to  our  home  in 
Tyringham,  we  are  comforted  to  discover  it  more  and 
more  welcoming  and  peaceful. 
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Simon  Herrera  and  the  late,  beloved  Rufus 


Night  Stalker 

Simon  Herrera  and  Rachel  Urquhart 

It  was  a late  afternoon  in  October.  The  sun  was 
beginning  to  set  and  the  light  glowed  through  the  pale 
yellow  grasses  at  the  edge  of  the  field.  Suddenly,  they 
shifted  and  we  noticed  something  creeping  beneath,  as 
though  it  was  trying  to  hide.  We  walked  closer  and  the 
animal  raised  its  head  and  looked  straight  at  us.  It  was  a 
coyote.  With  a full  coat  of  glossy  gold  and  grey  hair,  and  a 
curious  expression  on  his  face,  he  was  difficult  not  to 
admire. 


But  there  was  one  problem:  earlier  that  summer,  we 
had  lost  our  dear  cat  Rufus  and  we  were  almost  sure  that 
it  was  coyotes  who  had  killed  him.  He  had  been  luminous 
and  orange  and  could  make  himself  invisible  in  the  grass. 
But  not  to  coyotes.  They  would  gather  close  to  our  house 
at  night,  yipping  and  howling,  making  the  dogs  bark.  They 
sounded  frightening,  and  we  hated  them  for  stealing  such 
an  amazing  friend. 

As  the  sun  drained  from  the  autumn  day,  we  wondered 
how  we  could  be  so  drawn  to  this  wild  creature  when  we 
knew  what  its  kind — maybe  a cousin  or  a mother  or  a 
brother— had  done.  How  could  Nature  make  an  animal  we 
had  once  thought  of  as  straggly,  cold-blooded  and 
murderous  seem  so  full  of  light  and  grace  and  mystery? 


Wild  Parsnip 

Sarah  Hudson 

Finally,  Pastinaca  Sativa,  wild  parsnip,  is  being 
recognized  and  distinguished  from  its  - at  a first  glance  - 
look  alike.  Golden  Rod.  Both  are  prolific,  ubiquitous  AND 
yellow.  Wild  parsnip,  a biennial,  in  its  second  stage,  is  2-5 
feet  tall,  with  a hollow  grooved  stalk,  which  branches  into 
flat  umbrella-like  clusters  of  delicate  yellow  flowers. 

These  flowers  turn  into  prodigious  amounts  of  brown 
seeds  which  are  spread  by  machinery,  birds,  wind,  clothing 
or  by  falling  to  the  earth.  We  can  attempt  to  control  this 
invader  mainly  by  cutting  them  before  their  seeds  form. 

We  want  to  slow  it,  if  not  stop  it,  from  spreading  because  it 
is  crowding  out  native  grasses  and  other  plants,  all  having 
their  place  in  various  ecological  niches.  However, 
unhappily,  it  is  not  good  for  feeding  farm  animals. 

A dilemma  arises  when  mowing  early,  because  we  may 
be  destroying  the  nests  of  young  field  birds  which  are 
already  subject  to  early  and  frequent  mowings. 

Apart  from  its  effect  on  habitat,  farms  and  the  environ- 
ment, wild  parsnip  poses  very  unpleasant  consequences 
for  humans  trying  to  control  it.  Its  juices  contain  a chemi- 
cal, which  in  combination  with  sunlight,  causes  a burn, 
often  with  watery  blisters.  These  psoralens  produce  what 
dermatologists  call  “phytophotodermatitis”-  i.e.  plant  light 
(sun)  skin  inflammation.  Weedwhacking  and  mowing  can 
chop  up  the  stalk  so  that  bits  of  stalk  splatter  on  the  skin 
producing  a constellation  of  blisters,  which  appear  a day  or 
so  later.  They  do  not  itch,  like  poison  ivy  which  has  a 
different  chemical  irritant.  In  some  cases,  after  the  burns 
subside,  a red  brown  pigmentation  may  persist  for  months. 

In  my  case,  for  years  I have  been  pulling  up  and  dead- 
heading without  a problem,  because  I was  well-covered 
and  washed  carefully  and  soon  afterward.  However,  this 
summer  wild  parsnip  decided  to  give  me  a lesson  for  talk- 
ing about  it  so  badly  for  years,  and  for  being  so  cavalier. 
On  a particularly  hot  day,  I went  out  deadheading,  and 
then  stood  around  talking  about  it  with  a friend.  Two  days 
later  both  arms  were  covered  with  watery  blisters  which  I 
wrapped  in  gauze  and  torn  shirt  sleeves,  or  left  uncovered 
to  dry  in  the  air.  In  a way  I was  glad  to  experience  myself 
what  I had  been  hearing  about  for  years. 
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A Creative  Way  to  Discover  the  Flora  and  Fauna 
of  the  Berkshires 

Betty  Bean 

I have  always  enjoyed  hiking  the  Berkshires  with  my 
various  dogs.  Nothing  cures  everyday  woes  like  a walk 
in  the  woods,  enjoying  the  wildflowers  and  wildlife  with 
your  best  friend.  One  of  the  hikes  that  I most  enjoy  is 
walking  along  the  Housatonic  River  in  Stockbridge  on  the 
“Mary  Flynn  Trail”  set  up  by  the  Laurel  Hill  Association. 
The  Housatonic  River  is  amazing  during  any  season  and 
this  flat  trail  enables  us  to  walk  in  every  season.  The 
trail  begins  by  crossing  over  a beautiful  bridge  spanning 
the  Housatonic. 

So  exactly  what  possessed  me  on  this  particular  day 
to  change  my  hiking  pattern  and  walk  up  to  nearby  Ice 
Glen,  a trail  more  difficult  than  my  usual  flat  one,  I still 
don’t  know.  But  off  we  went  on  that  fateful,  spring  day; 
Sylvi  Poggioli,  my  energetic  poodle,  on  the  expandable 
leash,  and  me  trying  to  keep  up.  We  hiked  in  about  a 
mile  to  the  infamous  huge  boulders  that  start  the  Ice 
Glen.  Ever  conscious  of  my  lack  of  cell  phone  service 
and  rambunctious  puppy,  I decided  to  turn  around. 
Immediately  my  foot  wedged  in  a rock  and  I fell  in 
exactly  the  opposite  direction  (with  Sylvi  still  tugging  at 
the  leash). 

This  wasn’t  the  usual  ankle  turn  and  I recall  hearing  a 
crack.  After  unsticking  my  foot,  my  ankle  began  flopping 
about.  Trying  to  stand  up  and  hang  onto  the  leash  was 
impossible.  Now  I was  in  a real  dilemma!  How  do  I 
proceed  down  the  trail  to  my  car,  which  was  over  a mile 
away?  And  by  the  way,  isn’t  a dog  supposed  to  try  to  be 
helpful?  The  poodle  thought  it  great  fun  to  leap  on  top  of 


me,  while  I rolled  back  and  forth  in  the  mud.  Hopping  on 
one  foot  didn’t  work  too  well  either,  so  I began  crawling. 

That’s  when  I discovered  them!  How  many  times  had  I 
hiked  around  this  area  and  had  never  seen  this  odd  plant 
with  barren  stems,  kind  of  looking  like  itsy-bitsy  bamboo. 
They  were  so  strange  looking  - almost  prehistoric  - because 
everything  else  had  leaves  at  that  time  of  year.  As  I rolled 
and  crawled  a mile  down  the  trail,  I kept  looking  for  them. 
After  about  an  hour  of  this  slow  pace,  two  exuberant 
teenagers  skipped  past  me  and  asked  if  I needed  help, 
slowing  down  long  enough  to  pet  Sylvi.  Just  as  I was  about 
to  tell  them  I desperately  needed  their  help,  they  waved  and 
said,  “Hey,  you’re  almost  back  to  the  parking  lot,  good  luck!” 
Eventually,  we  made  it  to  the  car,  thankfully  an  automatic, 
and  headed  to  the  Emergency  Room,  where  my  friend  Ray 
sadly  relayed  the  information  that  my  ankle  was  indeed 
broken. 

However,  while  on  the  mend,  I was  determined  to  find 
out  more  about  these  funny  little  plants  that  had  distracted 
me  during  my  journey.  Horsetails,  and  I found  out  that  there 
were  actually  two  different  kinds  and  they  were  prehistoric. 
Months  later,  the  November  4,  2007  Berkshire  Eagle  printed 
a story  about  primitive  plants  and  there  they  were  - under 
“Horsetails.”  Called  Equisetum,  most  have  an  underground 
rhizome  and  vertical  stems.  Many  horsetails  have  whorls  of 
small  branches  at  stem  joints  and  resemble  upside-down 
horsetails.  The  cells  of  many  horsetails  contain  silica  and 
were  used  as  pot  scrubbers.  The  common  name  for  the 
horsetail  is  “scouring  rush.” 

There  was  also  another  variation  that  most  Tyringham 
natives  know  as  “Snake  Grass.”  Some  told  me  that  when 
they  were  little,  pulling  apart  the  segments  was  a favorite 
pastime,  and  (don’t  tell  Mary  Ann  Brown)  Alexis  would  break 
Snake  Grass  apart  and  pretend  she  was  smoking 
cigarettes! 

Next  time  you’re  in  the  woods  near  a stream  or 
wetlands,  look  closer  at  one  of  nature’s  oldest  marvels.  And 
for  anyone  interested,  you  do  in  fact  get  slivers  when  you 
crawl  across  a wooden  bridge. 
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Mike  Curtin  (center)  with  officials  from  National  Transportation  Board 
and  Federal  Aviation  Administration  studying  sections  of  plane. 


One  Morning  in  July 

Elizabeth  Elliott 

We  associate  boulders  of  thunder  and  angry  rivets  of 
lightning  with  the  darkness  of  night.  But  this  year,  on 
Monday,  July  9,  2007,  the  Dark  King  of  all  such  storms 
laid  ambush  to  our  hill.  It  had  had  all  night  to  assemble  its 
forces:  now  they  were  massed  and  ready;  now  they 
attacked. 

It  was  eight  o’clock  in  the  morning.  We  had  planned 
our  day  whether  the  storm  blew  itself  away  or  maintained 
its  advance.  But  one  thing  was  sure;  with  my  coffee 
beside  me,  I didn’t  give  a thought  to  whether  or  not  we 
were  safe.  At  one  end  of  the  house,  Clint  was  doing 
exercises  to  a Scarlatti  concerto  with  the  volume  high 
enough  to  fill  the  room  and  at  the  other  end,  I was  working 
peacefully  in  my  study.  Our  morning  was  going  along  as 
usual.  The  clamor  raged  outside  and  then  - 

And  then,  the  heavy  groan  of  a laboring  engine  made 
itself  felt,  suddenly,  and  immediately  overhead.  The 
weight  of  that  sound  was  struggling  just  above  the  ceiling 
of  where  Clint  exercised.  And  was  coming  closer.  I 
sprang  away  from  my  desk  and  went  calling  to  Clint  who 
heard  the  urgency  in  my  voice  and  met  me  in  the  front 
hall. 

“A  plane  is  crashing,  “ I said. 

He  comforted  me.  “No,  no,  it’s  just  lightning.”  And  put 
an  arm  around  me. 

“A  plane  is  crashing.” 

“No  and  then  a rocket  ship  of  thunder  blasted  over 
our  heads  and  at  the  exact  same  moment  the  world 
outside  the  windows  blazed  with  a long  flash  of  mad  green 
light.  Less  than  a second  after  this,  the  plane  crashed  and 
its  crash  was  immediately  followed  by  two  consecutive 
rifle  shots  whose  articulation  are,  to  this  day,  unexplained. 

We  paused,  shaken,  and  then  stepped  out  the  front 
door.  Into  total  silence.  There  was  no  sign  of  storm,  the 
sky  was  mild.  Clint  remembers  there  had  been  fog  in  the 


valley  earlier.  I only  remember  there  was  a light  drizzle  as  I 
gazed  to  the  left,  in  the  direction  the  plane  had  been  going. 

I also  remember  the  wave  of  outrage  that  consumed  me  for 
about  two  seconds  when  I looked  over  the  lawn  to  the  pool 
and  then  to  the  pool  house.  Nothing  our  eyes  fell  upon  had 
been  disturbed  by  the  passage  of  that  groaning  metal. 
Although  a large  piece  of  the  plane’s  tail  fell  into  the  ferns 
just  outside  the  children’s  room,  the  grass  of  the  lawn  sat 
quiet  as  usual,  each  blade  twinkling  at  us  - a sparkling 
moisture  that  might  have  been  dew.  The  water  of  the  pool 
was  obscenely  without  ripple,  no  flower  had  bowed  its  head 
in  awe  and  anguish. 

And  then  a cop  car  pulled  into  the  turnaround. 

I ran  out  to  prevent  it  from  leaving.  “Can  we  do 
something  for  you?” 

A young  face  looked  out  the  open  window.  “There’s 
been  a report  of  an  explosion  up  here.”  For  him,  too,  all 
was  still;  there  appeared  to  be  nothing  to  report. 

But  when  I told  him  all  the  above  and  he  had 
responded  with  a like  report  from  our  neighbor,  Pete 
Risatti,  then  the  unnatural  calm  was  pierced.  Forces  were 
set  in  motion  that  would  people  our  fields  and  woods  for 
three  days  with  local  officers,  state  and  federal  agents,  the 
discovery  of  the  plane  and  its  two  occupants,  the  piecing 
together  of  what  must  have  been  occurring  that  wild  swift 
morning  when  a human  tragedy  played  itself  out. 


VITAL  STATISTICS 

From  the  Office  of  the  Town  Clerk: 

Nov.  1 2006  - Oct.  1 2007 
Marriages  - None 
Births  - None 
Deaths  - 

Gregg  Hartley  54  yrs.  July  9,  2007 
Timothy  Ladd  59  yrs.  July  9,  2007 
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Trooper  and  his  sisters 


Country  Living  for  City  Nuns 

Sisters  of  the  Visitation 

Twelve  years  ago,  on  December  19,  1995,  nineteen 
Visitation  Sisters  from  Wilmington,  Delaware  moved  into 
their  new  monastery  on  14  Beach  Road  in  Tyringham, 
Massachusetts.  To  be  exact,  nineteen  Visitation  Sisters 
from  the  city  of  Wilmington,  Delaware  moved  to  the 
outskirts  of  the  hinterland  town  of  Tyringham  to  begin  their 
first-ever  experience  of  living  in  the  Berkshires,  translated: 
“they  moved  to  the  country.” 

It  did  not  take  long  for  the  Sisters  to  realize  that  they 
might  have  unwittingly  displaced  the  former  “residents”  of 
the  property,  now  designated  as  14  Beach  Road.  From 
the  large  picture  windows  of  their  new  monastery  they 
began  to  get  glimpses  of  them  now  and  then.  There  were 
deer  nibbling  the  grass  that  appeared  through  the  thin 
layer  of  snow  that  had  begun  to  cover  the  ground.  There 
were  snow  birds,  from  time  to  time  two  cardinals  (non- 
clerical) visited  and  even  a raucous  blue  jay.  It  became 
necessary  to  provide  seed  for  the  birds  as  the  snow 
became  deeper,  and  deeper,  and  deeper  (and  strangely 
enough,  this  snow  didn’t  melt  in  the  afternoon  sunshine!). 

Finally  in  late  spring  the  snows  began  to  melt.  The 
Sisters  saw  the  first  robin,  followed  in  short  order  by  the 
chickadees.  As  the  weather  grew  warmer  there  was  the 
wonder  of  seeing  the  bluebirds,  swallows,  and  the  yellow 
finches  darting  back  and  forth  through  the  trees.  Then  one 
day  the  buck  and  his  doe  came  calling  (later  they  would 
present  their  fawn). 

After  the  “mud  season”  was  over  in  early  summer,  the 
meadow,  as  the  Sisters  named  it,  was  inviting  the 
community  to  explore  its  mysteries.  Wonder  of  wonders, 
the  Sisters  discovered  a pond.  Industrious  beavers  had 
dammed  up  a portion  of  Hop  Brook  and  transformed  it  into 
a mini-lake.  It  was  promptly  named,  “Beaver  Pond”. 

A momentous  occasion  was  the  time  that  a Mother 
Bear  presented  her  cubs  to  the  community.  However,  the 
Sisters  viewed  them  from  the  safety  of  their  porch  and,  at 


times,  from  the  windows  over-looking  the  parking  lot  for 
Mother  Bear  and  her  cubs  liked  to  use  the  parking  lot  as  a 
short-cut  to  get  to  their  den  in  the  woods. 

Summer  brought  black  and  white  “kitten  look-alikes”, 
known  as  skunks  (although  Walt  Disney  had  Bambi  name 
one  of  them  “Flower”).  It  was  not  unusual  to  see  a 
porcupine  sunning  itself  in  the  meadow  on  a summer’s 
day. 

In  2003  we  adopted  a built-in  bear  alarm  when  Trooper, 
a Labrador  retriever  came  to  live  with  us.  He  soon 
became  possessive  of  “his  property”  and  especially 
objected  to  the  presence  of  the  bear.  He  developed  a 
warning  bark  that  alerted  everyone  to  its  or  their  presence. 
Trooper,  intelligent  dog  that  he  is,  never  challenged  them; 
he  just  semi-howled  his  warning.  We  would  bring  him  in 
and  let  him  continue  his  caterwauling  from  the  safety  of 
inside  the  monastery.  Bears  are  not  the  only  victims  of  his 
wild  warning:  anyone  or  anything  that  he  deems  is 
trespassing  gets  the  same  treatment. 

Now  that  he  is  more  mature.  Trooper  has  developed  a 
ruse  with  which  to  fool  the  Sisters  when  he  has  been  left 
outside  too  long  during  community  meals.  At  a precise 
moment,  about  half  way  through  the  meal,  he  sets  up  his 
“bear  bark”.  After  a number  of  false  alarms,  the  Sisters 
now  know  that  this  is  his  ruse  to  get  in  so  that  he  can  at 
least  get  a whiff  of  the  nuns’  supper,  always  hopeful  that 
he  can  get  a sample  of  something  delicious  to  go  along 
with  his  boring  Kibbles. 

We  cannot  omit  the  howling  of  the  coyotes  on  the 
nights  that  the  moon  is  bright  when  they’ve  taken  it  into 
their  head  to  serenade  it.  However,  by  that  time  Trooper 
is  safe  and  “snug  on  his  bed”  on  the  ground  floor  and  we 
are  spared  his  piercing  alarm  as  we  end  the  day  with  only 
the  “Wild  Things”  singing  us  a lullaby. 


Trooper  being  blessed  on  St.  Francis  ’ Day 
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The  Gift  of  the  Deer 

Donna  Drake 

When  I was  a child  in  our  small  town, 

My  Dad  and  Granddad  were  deer  hunters  renown. 

We  had  one  room  that  was  set  aside, 

For  all  these  critters  to  reside. 

Each  one  had  a story,  each  one  a past. 

As  a child  I thought  - why  weren’t  they  fast? 

There  they  all  hung  so  pretty  and  proud. 

Surrounded  completely  by  their  wooden  shroud. 

They  all  looked  so  regal  - with  beautiful  racks, 

A full  broad  chest  and  long  straight  backs. 

I always  thought  they  had  sadness  in  their  eyes, 

‘Cause  they  were  meant  to  be  grazing  under  clear  blue  skies. 
But  Dad  and  Granddad  loved  the  thrill  of  it  all. 

Put  meat  on  our  table  all  the  way  to  next  fall. 

As  proud  as  I am  of  Dad’s  legacy  left  behind. 

I’m  afraid  I came  from  a very  different  kind. 

I loved  the  deer  meat  then  - but  now  not  so  true. 

Why  I’m  this  way  I haven’t  a clue. 

I’ve  never  seen  again  deer  like  we  had. 

Another  endangered  species  - how  very  sad. 

I apologize  now  to  those  who  came  before  me. 

Born  a hunter’s  daughter,  I never  could  see. 

Why  such  beautiful  creatures  couldn’t  remain. 

In  the  woods  wild  and  free  in  their  own  doman. 

Alas  ! I reread  what  I’ve  written  above. 

And  remember  a day  when  push  came  to  shove. 

Dad  was  blind  and  couldn’t  go  hunting  himself. 

So  I took  him,  and  two  deer  came  over  a shelf. 

I thought  “I  can’t  do  this”,  he  said  “Hold  the  gun  steady”. 

Take  aim  - clean  shot  - “Oh  Lord,  I’m  not  ready”. 

I never  had  to  shoot,  they  turned  and  went  higher. 

But  the  memories  made  that  day  set  my  heart  afire. 

For  that  was  Dad’s  last  hunt  and  I was  proud  to  be, 

A part  of  that  day  — just  Dad  and  me 


Wild  Things:  Ken  Jones,  Neil  Curtin,  Jim  Guachione, 
Tom  Curtin 


Coffee  Hour  on  George  Canon  Road 

Will  and  Mary  Pappenheimer 


The  first  spring  at  Roz’s  (Roz  Gilder’s)  Barn,  we  were 
greeted  one  morning  by  a family  of  bears.  The  mother 
came  up  on  our  deck,  checking  our  grill,  and  each  of  her 
cubs  followed. 


I 
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Larry  Frank  Cernik 
(1930  - 2007) 


Larry  Cernik’s  life  was  a life  lived  long  and  well.  He  was 
the  first  and  only  son  of  Larry  and  Marie  Cernik  of  the  Bronx 
in  New  York  City.  As  a six-year  old  child,  he  faced  the 
greatest  of  life’s  challenges.  Larry  was  stricken  with 
osteomyelitis,  an  infection  of  the  bone  that  for  many  years 
kept  him  hospitalized  and  under  the  scalpel  in  dozens  of 
operations.  This  disease  took  from  him  the  proper  use  of 
his  left  leg.  What  it  didn’t  take  was  his  will  to  persevere,  the 
will  to  go  on  with  life... and  he  did. 

Unable  to  serve  in  World  War  II  and  the  Korean  War, 
Larry  still  marked  himself  as  a member  of  what  we  now 
call  “The  Greatest  Generation”.  He  moved  into  his 
grandparents’  home  in  Oak  Hill,  New  York  and  became  a 
Cadet  Farmer  on  an  upstate  New  York  poultry  and  dairy 
farm  for  two  years. 

Larry  finished  high  school,  attended  the  Delhi 
Agriculture  and  Technical  College  for  two  years,  and  then 
married  the  love  of  his  life,  Betty  Jean  Lounsbury,  in 
October  1950.  He  worked  for  a year  in  a milk  plant  and 
then  moved  to  Lee,  to  work  for  R.E.  Allen  refrigeration. 

In  1953,  he  fell  in  love  with  this  valley  and  purchased  a 
home  here  in  Tyringham  - and  this  is  where  he  lived  to 
the  end  of  his  days. 

It  was  in  this  home,  in  this  valley,  that  Larry  and  Betty 
raised  their  family  ...  Richard,  Larry  Donald,  Dawn,  Jeffery 
and  Randy.  Larry  soon  bought  Allen’s  refrigeration 
business,  and,  39  years  later,  Berkshire  Appliance  still 
operates  in  Lee,  under  the  ownership  of  Larry’s  oldest  son, 
Richard. 

After  his  retirement  from  the  refrigeration  business, 
Larry  served  the  public  as  a 911  radio  dispatcher  for  the 
Town  of  Lee.  After  ten  years,  he  hung  up  the  phone  and 


retired  again.  However,  he  still  kept  busy  as  a Tyringham 
Assessor,  and  Election  Board  worker,  and  a volunteer 
driver  for  elder  services.  He  was  also  the  town’s  Park 
Commissioner  and  a Conservation  Commissioner  for  many 
years. 


Michael  Fredette 


....Larry  also  loved  to  hunt  and  fish  and  he  loved 
bullets,  shotgun  shells,  pistols,  rifles,  cannons,  and 
fireworks.  In  fact,  he  loved  anything  that  exploded.  For 
decades,  he  bought,  made  and  shot  off  fireworks  of  all 
types. ...usually  when  Tyringham  was  celebrating  the 

of  July. 

He  also  liked  to  travel  and  his  preferred  method  was 
the  cruise  ship... from  Hawaii,  to  Tahiti,  to  Alaska,  to  the 
Mayan  ruins  of  Mexico,  Larry  saw  much  in  his  lifetime. 

Larry  did  indeed  have  solid  roots  in  this  valley  and  he 
truly  enjoyed  his  life  in  Tyringham.  He  found  happiness  in 
the  littlest  of  things  - chatting  with  his  friends  in  the  Fire 
Company,  the  Lee  Kiwanis  Club  (he  was  a member  of 
both  for  more  than  35  years),  or  at  the  Town  Hall  coffee 
hours,  lending  a helping  hand  with  the  steak  roasts,  selling 
tickets  for  dances,  collecting  money  at  the  church  suppers, 
lighting  up  the  sky  every  4'^  of  July,  dropping  a baited 
hook  in  a local  pond,  or  adding  another  gun  to  his 
collection. 

His  life  could  have  been  so  short,  but  I thank  God  it 
wasn’t.  Don’t  we  all?  Because  Larry  cherished  God’s 
precious  gift  of  life,  he  fought  through  his  infirmities  and 
lived  a long  rewarding  life. 

Larry  Donald  and  Randy  Jay  Cernik 
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David  Hale 
(1954-2007) 


David  was  born  at  Fairview  Hospital  in  Great 
Barrington  on  December  5*^  1954.  He  attended 
the  wonderful  one-room  school  house  in 
Tyringham  and  was  taught  by  Emily  Welch.  He 
continued  on  to  Lee  High  and  graduated  as 
Salutatorian.  While  in  high  school  he  played  the 
tuba  in  the  marching  band  and  after  school  worked 
for  First  National  Stores.  He  continued  on  to  the 
University  of  Massachusetts,  where  he  put  himself 
through  by  driving  a bus  for  the  Transit  Authority. 
He  found  great  joy  in  Tyringham  events.  He  loved 
snowmobiling  and  was  in  the  Cub  Scouts,  the  4-H 
Horse  Club,  and  he  enjoyed  haying  on  the  Hale 
farm.  While  in  high  school,  he  enjoyed  team 
bowling. 

After  a trip  to  California  with  his  grandparents, 
he  decided  the  West  Coast  was  where  he  wanted 
to  be.  At  the  time  of  his  passing,  he  was  Controller 
for  Kozy  Pet,  a business  he  started  with  two 
friends.  It  was  a distributorship  that  sold  high-end 
pet  products  through  a catalog  and  also  through 
dog  and  cat  shows.  They  attended  the 
Westminster  Dog  Show  last  year  in  New  York. 
David  made  trips  to  China  to  purchase  from  trade 
shows  and  he  enjoyed  side  trips  to  the  Great  Wall 
and  tours  on  China’s  rivers. 

Jean  Hale 


\ 
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George  Philip  Kramer 
(1927  - 2007) 


George  Philip  Kramer,  long-time  Tyringham  summer 
resident,  died  at  home  on  April  27,  2007,  in  New  York. 

He  was  eighty  years  old. 

His  memorial  service  was  held  at  the  Union  Church  in 
Tyringham  on  May  4th.  It  was  a beautiful  spring 
afternoon,  with  sunlight  shining  through  the  forsythia 
gathered  by  friends  and  placed  in  the  windows  of  the 
church. 

George  was  born  in  Holyoke;  his  lifelong  love  of 
exploration  was  nurtured  in  the  hills  (and  caves!)  of 
western  Massachusetts.  His  bond  to  the  valley  was 
established  in  1973,  when  he  married  Betty  Truax  in  the 
Union  Church  on  a splendid  October  afternoon.  Although 
he  was  the  newcomer,  it  was  George  who  rallied  his 
children  to  visit  many  of  the  local  attractions,  from  Mount 
Greylock  to  the  hidden  (to  us)  wonders  of  Bash  Bish  and 
Umpachinee  Falls. 

George  had  a strong  sense  of  place  and  of  history:  he 
loved  the  valley,  and  was  deeply  appreciative  of 
Fernside’s  Shaker  heritage.  He  served  on  the  board  of 
Hancock  Shaker  Village  and  was  very  proud  of  the  house 
that  he  built  with  Betty  ten  years  ago,  in  the  architectural 
spirit  of  the  Shakers. 


The  traditions  and  rhythms  of  life  in  Tyringham  were 
important  to  George:  the  Memorial  Day  services  at  the 
church  with  Aubrey  Choquette  singing  and  Anne  Palmer’s 
beautiful  piano  music;  the  steak  roast  and  the  Town  picnic 
at  Shaker  pond;  the  walks  along  the  pipeline  beyond 
Ashintully  in  the  fall,  in  search  for  the  fringed  gentian. 

George  had  traveled  all  over  the  world,  from  Mongolia  to 
the  South  Pole.  But  one  of  the  activities  he  enjoyed  most 
was  driving  down  to  the  Tyringham  Post  Office  on  Saturday 
morning — to  collect  the  week’s  mail,  read  the  bulletin  board, 
pick  up  the  Penny  Saver,  and  say  hello  to  any  friends  and 
neighbors  he  might  meet  there.  And  on  national  holidays  he 
liked  best  to  be  at  Fernside,  where  he  would  hang  his 
American  flag,  alongside  his  Massachusetts  state  flag,  at 
the  corner  of  the  garage  on  Jerusalem  Road. 


Alice  Truax, 
Hawley  Truax 
and  Charles  Truax 
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Welford  “Merritt”  McBrian 
(1908  - 2007) 


My  father,  Merritt  McBrian,  died  on  December  20'^ 
2006  at  the  age  of  98.  He  lived  his  last  years  in 
Florida,  but  was  a long-time  resident  of  Tyringham, 
having  retired  here,  and  he  served  on  Tyringham’s 
Board  of  Selectmen  for  three  terms. 

He  was  employed  in  the  oil  industry  before  World 
War  II,  and  adapted  the  degree-day  system  to  the  sale 
of  heating  oil.  He  was  also  employed  by  Grumman 
Aircraft  where  he  worked  as  an  industrial  engineer.  In 
addition,  he  was  a licensed  real  estate  broker  and  land 
developer. 

He  was  busy  during  his  retirement  as  member  of  the 
Board  and  past  Chairman  of  the  Massachusetts  Society 
for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Children,  and  he  served 
on  the  board  of  directors  of  Berkshire  Mental  Health,  as 
well  as  on  the  boards  of  Lee  Visiting  Nurse  Association 
and  the  Lee  National  Bank  of  the  Berkshires. 

He  created  a mold  for  a fiberglass  Merlin  sailboat  and 
produced  seven  14.5  foot  boats  from  the  mold. 

He  was  a man  who  found  a true  home  in  Tyringham. 

I am  sure  that  he  will  always  miss  it. 


Jay  McBrian 
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Brooke  Astor 
(1902-2007) 


Brooke  Astor  was  born  in  New  Hampshire  in  1902, 
and  died  in  Briarcliff  Manor,  New  York  in  August  2007,  at 
the  age  of  1 05.  More  than  ten  summers  of  her  long  life 
were  spent  on  Webster  Road  in  Tyringham,  with  her 
beloved  second  husband  Charles  H.  (“Buddie”)  Marshall. 
This  was  a marriage  which  she  described  as  “a  great 
love  match”,  and  she  often  said  that  her  years  in 
Tyringham  were  the  happiest  of  her  life. 

Those  of  us  who  are  old  enough  (like  Alice  Hale,  who 
peddled  milk  to  the  Marshalls)  will  long  remember  her 
kindness,  her  infectious  enthusiasm  and  her  loud, 
ebullient  laugh. 

In  his  review  of  her  autobiography.  Footprints,  Walter 
Howard  wrote  that  the  Marshalls, 

“...  called  their  home  in  Tyringham  ‘Miln  House’,  and 
they  transformed  it  into  the  kind  of  perfect  whole  which 
mixes  taste,  comfort,  beauty  and  a sort  of  perpetual 
hospitality.  My  mother,  for  reasons  of  her  own,  resented 
christening  property  with  a name.  I suspect  jealousy: 
the  Marshalls  had  mountain  laurel  and  afternoon  sun  in 
abundance  on  their  side  of  the  valley.  We,  on  ours,  got 
shortchanged  on  both,  even  though  we  had  (no,  used  to 
have)  genuine  Shakers. 

“Brooke  Astor  has  always  risen  to  challenges.  In 
Footprints,  she  compresses  into  400  pages  a life  with 
three  husbands,  motherhood,  a busy  career  as  a 
journalist,  travel  and  friends,  friends,  friends.  She  is  a 
candid  woman,  and  this  book  reflects  it....” 

She  regretted  her  unhappy  first  marriage  and 
resisted  the  idea  of  marrying  again.  “Buddie  Marshall 
overcame  her  resistance,  and  one  fine  April  evening  (in 
1 932)  they  were  married  in  her  New  York  apartment  with 
only  a few  friends  in  attendance  - plus,  of  course,  the 
cook,  the  waitress,  the  housemaid  and  the  French 
governess. 


“This  was  happiness.  For  years,  the  famous  Gastello 
Brown  in  Portofino,  Italy,  became  a seasonal  escape  from 
the  hustle  of  New  York.  World  War  II  ended  that,  and 
Tyringham  replaced  it,  with  its  lawns,  pines,  view,  and, 
ultimately,  30  pigs.  I suspect  the  pigs  were  the  only 
bipeds  or  quadrupeds  ever  to  get  the  best  of  Brooke 
Marshall.  She  doesn’t  tell  us  who  finally  blew  the 
whistle....,  but  I seem  to  recall  a party  line  conversation 
with  my  mother  which  involved  a good  deal  of  grumbling 
about  the  goddamned  pigs.” 

Of  Tyringham  and  her  newly  acquired  house,  Brooke 
Marshall  wrote,  in  Footprints,  “We  drove  out  almost  every 
weekend  to  measure  the  rooms  for  our  furniture  and  to 
gaze  endlessly  at  our  view  and  our  driveway  of  huge  white 
pines.  It  was  all  ours  - the  trees,  the  house,  the  view  - 
the  first  bit  of  land  we  had  ever  owned  together.  An 
apartment  is  all  very  well,  but  to  own  land  is  something 
different  entirely.  It  is  home  in  the  way  a slice  of  building 
in  which  many  other  people  are  living  can  never  be. 

Buddie  and  I both  found  a sense  of  security  and  peace  in, 
at  long  last,  making  a real  home.” 

Buddie  Marshall  died  suddenly  in  Tyringham  in  1952. 
Nearly  a year  later,  she  married  Vincent  Astor.  The  rest  is 
history.  She  took  charge  of  the  Astor  Foundation  and  of 
all  the  many  philanthropies  to  which  he  left  his  fortune, 
most  notably  the  New  York  Public  Library,  her  favorite. 

She  was  awarded  the  Presidential  Medal  of  Freedom  in 
1998. 

Her  view  of  money  and  philanthropy  was  simple.  She 
liked  to  quote  Thornton  Wilder’s  play.  The  Matchmaker. 

“Money  is  like  manure;  it’s  not  worth  a thing  unless  it’s 
spread  around.” 

Maggie  Howard 
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Tyringham 's  new  rescue  vehicle 


Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company 

This  year,  the  Fire  Company  had  an  average  amount 
of  calls  as  in  other  years. 

Again,  our  activities  were  a great  success.  Thanks  to 
everyone  who  helped  us,  especially  the  women  whom  we 
couldn’t  do  without.  Also,  those  of  you  who  support  us  by 
coming  to  our  events,  and  by  giving  us  donations,  thank 
you  very  much. 

The  worst  call  we  had  was  the  plane  accident,  which  I 
wrote  to  you  about  separately. 

James  J.  Curtin,  Fire  Chief 


Chris  Curtin 
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Sarah  Hudson  and  Ruth  Swart 


The  Valley  Club 

Our  Club  had  an  enjoyable  year.  We  had  two  covered 
dish  suppers  hosted  by  Barbara  Adams  and  Ruth  Fleath. 

As  always,  our  great  cooks  turned  out  a fine  array  of  food. 
Also,  we  managed  an  evening  at  the  Berkshire  Flillbillies  in 
Otis,  and  we  recommend  it. 

Chris  Curtin  hosted  our  Christmas  party  again.  She  is 
a gracious  hostess  who  decorates  a beautiful  living  room. 

We  also  enjoy  work,  as  you  can  see  by  the  flowers  in 
the  town  center.  The  circle  really  blossomed  well,  as  did 
the  flowers  in  front  of  the  Town  Hall.  A big  thanks  to  all 
who  lent  a hand  with  the  watering  and  deadheading.  We 
hope  you  all  enjoyed  them. 

This  coming  summer  will  be  our  flea  market.  Start 
setting  aside  your  odds  and  ends  to  sell.  The  proceeds 
are  used  to  beautify  the  town  and  send  cheery  messages 
to  all  those  people  who  are  suffering  from  illness  or  other 
misfortune. 

Ruth  Heath,  President 

Barbara  Adams,  Secretary 

Betty  Cernik,  Treasurer 

Marion  Leach,  Goodwill  Ambassador 


Marilyn  Curtin  and  Marion  Leach 


Kate  Van  Onnan,  Union  Church  Moderator 


Nick  Errichetto  at  the  Firefighters  ’ Memorial, 
Ground  Zero  (designed  by  the  Rambusch  Co.) 


Viggo  Rambusch  and  Pastor  Rick  Chrisman  at 
the  Firefighters  ’ Memorial,  Ground  Zero 


Rev.  Richard  Chrisman,  off  duty 


Union  Church  in  Tyringham 

Only  a year  ago,  I wrote  my  first  column  for  the 
Tyringham  Topics,  and  today  I render  what  is  to  be  my  last 
one.  Because,  regrettably,  I have  resigned  my  position  as 
Minister  of  the  Union  Church  as  of  November  4.  This 
decision  was  gradual,  approaching  invisibly  as  my  teaching 
and  administrative  duties  at  Berkshire  Community  College 
increased  over  the  last  semester  to  such  an  extent  that  I 
found  myself  saying,  “I  need  a sabbath!” 

For  me,  the  decision  entails  a great  sense  of  loss, 
inasmuch  as  I have  become  acquainted  with  some 
wonderful  Tyringham  souls  and  enjoyed  the  unique  culture 
of  this  hidden  valley  in  the  Berkshires  during  these  eighteen 
months.  One  of  the  highlights  of  last  year,  for  me,  was  the 
trip  to  New  York  City  to  see  the  Firefighters’  9/11  Memorial 
at  Ground  Zero  and  the  Tiffany  exhibit  at  the  Met.  And  I 
valued  very  much  being  part  of  the  Memorial  Day 
ceremonies  in  Tyringham  on  two  occasions.  I take  heart 
knowing  I will  continue  to  bump  into  you  at  the  Price 
Chopper  and  on  our  family  walks  with  “Mindy”  on  the 
Cobble.  And,  of  course,  I will  see  some  of  you  at  my 
favorite  stop,  the  great  Tyringham  Library. 

The  great  highlight  of  the  year,  every  year,  is  the 
Christmas  Eve  service,  with  candlelight,  carols,  and  choir. 
And  so  it  will  be  again  in  2007.  What  a splendid,  magical 
moment  it  is,  to  sit  in  that  sweet  sanctuary  with  windows  big 
enough  to  glimpse  the  stars  overhead,  and  thus  to  sit  in  the 
bosom  of  eternity  for  just  one  precious  hour.  Come  and 
participate  in  this  great  tradition  which  will  again  be  led  by 
Janet  McKinstry,  who  returns  in  her  former  role  here  as  the 
Minister  of  Union  Church  in  conjunction  with  serving  the 
Canaan  (N.Y.)  Congregational  Church  (U.C.C.).  To 
accommodate  her  schedule,  worship  services  will  be  held  in 
Tyringham  henceforth  at  5:00  p.m.  on  Sundays. 

So  I wish  you  all  every  blessing,  and  Godspeed,  till  we 
meet  again. 
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The  Rev.  Richard  Chrisman 


Tyringham 


Kunnefs 


Due  to  a few  vet7  brown  winters,  our  Club’s 
membership  has  suffered  a lot.  There  is  a small  group  of 
faithfuls  who  can  hopefully  keep  things  going  until  we  get 
some  snow. 

As  always,  a big  thanks  to  the  landowners  who  let  us 
ride.  Without  you,  there  would  be  no  Club. 

For  Club  information,  contact  me  at  623-2094. 

Noah  Choquette,  President 

PS.  THINK  SNOW  !!! 


Dot  Choquette,  Marion  Leach,  Sandy  Hayne 


Council  on  Aging 

The  Council  on  Aging  continues  to  be  an  active 
organization  with  several  seniors  participating  in  our 
programs.  Our  main  goals  are  to  keep  elderly  citizens 
healthy,  involved  in  social  and  town  affairs  and  able  to 
remain  in  their  own  homes.  To  meet  these  goals  we 
have  our  twice  weekly  coffee  hours  to  meet  with  friends, 
monthly  pot  luck  lunches  with  entertainment  and 
interesting  speakers  and  weekly  osteoporosis  prevention 
exercise  classes.  We  can  also  arrange  for  drivers  for 
transportation  to  medical  appointments  or  other 
necessary  trips. 

This  year  the  Police  Department  sponsored  a dinner 
for  all  Tyringham  seniors  at  the  Greenock  Country  Club 
which  was  very  well  attended.  Our  recent  connection 
with  the  TRIAD  program  will  enhance  safety  and  scam 
awareness  in  the  older  population 

Every  resident  over  the  age  of  60  receives  a 
newsletter  and  a calendar  of  events  monthly,  and  are 
welcome  to  join  us  at  any  time.  This  is  all  made  possible 
by  a state  grant  each  year  from  the  Executive  Office  of 
Elder  Affairs. 


Coffee  Hour 


The  COA 


Barbara  Adams  Al  Hollworth 


Dave  Gamer  explaining  the  new  rescue  vehicle  to  the  COA 


Barbara  Adams  and  Marion  Leach 
Co-chairpersons 
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Robert  Alsop  and  David  Lamb 


Cobble  Brush  Clearing 

The  weather  was  kinder  this  year;  in  fact  October  6'^ 
was  very  balmy,  and  some  25  Tyringham  volunteers 
turned  out,  with  loppers  and  clippers  and  saws.  We 
concentrated  on  the  area  along  Jerusalem  Road,  around 
the  Red  Barn,  and  along  the  fence  line  to  the  back  of  the 
field.  It  was  so  hot,  that  we  had  some  difficulty  finding 
shade  and  shelter  from  the  sun  at  lunch  time. 

Heartfelt  thanks  to  all  those  who  came  to  clear  - and  to 
all  those  who  brought  food.  There  is  much  work  to  do  on 
our  hill,  so  we  hope  you  will  all  make  this  an  annual 
autumn  event. 

David  Lamb,  Chair 
Tyringham  Properties  Committee 


Larry  Bravo  and  Marge  Currie 


Alan  Glickman 


Affordable  Housing  in  Tyringham 

Carey  McIntosh 

Of  course  we  want  some  kind  of  affordable  housing  in 
Tyringham,  both  for  elders  and  as  “starter  houses”  for 
younger  families.  But  WHERE?? 

The  Tyringham  Housing  Commission  and  the 
Tyringham  Affordable  Housing  Association  have  been 
looking.  There  isn’t  much  land  for  sale,  and  it  is  very 
expensive.  But  unless  a house  lot  were  donated,  we  shall 
simply  have  to  shell  out  a lot  of  money  for  a place  to  put  a 
small  house  on. 

The  plan  is  for  something  modest:  1000  to  1200 
square  feet,  two  bedrooms,  one  and  a half  baths.  It  has  to 
fit  in  with  Tyringham  housing  styles. 

The  cost  of  a new  home  is  a key  factor  here.  “Stick- 
built”  will  cost  more.  So  we  are  looking  at  modular 
housing. 

Can  it  be  green?  Why  not?  This  is  the  right  time  to  go 
green.  Energy-efficient  homes  and  office  buildings  are 
being  planned  and  built  all  over  the  country  these  days. 
We  shall  approach  foundations  and  banks  for  the  extra 
money  this  will  require. 

There  is  a LOT  of  work  to  be  done  before  ground- 
breaking, and  anyone  who  would  like  to  help  is  very 
welcome.  Call  Judy  Morehouse  (243-2891)  or  Gail 
Charpentier  (243-1552). 


Tyringham  Topics,  Winter,  2007 
Editor:  Roberta  Myers, 

Production  Staff 

Toodie  Alsop,  Lynn  Bertelli,  Nini  Gilder, 

Maggie  Howard,  Sarah  Hudson 

This  project  is  supported  in  part  by  a grant  from  the  Tyringham 
Cultural  Council,  a local  agency,  which  is  supported  by  the 
Massachusetts  Cultural  Council,  a state  agency. 
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Librarian  Mary  Gamer  and  Evelyn  Gonzalez 


Tyringham  Free  Public  Library 

This  past  summer,  the  Tyringham  Library  came  into  the 
21®'  century  with  the  installation  of  high-speed  internet 
service  via  satellite,  and  the  ability  to  offer  free  wireless 
internet  service.  As  a result  of  a Western  Mass.  Library 
Service  priority  initiative,  lack  of  broadband  connectivity 
was  identified  and  through  state  and  federal  funding  from 
the  Mass.  Board  of  Library  Commissioners,  high  speed 
and  wireless  internet  service  has  been  installed  in  many 
small  towns  in  the  area.  We  were  able  to  purchase  a new 
Dell  computer  and  HP  printer  with  funds  from  our  town 
appropriation.  Thanks  to  a grant  from  the  Hop  Brook 
Club,  we  were  also  able  to  purchase  chairs  for  the 
computer  stations  and  the  circulation  desk. 

We  would  also  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  the 
many  people  who  have  made  donations  to  the  library.  We 
have  an  excellent  selection  of  new  books,  videos  and 
DVDs  for  loan  to  our  patrons,  in  addition  to  many  old 
favorites.  The  library’s  holdings  number  of  8,000  books, 
videos,  DVDs  and  audio  books,  as  well  as  several 
magazines  for  your  enjoyment.  In  addition  to  passes  to 
the  Norman  Rockwell  Museum  and  the  Clark  Museum,  we 
now  offer  a pass  to  the  Mount. 


Charles  Slater,  Jr.  at  the  Library 


Mary  Gamer,  off  duty 


Mary  Garner 


More  Wild  Trivia 


Alan  Gamer 


Watch  out  for  Giant  Hogweed,  wicked  first  cousin  to  the  Wild 
Parsnip.  Its  sap  can  cause  severe  skin  inflammation  when  the 
skin  is  exposed  to  sunlight.  Blisters  form  as  in  bums,  and  then 
form  black  or  purplish  scars.  Hospitalization  may  become 
necessary'.  Presence  of  small  amounts  of  sap  in  the  eyes  can 
cause  temporary  or  permanent  blindness.  There  were  16,000 
victims  of  Hogweed  in  Germany  in  2003. 

The  Pine  Shoot  Beetle  has  spread  into  Berkshire  County.  It 
attacks  hard  pines  such  as  red  and  Scots  pine.  Damage  results 
in  shoot  and  branch  mortality  which  can  affect  the  growth  of 
the  tree. 
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Assessor  Tim  Taylor,  Mimi  Crandall  and  Molly  Ciirtin-Schaefer 


Peter  Curtin 


Selectmen 

We  have  had  another  busy  year  with  many  projects 
going  on.  As  the  voters  spoke  at  Town  Meetings  and 
elections  that  they  didn’t  want  a new  highway  truck,  we 
have  been  repairing  our  old  ones  getting  ready  for  winter. 

I heard  of  a new  highway  program  for  building  rural 
highways  and  met  with  their  man  in  charge  for  our  area.  I 
brought  the  information  back  to  the  Board  and  we  decided 
to  let  Mass.  Highway  redesign  some  of  our  plans  for  the 
road  from  Slaters  to  Barnes  Road.  We  got  under  the 
radar  with  the  Mass.  Highway  Commissioner  Luisa 
Paiewonsky,  for  this  new  concept.  We  invited  her  to  come 
to  Tyringham  and  view  our  project.  We  had  a very  good 
meeting  and  luncheon  at  Santarella  and  the  result  was 
that  we  worked  our  way  through  the  Regional  Planning 
Commission  to  be  awarded  about  four  million  dollars. 
Hopefully  this  will  be  bid  out  before  Thanksgiving.  We 
started  this  in  1996.  We  have  appointed  two  committees 
to  look  into  a new  highway  garage.  We  have  been  permit- 


ted to  build  one  at  the  Transfer  Station.  One  committee  is 
doing  the  nuts  and  bolts  for  building.  The  other  will  be  for 
aesthetics,  environmental  issues,  etc. 

We  have  a new  member  on  the  Board  - Al  Wilcox  re- 
placing Gilly  Palmer  who  passed  away  last  August. 

Our  Highway  Department  continues  to  work  hard  for 
our  town  and  has  been  replacing  many  drainage  pipes  on 
various  roads,  as  the  old  pipes  rust  out.  The  new  pipes 
are  made  of  plastic. 

We  met  with  our  friends  the  Monterey  Selectmen  and 
went  over  the  Brace  Road.  We  have  our  side  done  and 
we’re  asking  them  to  repair  their  side.  We  feel  this  is  an 
important  link  for  our  two  towns  in  case  of  emergencies, 
forest  fires,  etc.  We  feel  good  that  they  will  do  their  best 
to  take  care  of  their  side. 

We  just  finished  putting  a new  black  top  surface  on 
Goose  Pond  roads.  We  covered  about  a mile  of  road  at  a 
cost  of  $158,000. 

We  just  had  our  time  with  the  roadside  mower  we  are 
involved  with,  and  Noah  (Choquette)  did  an  excellent  job 
on  all  our  roadsides.  This  makes  our  roadsides  much 
safer  for  travel,  especially  with  regard  to  wildlife  crossings, 
corners,  etc.  With  winter  coming  on  I would  like  to  remind 
everyone  not  to  put  any  snow  in  the  road  with  snow  plows, 
snow  blowers,  etc.  This  is  a safety  issue  and  also  a 
prohibiting  Town  By-Law. 

Our  offices  remain  very  busy  with  Molly  (Curtin- 
Schaefer)  at  the  helm. 

The  Transfer  Station  is  well  run  with  Terry  (Curtin)  in 
full  control. 

Les  (Beebe)  has  everything  under  control  with  the 
Highway  Department. 

Pat  (Holian)  is  keeping  an  eye  on  the  road  with  the 
Police  Department. 

I took  the  Elder  Services  group  out  for  a night  out  with 
the  Police  Chief  at  Greenock  Country  Club,  and  thirty- 
seven  enjoyed  themselves  - to  wind  down  Fiscal  2007. 

I would  like  to  wish  everyone  a very  safe  holiday 
season,  and  for  all  who  aren’t  just  up  to  par,  I hope  you  are 
feeling  better.  May  God  bless  you  and  keep  you. 

Peter  Curtin,  Chairman 
Board  of  Selectmen 


John  Curtin,  Town  Clerk 
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Lynn  Bertelli  and  grandson  Robert  Cabral.  Halloween 


HOP  BROOK  CLUB 

The  great  thing  about  the  Hop  Brook  Club  is  that  it 
combines  business  with  pleasure.  We  ladies  get  a lot  of 
business  accomplished  during  our  monthly  meetings,  even 
though  sometimes  little  “sub  committees”  have  additional 
meetings  if  there  is  a special  project  being  worked  on.  It’s 
also  a great  chance  to  catch  up  with  our  friends  and 
neighbors  in  a comfortable  setting  (one  of  the  members’ 
homes)  while  sharing  lunch  and  a few  bites  of  dessert  and 
coffee.  This  is  especially  exciting  during  the  summer 
meetings  when  our  friends  from  afar  are  here  to  join  us. 

Our  spring  lecture  this  year  was  well  attended  and  had 
Dr.  Ken  McIntosh  presenting  fascinating  information  on 
infectious  diseases  and  their  potential  effect  locally  and 
globally. 

In  July,  Liza  Slater  was  asked  to  attend  our  meeting. 
She  admitted  that  she  had  no  idea  why  she  was  there. 

We  were  all  happy  to  inform  her  that  she  was  the  recipient 
of  the  Georgia  Birkett  Good  Citizen  award  in  the  amount 
of  $500.  Liza  was  very  appreciative  and  stated  that  the 
money  would  be  put  toward  the  purchase  of  a laptop 
computer. 

Occasionally  the  Hop  Brook  Club  will  invite  a speaker 
to  attend  one  of  its  regular  meetings.  In  September,  Clint 
Elliott  joined  us  and  gave  an  informative  presentation 
about  the  black  families  that  lived  in  Tyringham  long  ago; 
some  of  these  families  also  lived  in  what  is  now  Monterey. 
This  small  publication  is  available  for  purchase  at  the  Post 
Office. 

A surprise  this  year  was  when  Carey  McIntosh  notified 
a Hop  Brook  member  that  40  ceramic  tiles  depicting  Union 
Church  were  found  on  his  property.  These  tiles  are  over 
40  years  old,  antiques  now,  but  they  are  in  pristine 
condition.  Many  of  the  tiles  were  snapped  up  by  members 
of  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  but  some  are  still  for  sale  at,  you 
guessed  it,  the  Post  Office! 

Sir  Brian  Urquhart  gave  an  extremely  interesting  and 
enlightening  lecture  in  early  November  on  “The  War  on 
Terror  Now”.  This  event  was  very  well  attended  and  quite 
a bit  of  money  was  raised  for  the  scholarship  fund. 
Tyringham  is  blessed  with  individuals,  such  as  Sir  Brian 
and  Dr.  McIntosh  who  have  so  much  knowledge  to  offer 


regarding  the  happenings  that  take  place  outside  of  our  little 
community. 

On  a personal  note,  one  of  the  meetings  during  the 
past  year  that  most  sticks  in  my  mind  took  place  in  July  at 
the  Elliott’s  house  on  George  Canon  Road.  At  the 
beginning  of  the  meeting  I asked  Elizabeth  Elliott  to  give 
her  account  of  the  tragic  plane  crash  that  had  happened 
recently  on  her  property.  She  obliged  us  by  giving  a very 
heartfelt  rendition  of  the  terrible  event  and  all  that 
followed.  Elizabeth  has  also  reached  out  to  the  families  of 
the  men  who  perished  in  that  crash.  It  makes  me  feel 
good  to  know  that  there  are  such  caring  people  in  this 
world. 

My  hope  for  all  who  read  this  is  that  this  holiday  season 
brings  you  all  that  you  wish  for  - and  more. 

Lynn  Bertelli,  President 


Brian  Urquhart 


Hop  Brook  Club  Scholarships 

The  Hop  Brook  Club  was  able  to  award  three  more 
scholarships  this  year.  The  students  who  each  received 
$1000  were  Mark  Greene,  attending  the  Commonwealth 
College  at  U.  Mass.;  Brittany  Clements  who  attends 
Simmons  College;  and  Liza  Slater  who  attends  Roanoke 
College.  Because  of  the  generous  support  of  the  Hop 
Brook  Club  fund-raisers,  we  have  been  able  to  award 
more  than  $35,000  in  scholarships  during  the  last  10 
years.  Thank  you. 

Lauria  Puntin,  Chair,  Scholarship  Committee 


More  Wild  Trivia 

The  Rock  (Long-tailed)  Shrew  and  the  Eastern  Small-footed  Bat 
have  been  sighted  only  in  Berkshire  County.  Keep  your  eyes 
open. 

There  are  no  coyotes  on  Nantucket  or  Martha ’s  Vineyard. 
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Sister  Teresa  Cordes,  First  Profession, 

Sister  Marie- Jacqueline,  Solemn  ( Final ) Profession, 
Sister  Mary  Ruth,  Golden  Jubilee  (50  years  professed). 


Three  Celebrations  for  the  Visitation  Sisters 

Three  celebrations  marked  the  year  2007  for  the 
Visitation  Sisters.  On  August  18  Sister  Nancy  Hanson 
made  her  Solemn  (Final)  Profession  in  the  Visitation 
Order,  receiving  the  name  of  Sister  Marie-Jacqueline.  On 
September  15  Sister  Mary  Ruth  Dolch  celebrated  her 
Golden  Jubilee,  having  originally  professed  her  vows  50 
years  ago  in  1957.  Sister  Theresa  Yoshida  celebrated  her 
First  Profession  of  Vows  on  October  1 5 and  received  the 
name  of  Sister  Teresa  Cordes  (“Cordes”  is  the  plural  of 
the  Latin  word  for  heart).  Sister  is  named  for  both  St. 
Teresa  of  Avila,  the  great  Spanish  saint,  and  for  the  Hearts 
of  Jesus  and  of  his  Mother,  Mary. 

Bishop  Timothy  McDonnell,  the  bishop  of  the  diocese 
of  Springfield,  was  the  celebrant  for  both  Professions  and 
for  the  Jubilee,  assisted  by  a number  of  priests  of  the 
diocese  and  friends  of  the  community.  The  families  and 
guests  of  the  newly  Professed  and  of  the  Jubilarian 
enjoyed  a festive  meal  after  each  of  the  ceremonies. 


SAVE  THE  DATE! 

TYRINGHAM  GARDEN 
TOUR 

SATURDAY,  JUNE  28,  2008 
10-4,  rain  or  shine 


Some  Tips  on  Fighting  Global  Warming 

It  is  by  now  widely  accepted  that  climate  change  has 
been  “human  induced”.  So  it  follows  that  if  we  are 
responsible  for  global  warming,  it  is  up  to  us  to  do 
everything  possible,  as  soon  as  possible,  to  reduce  the 
greenhouse  gases  we  have  produced.  If  each  of  us 
does  something  to  mimimize  the  potential  impact  of 
climate  change,  we  can  all  make  a difference.  Here, 
from  the  Internet,  are  a few  ideas  which  supplement 
Steve  Cowell’s  energy  saving  tips. 

• Install  low  flow  water  heads  in  the  shower,  low 
flow  faucets  in  sinks,  and  low  flow  toilets. 

• Use  Energy  Saver  appliances. 

• Use  Sierra  Club  guidelines  when  buying  gasoline. 
BP  and  Sunoco  are  apparently  “better”  that  most 
other  brands. 

• Plan  trips  and  errands  to  be  fuel  efficient;  keep 
tires  properly  inflated,  change  oil  and  air  filters 
regularly. 

• Fill  your  gas  tank  early  or  late,  since  gas 
evaporates  in  the  heat  of  the  day. 

• Drive  an  electric  or  hybrid  car. 

• Bike,  orcarpool. 

• Wait  to  do  full  loads  of  laundry  or  dishes. 

• To  save  water,  washing  by  machine  is  much 
more  efficient  than  washing  by  hand. 

• Water  plants  with  old  tea  kettle  water. 

• Use  stainless  steel  water  containers  instead  of 
plastic. 

• Use  hydrogen  peroxide  instead  of  fabric  softener, 
and  as  an  anti-bacterial  agent. 

• Use  white  vinegar  to  clean  glass,  bathrooms, 
refrigerators,  floors. 

• Don’t  buy  bottled  water.  Fill  a thermos  with  your 
own  tap  water. 

• Don’t  buy  heavily  packaged  or  plastic  wrapped 
food. 

• Use  brown  or  natural  coffee  filters,  toilet  paper, 
paper  towels. 

• Don’t  flush  every  time. 

• Never  use  disposable  plastic  or  paper  plates 

• Dry  your  clothes  on  a rack  or  line. 

• Recycle  or  compost  everything  you  can. 

• Buy  local,  to  save  fuel  for  shipping  goods  across 
the  country;  grow  your  own  food  or  join  a CSA. 

• Always  carry  your  own  bags  to  the  super  market 

• When  building  a house,  consider  radiant  heat, 
install  triple  insulated  windows,  install  small, 
solar-powered  water  heater,  build  a root  cellar. 

• Save  paper.  Read  newspapers,  magazines  at  the 
library,  or  on  line. 

• Measure  your  carbon  footprint  at 
carbonfootprint.com. 
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^ ACROSS  ^ 

3.  Shaker  boys  & girls  forbidden  to 
do  this  together  (3  words) 

6.  Relax;  your  boat  in  Upper 

Goose  Pond 

9.  Town  bordering  Tyringham 

12.  She  sorts  through  our  names  5 
days  a week 

13.  “Baby  Swart”  chocolate  bar? 

14.  President  of  the  Ridge  Runners 

16.  Shakers  were  first  to  use 

to  decorate  their  seed  packs 

18.  Likely  first  stop  of  our  digitally 
challenged 

19.  To  catch  #79  down,  try  one  of  these 

20.  AKA  Charles  Coring 

21.  AKA  Candace  Heath 

22.  Immortalized  in  Daddy  Longlegs 
24.  Sounds  often  heard  from  Hav’s 

barn 

26.  Hermit  Tichnor’s  kind  of  home 

28.  RN  and  recently  wed 

30.  Runs  away  from  Joe  Whalen? 

32.  Speed  limit  on  McCarty  Road 

34.  We  grow  them  in  Tyringham  (ha) 
36.  A Littell  and  a Kipling  character 
38.  First  sound  of  the  singing  scale 
(remember  Maria?) 

40.  flies 

41.  The  meat  ending  our  town’s  name 

42.  Don’t  step  on  these  while 
square-dancing! 

43.  Oliver-the-dog’s  mom  (inits) 

44.  Good  Golly  Miss  Curtin? 

45.  Firemen’s  Pancake  Breakfast, 

“All  You  Can ” 

46.  The  magic  Felix 

48.  Each  spring  we  watch  Tyringham 
(&  the  world)  do  this 
50.  Fernside  Shakers  built  a great 
ox  barn 

52.  To  stay  fit,  Joanie  McIntosh  does 
many  of  these  each  warm  day 

54.  After  our  rainless  summer,  the  soil 

was 

55.  1989  was  Tyringaham’s  250"' 

anniversary 

56.  A likely  prey  for  coyotes 

57.  Slater  in  Paris  ? J' 

59.  In  town  meeting,  we  vote  “ ” 

or  “nay 

61.  Runs  in  spring  but  has  no  legs 

62.  Pesky  webbers  on  our  ponds 

64.  Unwelcome  guest  at  our  picnics 

65.  Seventh  sound  of  the  singing  scale  ^ 

66.  a deer,  a female  deer  ^ 

69.  Tyringham’s  library  was  built  on 

the  site  of  a 

71.  One  of  the  Kettles 

72.  Terry  loves  a great 

74.  With  Marion,  he  kept  our  cobble  in 
fine  shape! 


76.  She  summers  at  Glencote 

77.  Our  newest  selectman 

79.  Fourth  sound  of  the 
singing  scale 

80.  The  Peter  Pan  Tyringham 

kids  of land 

82.  Peggy  Harding  loved 
English  

84.  She  wrote  “Moonrise  over 
Tyringham”  (also  Ethan  Frame) 

86.  Wise  historian  of  Tyringham 

87.  “ it  or  lose  it!” 

88.  You  need  loads  of  #61  across 
to  make  this 

91.  T’ham’s  youngest  pro  pilot 

93.  Best  eating  is  Berkshire 

94.  Palmer's  Pieces? 

95.  Tyringham’s  original  quilter 

97.  ‘93  Tyringham  kids’  musical 
(inits)  ^ 

98.  The  red-headest  of  the  Elliotts 

99.  “Ready,  willing  and ” 

101.  Am.  author  who  stayed  with 

RW  Gilder  in  1904 

104.  Clucas  and  Kaboodle  ? 

105.  , a name  I call  myself  i* 

107.  David  C.  must  feel -out 

from  walking  Zoe  so  much! 

108.  “ working” 

110.  1889  plan  was  to  build  a 

through  Fernside  and  Otis 

111.  Dot  & Hop  do  some  fancy 

2-step - work 

112.  Our  beloved  town 

^ DOWN  ^ 

1.  What  your  back  gets  from 
doing  too  much  of  #5  down 

2.  Tufted Mouse 

3.  A town  bordering  Tyringham 

4.  Tom  Cat  and  Cloud  Nine  and 

are handles 

5.  Fall’s  stacking  back-breaker 

6.  The  Red  Sox  faithful 

for  their  team 

7.  This  road  needs  support? 

8.  Author  of  A Hinterland 
Settlement 

10.  Our  1832  paper  mill  was  built 

in  the  shape  of  a 

11.  “In  shadowy  pools  the  trout 

are ” (RW  Gilder) 

12.  Landscape  man,  loves 
his  Jacks 

15.  Everett  might  use  this  in 
carpentry 

16.  The  sisters’  Mont  Deux- (s) 

17.  Rachel  Urquhart’s  beloved 

cat will  always  be  with  us 

23.  “Once  in  Love  with 
Fennelly''?  ^ 

25.  Town  bordering  Tyringham 


27.  He  boils  #88  across  each  spring 

28.  Hill  Farm 

29.  Tyringham’s  scholar  shepherd 
31.  Shaker  settlement  once  known  as 

Jericho,  The  City  of 

33.  Alsop  artist  & duenna  of  daffodils 

35.  He  fiddled  at  our  millennium  bash 

36.  ’06  pet  parade  judges  Terry, 

Dot  & 

37.  Tyringham’s  most  prolific  tree 

39.  “ the  Turtle” 

41.  Fondly  remembered  violinist  & 
conductor 

47.  Sisyphus  in  the  hayfield 

49.  Fernside  lies  on  the side  of 

Tyringham 

51.  School  bus  driver  in  Before  & After 

52.  King  of  the  Road(s)  ^ 

53.  Once  a little  Deel\  -squeak  ? 

57.  Slater  in  Wonderland  ? 

58.  Second  sound  of  the  singing  scale 
60.  You  can  eat  one  or  hear  with  one 

62.  Our  own  local  brewer 

63.  Fifth  sound  of  the  singing  scale  ^ 

Cl.  To  enjoy  #6  across,  you  need  one 

of  these! 

68.  Shakers  chased  him  into  the  cellar 

69.  Apple  Brown  Cernik  ? 

70.  Ensign  Wm.  Stedman  would  say  this 
twice  to  his  captain 

71.  Once  owned  Bear  Paw  Stitchery 

73.  Grows  on  Kramer’s  Fernside  house 
75.  Town  bordering  Tyringham  (inits) 

78.  Town  bordering  Tyringham 

79.  Hop  Brook  once  had  many  of  these 

80.  Maven  of  historic  homes 

81.  Brooks 

83.  Green  thumb  singer  missed  by  many 

85.  First  rakes,  then sticks 

86.  This  Curtin  was  a Union  veteran 

88.  Tree  man  in  his  father’s  footsteps 

89.  Mrs.  Astor’s  Florabelle  and  Hamlet 

90.  This  herb  grows  wild  in  Tyringham 

92.  M.  W,  Stedman’s  “Rakes,  Lumber 

& ” 

93.  Past  President  of  Hop  Brook  (inits) 

94.  Beloved  Golden  Hour  story-teller 
96.  Cross  your  “t’s”  and  Choauette 

your  “i’s”  ? 

98.  The  sound  in  the  middle  of  our 
town’s  name 

100.  Brian  Urquhart 

101  Number  of  brick  houses  in  Tyringham 

102.  What  Neil  Curtin  did  to  catch 
Helen’s  heart. 

103.  Jean  Brown  collected  Fluxist 

104.  Our  world  class  chef  from  LeCirque 
to  Lucia 

105.  The  other  Kettle 

106.  Head  of  our  Conservation  Comm. 

108.  Third  sound  of  the  singing  scale 

109.  Sixth  sound  of  the  singing  scale 
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Tyringham  Crossword 
NICKNAMES,  NONSENSE  & NOSTALGIA 

Adrienne  Cos  el 


Solution  p.  31 
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Ruth  Heath 


Tom  Curtin 
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')V  Haze 


Charles  “Tank  “ boring 


Everett  Fennelly  and  Terry  Curtin 
at  the  Terrence  Curtin  Pavilion 


Oxen  at  Sunset  Farm,  1920s 


Casey  Cole  wedding  in  Florida 
I to  r:  Natalie,  Timolin,  Casey,  Julian  Hooker,  Maria  Cole 


Anne  Palmer  and  Rev.  Rick  Chrisman 


Terry  and  Butchie  Curtin 


terrei 


IRM/S 
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News  From  Near  and  Far 


United  by  a common  love  for  this  beautiful  place, 
Tyringham  Topics  readers  send  news  from  all  over  the 
country  and  the  globe. 

2007  saw  a trend  of  new  generations  of  old  families 
putting  down  roots  in  town!  Terry  and  Chuck  Clark 
write  excitedly  about  the  imminent  move  of  son  David 
and  his  wife  Shannon  into  their  new  house  on  Main 
Road  on  the  site  where  his  grandparents,  Irma  and 
Duffy,  lived  so  long.  David  has  also  recently  built  a 
new  store  in  Great  Barrington  for  his  business, 
Berkshire  Bike  and  Blade. 

On  Goose  Pond  Road,  Ray  and  Judy  Morehouse 
are  enjoying  having  their  daughter,  Elaine,  her  husband 
Jerry  and  three  daughters  living  next  door.  Other 
daughter  Pamela  and  her  family  are  moving  into  a new 
home  in  Lee.  Raymond  continues  to  live  near 
Sturbridge  with  his  wife  and  two  children. 

Christina  AIsop  has  built  a house  next  door  to  her 
parents,  Robert  and  Toodie  AIsop,  where  she  keeps  her 
horses.  She  and  her  husband  Greg  Juskalian  anticipate 
moving  in  early  2008.  In  the  Morgan  horse  pleasure 
driving  world,  Christina’s  Maystar  is  New  Engand’s 
Reserve  Champion. 

Also  moving  back  to  old  family  quarters,  Allison 
Joyner  and  husband  Tim  Kearns  settled  into  the  house 
in  the  center  of  town,  long  owned  by  Dick  and  Georgia 
Birkett,  Allison’s  maternal  grandparents.  Allison  works 
at  Country  Curtains,  and  Tim  is  the  owner  and 
manager  of  O’Laughlin’s  Pub  on  Merrill  Rd  in  Pittsfield. 

Mary  D.  Kierstead  writes  that  son  Nick  and  his  wife 
Lisa  with  young  Lilabel  and  Hopper  hope  to  move  to  their 
new  house  at  Goose  Pond  in  this  spring. 

Looking  beyond  Tyringham,  Betty  Cernik  is 
anticipating  the  wedding  of  her  granddaughter  Tiffany 
Fredette  to  Kevin  Murphree  on  January  4,  2008  in 
Katy,  Texas.  Tiffany  and  her  fiance  are  both  juniors  at 
University  of  Houston  in  Clear  Water  TX. 


Her  brother  Alexander  is  a senior  at  Sam  Houston 
University.  Betty’s  son  Randy  and  family  expect  to 
stay  in  Singapore  until  June  2008. 

From  Boca  Raton,  Maria  Cole  writes  of  Casey’s 
wedding  on  St.  Patrick’s  Day  (which  was  incidentally 
Nat’s  birthday)  to  ex-NFL  player  Julian  Hooker.  “We 
are  all  very  happy.’’ 

Lainie  and  Larry  Krasnoff  report  a second 
grandchild,  Evan  Garrett  Byrnes,  who  arrived  on 
September  7.  “His  big  sister  Camryn,  mom  Stacey  and 
daddy  Garrett  are  all  enjoying  the  added  excitement  of 
having  a little  boy  in  the  family.  So  are  we!” 

Mason  Harding  is  pleased  to  report  a new 
grandson,  Theodore  Riker  Swain-Harding,  bom  on 
January  4 to  son  Stephen  and  his  wife  Storm. 

Barbara  Adams  also  has  a “welcome  addition  to 
the  family,”  James  Stetson  Adams,  bom  on  April  28  to 
Peter  and  Kathy  (Lampro)  Adams. 

Doting  grandma,  Lynn  Bertelli  can  be  seen 
wheeling  her  new  grandson  around  Tyringham.  Robert 
Alfred  David  Cabral  was  bom  on  May  23  to  Lynn’s 
son  Travis  Cabral  and  his  wife  Rian  Dowd. 

Some  local  children  are  now  becoming  fledglings. 
Liza  Slater,  daughter  of  Chuck  and  Alice,  has  flown 
off  to  her  first  year  at  Roanoke  College  in  Salem,  VA. 
Her  sister  Elbe  is  a junior  at  UMass,  Amherst. 

Gail  and  Peter  Charpentier’s  son  Matt  is  in  his 
last  year  of  high  school  and  Lissy  is  a senior  at  Suffolk 
University  in  Boston. 

Denise  Hoefer  and  Dennis  Brandmeyer  of  Santarella 
report  that  both  Alex  and  Tracy  are  now  students  at 
Radboud  University  in  the  Netherlands.  Alex  is 
currently  a doctoral  candidate  researching  music 
perception  and  performance,  and  Tracy  has  begun  a 
master’s  degree  in  clinical  psychology. 
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News  From  Near  and  Far 


Dennis  and  Denise  have  had  a busy  year  with  weddings 
and  corporate  events  at  Santarella.  They  have  rescued 
and  renovated  the  silo,  used  years  ago  by  sculptor 
Kitson  as  a studio.  It  is  now  an  elegant  guest  cottage. 

Adrienne  and  Bill  Cosel’s  daughter,  Gabey,  has 
completed  her  master’s  at  London  School  of 
Economics  and  Molly  is  engaged  to  be  married.  The 
Cosels  lost  their  beloved  husky,  Bela,  this  year,  but  his 
spirit  lives  on  in  a gentle  new  husky,  Phoebe. 

George  and  Nini  Gilder’s  progeny  are  progressing 
along  their  various  paths  - medicine  (Mellie,  finishing 
soon  at  Albany  Medical  School),  aviation  (Richard, 
finishing  soon  at  Bridgewater  State  College),  art 
history  (Nannina,  finishing  soon  at  University  of  St. 
Andrew’s  in  Scotland).  Louisa’s  long-awaited  book. 
The  Age  of  Entanglement,  will  be  published  by  Knopf 
in  2008. 

Donna  Drake’s  oldest  grandson,  Evan,  is  now  in 
the  Coast  Guard  and  next  grandson  Koty  will  be 
headed  to  college  after  he  graduates  from  high  school 
in  June. 

Celia  Kittredge’s  two  Ogden  grandsons,  Elliott  and 
George,  are  off  to  college,  and  granddaughter  Sarah 
Ogden  is  at  Westminster  School  nearby  in  Simsbury,  CT. 

Petey  Perkins  has  been  attending  graduations  this 
year. . . granddaughter  Sarah  Perkins  from  Bard 
College,  grandson  Luc  Perkins  from  Wentworth 
College  of  Technology  (summa  cum  laude!)  and 
granddaughter  Eliza  Perkins  from  Branford  High 
School.  Eliza  is  now  attending  Skidmore  College. 

From  Cambridge  MA,  Hylie  and  John 
Pappenheimer  report  that  their  youngest  son,  Rick 
Plant,  has  emigrated  to  Australia  with  his  Australian 
wife  Sherry  and  their  two  children  Ramsey  and  Freya. 
More  about  Pappenheimers  in  Australia  below. . . 


Writing  from  Germany,  Helena  Palmer  and  Stefan 
Gatterburg  have  watched  their  eight-year-old  twins, 
Francesca  and  Theresa,  “swim  their  way  through  Europe.” 
They  have  competed  in  Brussels  and  go  on  to 
championships  in  Berlin  in  February.  Damian  is  a keen 
soccer  player  and  is  trying  to  collect  every  national  jersey 
he  can.  The  Gatterbergs  had  a wonderful  visit  to 
Tyringham  this  summer.  ‘The  kids  felt  right  at  home  in 
every  pond  and  pool.” 

Penny  Borax  writes  of  the  sad  loss  of  her  brother- 
in-law,  A1  Adato,  beloved  husband  of  Peggy  Donald 
Snider.  He  died  in  Santa  Cruz,  CA  surrounded  by 
family  and  friends  on  February  22, 2007. 

Despite  suffering  from  heart  failure  in  October 
2006,  Gerry  Curtin  is  back  at  his  job  as  custodian  at 
the  Monument  Mountain  Middle  School  in  Great 
Barrington.  “Proper  diet,  multiple  medications  and  a 
defibrillator  help  to  keep  my  heart  strong  and  working 
properly.”  He  writes  that  his  parents,  Neil  and  Helen, 
are  doing  well  “especially  with  the  Red  Sox  having 
won  another  World  Series!” 

Finally,  in  the  spirit  of  the  wild  theme  of  this  year’s 
Topics,  Will  and  Mary  Pappenheimer  went  deep  into 
the  Australian  outback  and  rainforest  this  August 
seeking  the  seven  species  of  the  eccentric  and  colorful 
Bower  Bird  - “from  the  Blue  Satin  Bower  Bird  to  the 
Golden,  finding,  recording,  videotaping  them  all.” 

Mary  writes  “It  was  a wonderful  and  wonder-filled  trip 
- So  Many  Birds,  So  Little  Time!” 

Note  from  the  editor:  We  have  lost  track  of  devoted 
Topics  reader  Ann  Moffett.  Can  anyone  provide  her 
new  address? 


We  note  with  sadness  the  death  of 
John  Pappenheimer  in  Cambridge  on 
December  9,  2007. 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

In  memory  of  Stet 

Barbara  & Steve  Adams 
Robin  & Kenny  Almgren,  Gunnar  & Suzanne 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop  & family 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Betty  & Bill  Bean  & Sylvi 
Lynn  Bertelli  & Alan  Wilcox 
Judith  Bishop  and  Maia  Bishop  Bookoff 
Jennifer  Bishop,  Daniel  Epstein, 

Theodore  & Nathaniel 
Teresa  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 
Dennis  Brandmeyer  & Denise  Hoefer,  Alex  & Tracy 
Lisa  (Palmer)  Brandreth  & Jack  Brandreth 
Bob  & MaryAnn,  Nicole  & Alexis  Brown 
Jack  & Irmgard  Bucher 
Henning,  Joyce  & Kimberly  Carlson, 

Michael,  Zachary  & Ryan 
David  Carriere 

All  the  Cerniks  and  Fredettes 
In  memory  of  Edith  Charpentier 

Peter  & Gail  Charpentier,  Ussy  & Matt 
Bob  & Sue  Choquette 

Dot  Choquette  & Ed  from  North  Granby,  CT 
Chuck  & Terry  Clark  & Jon;  Kevin  Clark  & 

Jaymee  Griffin  & Kayden,  David  & Shannon 
Clark 

Francis  & Betty  Clark  & family 
Maria  Cole,  Timolin  Cole  Augustus  & 

Casey  Cole  Hooker 
Bill  & Chris  Corcoran; 

Christian  Bienvenue;  DC  & Jennel, 

Mason  & Dylan  Bienvenue 
Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gabey  & Molly,  Madeline  & 
Phoebe 

Ricki  & Steve  Cowell,  Marc,  Chris  & Kate,  & Kiki 
Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Chrissie, 

Quinn  & Paige  Barry;  Larry  Curtin 
& Chrissy  Sherman 
Gene  & Nancy  Curtin  & family 
Gerry  Curtin,  Neil  & Helen  Curtin 
In  loving  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy. 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joe  Curtin  & 
Eileen  Foody;  Jim,  Helen,  Kara  & Anita 
Curtin;  Shawn  Murphy 
In  loving  memory  of  Sissy  Whalen  Curtin 
John  Curtin,  Mark  & Lori 
Holiday  Greetings  from 

Pam,  Mike,  Madison  & Colby  Curtin 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Missy  & Peter  Curtin  Jr., 

& sons  Ethan  & Collin;  Trish  & Jamie  Curtin 
& family;  Joshua,  Nissa  & Asia; 


SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

Matt  & sons  Dillon  & Devin;  Tina  Earl,  Joshua 
& Megan 

Terry  & Marilyn  Curtin:  Terry  Jr.,  Lisa  & Darby  Curtin; 
Kevin,  Kelly  & Amanda  Gadaiere  & Tony  Haywood 
Beth  & Kyle  & Greg  Poulin;  Stephen, 

Jane  & Garrett  Curtin 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 
Hilary  & Philip  Deely,  Maisie  & Pip 
In  memory  of  Arnold  & Elizabeth  Hale 

Suzanne  & Joseph  Delmolino,  Brody,  Mariah,  & 
Amara  Hale;  Brian  & Nicole  Delmolino 
Tom  & Therese  Dillon 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax,  David  & Jill  Donald, 
Adam  Donald 

In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath  & Eddie 
Fennelly 

Donna  and  Gerry  Drake 
Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott  and  families 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  Nan,  Rob  & Zachary 
Sedgwick,  James  & Kathy  & Richard  Fawcett 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 
Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker,  Cheryl  & 

Ethan;  Catherine,  Brian  & Phoebe 
In  memory  of  Ed  Fennelly 
Dianne  Fennelly  & family. 

Everett  & MaryAnn  Fennelly;  Everett  Jr, 

MaryBeth  & Luke;  Amy  Fennelly  & 

Byron  Renderer.  Kathleen  Bardwell  & 

Terrence  Harris 
Thomas  Fennelly  Sr.  & Jr. 

Joe,  Ann,  Adri,  Francesca  & Phoebe  Gallo 
Allan  & Mary  Garner;  Nancy  Garner  Wood,  David 
Garner,  Levi  & Deanna. 

Helena  (Palmer),  Stefan,  Damian,  Francesca 
& Therese  Gatterburg 
Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard  & Nannina 

Virgina  Gorman;  Susan  & Conor  Moran 
Kathryn  Greenthal,  Ted  & Tommy  Stern 
Larry  & Sally  Griffin;  Eric,  Laura  & Matt  & Emma, 

& Remmie  too! 

In  memory  of  loved  ones 
Alice  M.  Hale 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  Loring  Hale 
Donald  & Mary  Hale 
In  loving  memory  of  David  Hale 
George  & Jean  Hale 
Dorothea  R.  Hanson 
Kate  Harding 

Mason  Harding;  Stephen,  Storm  & Theo  Harding 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

Judy  & Steve  & Nadia  Hartman  & Tess  Moore 
Sandy  Hayne  & Mark  & the  Porcupine  Mtn.  progeny 
Seasons  Greetings  to  all  from: 

Ruth  & John  Heath;  Randy  & Nancy  Wade,  Adam, 
Lora,  Tyler,  Cameron  and  Robert; 

Donald  Heath,  Sue,  Karie  & Wendy; 

James  Heath,  Paul,  Jessica,  Rhiannon,  Jacob, 
Christina  & Seth; 

Steve  & Ruth  LeCompte,  Erin,  Tim,  Olivia,  Owen, 
Shanon  & Anatoli;  Herb  & Deb  Heath,  Connie, 
Eric,  Shawn,  Brian,  Teh, 

Karen,  Joe  & Amy,  Nick,  Abby  & Lily 
Alan  & Louie  Hoblitzell  & family 
Maggie  Howard 

Sarah  Hudson  & the  entire  Hudson  family 
Al  & Martha  Joyner 
Bill,  Heather  & Dakota  Ketchen 
Holly  (McLennan)  & Roger  Ketron,  Emma 
Wheelwright  & Jeremy  Lefft  & baby;  Henry 
Wheelwright  & Maisie  & Susanna  Ketron 
Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & Sophie,  Willem; 

Nick  & Lisa,  Hopper,  Lilabel  Virginia 
Celia  Kittredge  and  Kit  Clucas,  the  Ogden  families, 
the  Sullivans,  the  Charlie  Kittredges,  the  Scotts  & 
Rowleys 

Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Jane  Thrailkill  & Hawley 
Truax,  Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & Charles  Truax  & 
George 

Lainie  & Larry  Krasnoff 
In  memory  of  Doug  Leach 
Marion  Leach 

Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd  & Bob,  Ben,  Seth  & Tom 
Richard  & Dot  Loring;  Debrah,  Henry  & Lizzy  Hall  & 
Chris  Peppi;  Kevin,  Terry,  Mary,  Noah,  Limin 
Dougherty;  Amy  Hunt  & Marcus  Garrett;  Ashley, 
Drew  & Alissa  Rivers 
In  loving  memory  of  Joe  Loring  Jr. 

Joe  & Ev  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

In  memory  of  William  & Jane  Bond  & Charles  & 
Beatrice  Loring 

Russ  & Margaret  Loring 
Jill,  Yo-Yo,  Nicholas  & Emily  Ma 
Paul  & Evelyn  Margus 

Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante;  Rustin  McIntosh 
Nathaniel  McIntosh,  Amy  Pullen,  Ethan  & Lydia 
McIntosh 

Angelica  McLennan;  Miranda,  Darnell  & 

Dazrielle  Stewart;  Marc  Syp 
Katharine  McLennan 
Peace,  Joy  and  Love  in  the  New  Year 
Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 


SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 

Best  Wishes  to  all  our  neighbors 

Bob  Moskin  & Lynn;  Mark,  David,  Nancy  & Talley 
Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer,  Walter  Palmer,  Spring 
& John  Homschek,  Andrew  & Jacob 
Leroy  & Marge  Palmer 

Tonio  & Barbara  Palmer,  Caroline,  William  & Henrik 
Hylie  & John  Pappenheimer,  Richard  et  famille 
Will  & Mary  Pappenheimer 
Petey  Perkins,  Louie,  Neddy,  Jamie,  David  & Kate 
& all  their  families 

Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  & Liz  & Jeffrey 
Lauria  & Donald  Puntin;  Matthew  & Amy,  Emma, 
Sophia  Puntin 

Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon, 

Kenzie  & Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie,  Nicholas, 

Jackson  & Fritz,  Neil  & Lucia,  Marygrace  & Katrine 
Adam,  Kristin  & Sandy  von  Thelen. 

Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun 

Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 

The  Reich  family:  Chuck  & Julie;  Gabriel, 

Elka  & Isabella;  Benjamin  & Thao  & Hosea 
Margaret  Olds  Richards  & the  Luchars:  Barrie; 

Alex  and  Poppy  and  children,  Susan,  Thomas, 
Robert,  Catherine;  Charles;  Jim  and  Betsy  and 
boys,  Ian  & Teddy 
Bill,  April,  Garrett  & Luke  Roche 
Michael  Rood 

Tim,  Molly,  Cody  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Charles,  Alice,  Andy,  Ellie,  Julie  & 

Craig,  Ryan  Slater  & Melissa  Parnell 
Sam,  Debbie,  Daniel  & Megan  Slater 
Peggy  Donald  Snider,  Gypsy  Snider  & Patrick  Leonard, 
Laska  & Galia  Leonard;  Lorenzo  Pisoni 
Gary  & Jennifer  Canon  Storti  & family,  John  & Marie 
Canon  & family 

Philippa  Claude  & Tony  Stretton 
In  loving  memory  of  Gerald  & Reed  Swart 
Ruth  Swart,  Sally  & Herb  Schild 
Rachel  Urquhart  & John  Herrera;  Theo  & Simon 
Sidney  & Brian  Urquhart  & family 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation 
The  Wasserman  family 
Joe  Whalen,  Ken  Whalen  & the  girls 
Joe  & Darleen  Wilkinson 
In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Ken  Winters 
Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi, 
Ashley,  Linsey,  Cayce  Williams;  Tim,  Diane  & 
Dominic  Williams 
Mark  & Liz  Williams 
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Hop  Brook  Community  Club 

P.  O.  Box  354 
Tyringham,  MA  01264 
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airi'  Topics 


Published  annually  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  in  the  interest  of  Church  and  Community 


Who  dunnit?  Why?  Where?  What  was  it?  Whose 
house  is  that?  Who’s  that  in  the  photo?  What  really 

happened?  Ssshhhh what  was  that  noise?  What  is 

in  my  basement?  The  Shakers?  What  about  them? 

We  hope  you  will  find  some  answers  in  this  issue, 
devoted  to  “Tyringham  Mysteries  and  Unexplained 
Phenomena”.  Our  heartfelt  thanks  go  to  all  of  you  who 
contributed  articles  and  art  work  to  the  Topics  this  year, 
and  for  the  outpouring  of  support  from  so  many  of  our 
friends  and  neighbors  in  the  form  of  financial  contributions 
to  the  Hop  Brook  Club  Scholarship  Fund. 

How  a 65-year-old  Time  Capsule 
Got  Opened  by  Accident 

Joe  Whalen 

Mysteries  can  be  things  we  only  dream  of,  or  read 
about.  To  be  able  to  cope  with  all  there  is  about  a 
mystery,  and  to  wonder  how. things  happen,  is 
incomprehensible  to  me. 

It  all  started  with  a little  email  asking  if  I was  the  Joe 
Whalen  who  was  on  a certain  pilot’s  crew  in  1 944  on  the 
island  of  Corsica.  I said  yes  it  was,  and  what  a thrill  it  was 
just  to  be  able  to  know  that  the  man  who  held  my  life  in 
his  hands  was  on  the  other  end  of  a phone.  He  was 
Jimmy  Littlefield,  my  pilot.  Through  a quick  trip  to  Texas 
in  July  to  meet  him,  have  a meal,  talk  over  all  times  and 
wish  each  other  the  best,  I came  back  to  the  Berkshires 
thinking,  well,  I had  fulfilled  the  biggest  dream  of  my  life. 
What  happened  after  that  just  seemed  to  snowball, 
thanks  also  to  a little  news  media  (of  course  they  always 
pump  the  story  up  a little  bit),  and,  well,  this  has  all  made 
for  a very  eventful  summer.  I can  only  thank  hundreds  of 
people  - my  family,  my  friends  - for  everything  that  has 
happened,  in  this  experience,  and  in  my  life  as  a whole. 

It  was  Lori  who  was  the  principal  in  this  whole  darn 
thing.  “Cramps,”  she  said.  “You  know,  being  able  just  to 
talk  to  that  pilot  on  the  phone  just  isn’t  enough.  If  you  feel 
up  to  it,  we’ve  got  to  go  see  him.”  So  I said,  “Ok.  You 
make  the  arrangements  and  we’ll  get  your  Dad  to  go  with 
us.”  So  Johnny  and  Lori  and  I drove  to  Hartford, 


and  flew  to  Chicago,  and  from  there  to  St.  Louis  and  then  to 
Dallas.  We  got  to  Dallas,  Love  Field,  which  I was  very  much 
interested  in,  because  my  Dad  was  a flight  instructor  at  Love 
Field  in  1917,  and  they  had  a museum  there  which  was  very 
interesting.  My  brother-in-law  and  sister  had  been  there 
years  ago  and  left  some  stuff  off  about  my  Dad. 

Our  trip  to  Texas  was  wonderful.  Johnny  and  Lori  and  I 
met  up  with  my  brother-in-law  and  his  family,  and  my  pilot 
and  his  son.  Everything  they  do  in  Texas  is  big,  so  this  was 
even  bigger  in  my  eyes.  It’s  hard  to  put  into  words  just  how 
great  everything  was.  Not  only  did  it  bring  us  closer 
together,  but  it  gave  us  an  outlook  on  life,  of  the  past,  and 
the  present.  And  who  knows  what  the  future  might  bring. 
There  is  not  an  awful  lot  for  me  to  say  about  what 
happened.  I think  it  was  just  one  good  thing  after  another, 
and  I hope  these  good  things  continue  to  come. 

My  pilot  Jimmy  and  I talked  about  the  missions  we  flew. 
One  particularly  bad  trip  coming  back  home,  we  had  one 
engine  shot  out  and  we  had  thrown  everything  that  wasn’t 
attached  out  through  the  bulkheads.  We  threw  out  our 
machine  guns  and  ammunition  and  all,  and  we  came  down 
over  the  mountain,  over  La  Spezia  harbor  in  Northern  Italy. 
There  was  a pocket  battle  ship  and  unbeknownst  to  us,  it 
was  one  of  the  prize  German  vessels  at  that  time.  We 
surprised  them  as  much  as  they  surprised  us.  We  were 
very  close  to  the  water  and  we  could  see  the  German 


Jimmy  Little  field  and  Joe  Whalen 


deck  mates  scurrying  around.  Of  course  we  were  fortunate 
enough  to  get  by  them  and  we  crash  landed  at  our  base. 

We  made  it  to  the  base.  There  was  the  whole  crew  - six 
of  us  - on  the  airplane.  Our  pilot,  Jimmy  Littlefield,  our  co- 
pilot, Ray  Spurling,  our  bombardier,  John  Miller,  me 
the  radio  man,  Ed  Kenyon,  my  tail  gunner  and  Joe  Bowes, 
the  top  turret  gunner.  Those  of  us  in  the  back,  we 
couldn’t  see  what  was  going  on  up  front  in  our  air  craft. 

The  pilot  had  been  hit  by  a piece  of  flak  in  his  neck,  and 
of  course  he  was  all  triggered  up  worrying  about  us  guys 
in  the  rear,  and  getting  back,  so  he  passed  it  off  as  nothing. 
But  that  gentleman  should  have  got  the  Purple  Heart  for  his 
injuries. 

Another  time  on  mission,  we  were  in  heavy  flak,  88  mm 
heavy  anti-aircraft.  They  had  set  a pattern  up  at  about 
10,000  feet  - about  the  altitude  we  were  flying,  and  luckily 
one  of  88  projectiles  came  through  the  fuselage  of  the 
airplane,  grazed  my  parachute  harness  and  went  out 
through  the  roof,  i had  burn  marks  on  my  harness.  That 
was,  I think,  one  of  the  luckiest  days  of  my  life.  They 
gave  us  quite  a hard  time.  There  were  80  anti-aircraft 
guns  at  that  one  emplacement  and  they  were  firing  eight 
or  ten  rounds  a minute.  The  flak  was  heavy.  Our  plane 
was  like  a Swiss  cheese.  Without  a competent  pilot  you 
don’t  get  very  far  and  Jimmy  was  ace  number  one.  It  all 
boiled  down  to  a crew.  You  worked  together  and  that  was 
howyou  survived.  And  you  get  close  to  one  another. 

There  were  some  good  days  during  the  war.  I saw  some 
things,  things  you  read  about  and  never  get  to  see.  Got  a 
chance  to  see  the  Island  of  Capri  on  our  week’s  R and  R, 


Joe  in  the  cockpit  of  a restored  B-23  Bomber,  2008 


and  to  see  the  Blue  Grotto.  We  just  partied  and  had  good 
meals  - anything  you  wanted  to  eat. 

We  flew  over  Yugoslavia,  France  and  Italy  - all  the  hot 
zones.  We  flew  close  support  to  ground  troops  and  they 
would  call  us  in  for  fairly  close  support.  They’d  be  blocked 
by  enemy  forces,  or  blocked  by  a mountain,  or  they’d  call 
us  in  to  destroy  a bridge  or  a rail  yard  to  keep  enemy 
supplies  from  getting  through.  We  tried  to  open  up 
pathways  so  that  the  Axis  ground  forces  could  move  out 
of  the  area. 

The  only  other  crew  man  I had  contact  with  was 
bombardier  John  Miller.  He  lived  in  Colorado  and  has 
since  passed  away.  We  were  in  contact  for  a good  many 
years.  Just  cards  and  letters,  before  the  computer  era.  He 


had  intended  to  come  out  here,  but  it  never  materialized. 
Two  of  the  other  crew  members  are  deceased. 

How  did  I feel  when  I first  saw  my  pilot?  Well,  we  met 
at  his  home.  The  first  day  I got  the  email,  I think  during 
the  whole  the  first  week,  we  owned  Ma  Bell,  talking  back 
and  forth  with  each  other.  We  talked  quite  a bit  about  our 
experiences,  how  we  had  gotten  to  where  we  are  in  life 
and  just  how  fortunate  we  were  to  be  able  to  put  our  arms 
around  each  other  and  say,  “Thank  you.  Sir.” 

It  brought  tears  to  my  eyes  and  I am  so  grateful  for 
the  experience. 


The  Frosting  on  the  Cake 

Joe  Whalen 

After  a great  summer,  many  phone  calls  and  a trip  to 
Texas  to  meet  up  with  my  pilot  during  World  War  II,  what 
more  could  enter  an  old  man’s  life? 

The  phone  rings  and  Bob  Stevens  asks  if  I would  be  in 
a segment  on  PCTV  recollecting  some  of  our  flights  and 
memories  of  days  gone  by.  It  turned  out  pretty  well  and  I 
received  many  comments  on  our  ventures.  September 
comes  along  and  another  phone  call.  It’s  Tom  Porter,  a 
liaison  for  the  Collins  Group  wondering  if  I would  be 
interested  in  a B-25  (the  plane  in  which  I flew)  ride  from 
Hartford  to  Pittsfield,  and  I’d  be  able  to  have  a guest.  Of 
course  that  really  set  me  off,  and  I asked  my  grandson 
Mike  Curtin  if  he  would  be  interested.  Of  course  the 
answer  was  “did  I really  mean  it?” 

On  October  1®‘  we  met  in  Hartford  and  the  wheels  were 
in  motion;  the  trip  was  on.  What  a flight!  Mike  was  all 
pumped  up  and  on  take-off,  he  said  “Gramp,  what  a lot  of 
power  this  old  bird  had.  No  wonder  you  made  it  back 
home  after  all  those  missions.” 

Well,  it  brought  back  memories  of  how  good  my  pilot, 
Jimmy  Littlefield,  was,  and  what  working  together  really 
meant.  We  were  survivors  of  a bygone  era  and  the  best 
of  it  was  that  I had  someone  close  to  me  able  to  share  the 
wildest  dream  of  my  life. 

Thanks  to  all  who  made  this  year  something  that  an  old 
man  could  only  dream  of. 


Mike  Curtin,  Colby  Curtin  and  Grandpa  Joe  Whalen 
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The  Mystery  of  Death’s  Old  Sweet  Song 

Nannina  Gilder 


Back  in  1946  a grisly  series  of  murders  occurred  in 
Tyringham  Valley.  Among  the  suspects  were  "My  Friend 
Flicka”  authoress  Mary  O’Hara,  Lady  Salter,  who  lived  at 
Hickory  Farm  at  the  time,  John  McLennan,  Carolyn 
Canon,  and  my  own  dear  Grampy,  Gilly  Palmer.  Also 
involved,  though  just  young  boys  at  the  time,  were  the 
twins  Jim  and  Carey  McIntosh.  Shockingly  these 
senseless  crimes  appeared  to  be  the  work  of  a madman 
who  was  following  the  pattern  of  an  old  folk  song  “Green 
Grow  the  Rushes-0”. 

You  are  surprised  that  you  were  not  aware  of  such  of 
bloody  time  in  Tyringham’s  history?  Well  perhaps  that  is 
because  it  is  out  of  print.  “Death’s  Old  Sweet  Song”  was 
written  under  the  pseudonym  Jonathan  Stagge  by 
Monterey  residents  Hugh  Wheeler  and  Richard  Webb,  and 
is  set  in  “Skipton”  Massachusetts.  The  names  I listed 
above  are  thought  to  have  been  the  inspiration  for  the 
characters,  but  you  can  still  find  lively  debate  in  some 
older  Tyringham  circles  over  which  character  is  an  avatar 
for  which  upstanding  citizen  of  the  town. 

Many  of  you  would  be  aware  of  Hugh  Wheeler’s  work 
without  realizing  it,  due  to  his  collaborations  with 
legendary  composer  and  lyricist  Stephen  Sondheim. 
Wheeler  wrote  the  book  for  “A  Little  Night  Music”  and 
“Sweeney  Todd”,  winning  the  Tony  award  for  each  of  them. 
But  his  mysteries,  written  wiin  Richard  Webb  have  faded 
into  obscurity.  Still  if  you  can  get  a hold  of  a copy  of 
“Death’s  Old  Sweet  Song”  you  will  find  some  of  the 
locations  and  types  eerily  familiar. 


The  Music  Box 

Celia  Kittredge 

About  twenty  years  ago.  Kit  (Clucas)  and  I were  sitting 
in  the  front  living  room  of  Merrybrook  when  suddenly  we 
heard  a strange  sound.  At  first  we  couldn’t  think  what  it 
was.  Then  I recognized  a sound  from  my  childhood  in 
Stockbridge.  The  antique  German  music  box,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  room,  was  playing!  It  had  been  wound  too 
tight  years  ago,  and  I had  never  found  anyone  to  repair  it. 

It  continued  to  play  as  Kit  and  I sat  transfixed.... 

After  about  five  minutes  it  stopped  and  hasn’t  played 
again  since  that  day. 


Celia  KitireJge  and  Catherine  Clucas 

The  Tyringham  Strangler 

Susan  McIntosh  Lloyd 

A bunch  of  us  who  were  kids  together  - certain  Clarks 
and  Curtins,  one  DuBois,  five  Mclntoshes  - may 
remember  the  scare  we  got  at  ages  4 or  5 or  6 from 
stories  of  the  Tyringham  Strangler.  He  stalked  the  valley 
by  night,  beginning  with  ...Fernside,  ...coming  ever 
closer,  ...  past  Lost  Farm,  ...over  the  Hop  Brook,  leaving 
dead  bodies  in  his  wake! 

The  stories  were  told  in  the  darkest,  spookiest  closet 
available;  they  always  ended  with  the  story-teller  grasping 
the  nearest  child  around  the  neck  and  shouting  “AND  I’M 
THE  GUY!”  Terrifying!  Was  it  true?  Or  just  Kay  Palmer’s 
imagination? 

Then  there  is  BREAKNECK  ROAD.  Us  children 
couldn’t  wait  to  explore  it,  because  it  was  one  of  the  very 
few  roads  in  all  the  world  that  our  mother  refused  to  drive. 
If  it  scared  her,  why...  there  must  be  bones  of  that  hapless 
truck  driver  lying  down  there  somewhere!  Maybe  his 
GHOST. 

But  she  wouldn’t  let  us  walk  the  Road  either  - too  far 
for  small  kids.  And  by  the  time  we  were  old  enough  to  bike 
there  on  our  own,  and  it  was  no  longer  forbidden,  we  had 
stopped  being  haunted  by  it.  What’s  there?  I’m  ready  to 
look  now. 
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Marilyn  and  Terty  Curtin  at  Hop  Brook  Luncheon 


The  Mystery  of  the  Missing  Handy  Man 

Terry  Curtin 

I was  mowing  Mrs.  Brown’s  lawn  when  my  tire  went 
soft.  So  I took  it  off.  Took  it  to  Lee  and  put  air  in.  Put  it 
back  on  my  mower.  Started  it  up.  Tractor  went  nowhere. 
Cussed  out  Sears  for  selling  me  a year-old  tractor  with 
broken  transmission.  The  next  day  when  I get  home  from 
work,  there  is  a note  on  my  tractor.  “Terry,  where  is  the 
pin  that  goes  in  the  axle?”  I forgot  about  it  when  I re- 
moved the  tire.  Couldn’t  find  it  on  the  lawn.  A guy  in  the 
mill  had  to  make  me  a new  one. 

I had  a tire  on  my  tractor  that  kept  going  soft.  I’d  pump 
it  up  to  mow  my  lawn.  This  went  on  for  two  years.  One 
day,  I had  enough  of  that.  Went  to  Lee  Power  and  bought 
a new  tire.  Came  home  and  put  it  on  and  started  mowing. 
The  fourth  time  around  I looked  and  the  tire  was  flat. 
Cussed  out  Lee  Power.  Took  tire  off  and  found  out  I had 
put  it  on  backwards.  Tire  rubbed  against  frame  and  got 
ruined.  Back  to  Lee  Power  for  another  tire. 

One  day  I was  mowing  the  lawn.  Marilyn  was  cleaning 
our  new  Subaru.  When  she  finished  I told  her  to  shut  off 
the  lights.  She  said  they  won’t  go  off.  I called  Pete’s 
Motors  in  Pittsfield  and  told  them  what  I thought  of  their 
Subaru.  He  said  bring  it  up  Monday,  so  all  weekend  I had 
to  disconnect  the  battery  so  the  light  would  go  out.  Mon- 
day I went  to  Pete’s.  Went  in  showroom  and  raised  hell 
with  salesman.  Told  him  what  he  could  do  with  his 
Subaru.  He  coaxed  me  outside  and  asked,  “Which  car  is 
yours?”  I said  you  can’t  miss  it.  It’s  the  only  one  with  its 
lights  on.  He  walked  over  to  my  car,  reached  in  behind 
the  steering  wheel  and  pushed  a button.  The  lights  went 
out,  and  he  walked  away.  I crawled  into  my  car  and  drove 
away.  It  was  the  hazard  button  Marilyn  had  accidentally 
turned  on  when  she  was  cleaning  the  car. 

I was  in  the  process  of  drilling  a hole  behind  the  TV 
into  the  cellar.  The  rule  of  thumb  is  to  go  into  the  cellar 
and  drill  up  so  you  don’t  hit  any  wires.  I decided  to  do  it 
from  the  living  room  to  the  cellar.  So  I drilled  my  hole. 
When  I pulled  the  bit  back  through  the  hole,  it  was 
covered  with  red,  black  and  yellow  wires.  I had  taken  out 
the  telephone.  When  I went  down  to  the  cellar  I also  took 


out  half  the  electric  wire  to  the  washer  and  dryer.  Had  to 
call  phone  company  plus  electrician  to  get  everything  up 
and  running. 

We  had  an  ice  storm  one  night  so  in  the  morning  I went 
out  to  clean  off  Marilyn’s  car  and  get  it  started  for  her  like  I 
usually  did.  The  doors  were  frozen  shut  so  I scraped  all 
around  the  driver’s  door.  No  luck.  I used  my  cigar  lighter. 
Still  no  luck.  So  I came  up  with  this  brilliant  idea.  I 
opened  the  window  and  ran  an  extension  cord  out  to  the 
car.  Got  my  wife’s  hair  dryer  and  started  to  thaw  the  door. 
No  luck.  Tried  again  with  dryer.  No  luck.  Reached  in  my 
pocket  and  took  out  car  keys.  Pressed  “unlock”.  Heard  a 
click.  Opened  car  door.  Went  back  in  house.  Put  cord 
and  dryer  away.  Marilyn  asked  did  you  get  it  open?  Yes, 
dear.  It  took  me  a while  but  I got  it  for  you.  I never  told 
her  the  truth  until  a few  days  later. 

When  I was  in  high  school  I used  to  fix  our  TV 
whenever  it  didn’t  work.  This  was  in  the  fifties.  I’d  take  all 
the  tubes  out.  Take  them  to  Bissell’s  in  Lee.  Check  the 
tubes  in  his  machine.  Find  the  bad  tube  and  replace  it. 
One  day  my  mother  said  the  TV  broke  again.  No  problem. 
I’ll  take  care  of  it  I said.  Went  to  Bissell’s,  found  the  tube 
that  didn’t  work.  Came  home  and  put  it  in  the  TV.  Didn’t 
work.  Told  my  mother  to  call  Bell  TV  to  fix  it.  Mr.  Bell 
came  and  my  mother  told  him  that  I tried  to  fix  it.  Well,  he 
said,  he  got  the  right  tube,  but  he  put  the  old  one  back  in 
the  TV.  I had  left  the  new  one  on  top  of  the  TV. 

I was  mowing  the  lawn  one  day.  There  was  our  dog 
chain  laying  in  the  grass  by  the  tree.  I figured  I could 
make  one  more  pass  before  I would  have  to  move  it. 
Wrong  idea.  The  mower  took  the  end  of  the  chain  and  put 
it  right  through  our  kitchen  window.  It’s  a good  thing 
Marilyn  wasn’t  doing  the  dishes  that  day. 

Yours  for  Tyringham. 

How  Beartown  got  its  name. 

A man  by  the  name  of  Hulett  or  Keep,  was  going  through 
the  woods  on  the  mountain  when  he  was  attacked  by  a bear. 

He  had  no  weapon  but  his  jackknife.  He  managed  to  get  on  the 
hear  s hack,  but  the  bear  got  his  arm  in  his  mouth  and  was 
munching  it.  While  in  the  grip  of  the  bear,  the  man  got  out  his 
knife  and  opening  the  blade  with  his  teeth  cut  the  hear 's  throat 
and  killed  him.  This  is  the  way  the  story  was  told  Mrs.  Church 
in  her  youth.  (Gleaner.  1 906) 
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Mr.  Nobody 


The  Mysterious  Mr.  Nobody 

Betty  Bean 

As  the  matriarch  of  a good-natured  but  often  spacey 
family,  my  mother  seemed  to  realize  early  on,  that  her  life 
would  be  much  easier  if  she  figured  out  a way  to  deal 
constructively  with  mysteriously  missing  articles,  broken 
items  and  spills.  She  never  made  us  feel  guilty  for  things 
that  happened  beyond  our  control.  Instead,  she  would 
always  shrug  her  shoulders  and  simply  say  ...  “Ahh,  Mr. 
Nobody  was  here  again.” 

When  milk  was  spilt,  doors  left  open,  keys  lost;  when 
we  tripped  going  upstairs  (which  my  entire  family  does  on 
a regular  basis)  that  pesky  Mr.  Nobody  was  at  it  again.  As 
a young  child,  I spent  many  hours  searching  for  this 
mysterious  guy.  I thought  him  quite  the  mischief-maker, 
and  I figured  out  that  he  must  be  one  of  my  father’s 
relatives  that  my  mother  so  often  wondered  out  loud 
about. 

For  over  50  years,  he  disappeared.  Imagine  my 
surprise  when  he  recently  reappeared  in  Tyringham. 
Hmmm  ...  cereal  boxes  found  in  the  refrigerator,  faucets 
left  on,  groceries  left  in  cars,  entire  conversations  not 
remembered,  and  guess  what?  He’s  taking  those  keys 
again.  MR.  NOBODY’S  BACK  IN  TOWN.  So  let  me 
formally  introduce  you  to  Tyringham’s  newest  resident. 

The  Mr.  Nobody  poem  was  written  in  1869  and,  of  course, 
the  author  is  unknown. 


I know  a funny  little  man. 

As  quiet  as  a mouse. 

Who  does  the  mischief  that  is  done 
In  everybody’s  house. 

There’s  no  one  ever  sees  his  face. 

And  yet  we  all  agree 

That  every  plate  we  break  was  cracked 

By  Mr.  Nobody. 

‘Tis  he  who  always  tears  our  books. 

Who  leaves  the  door  ajar. 

He  pulls  the  buttons  from  our  shirts. 

And  scatters  pins  afar; 

That  squeaking  door  will  always  squeak. 
For  prithee,  don’t  you  see. 

We  leave  the  oiling  to  be  done 
By  Mr.  Nobody.. 

He  puts  damp  wood  upon  the  fire. 

That  kettles  cannot  boil; 

His  are  the  feet  that  bring  in  mud. 

And  all  the  carpets  soil. 

The  papers  always  are  mislaid. 

Who  had  them  last  but  he? 

There’s  no  one  tosses  them  about 
But  Mr.  Nobody. 

The  finger  marks  upon  the  doors 
By  none  of  us  are  made; 

We  never  leave  the  blinds  unclosed, 

To  let  the  curtains  fade. 

The  ink  we  never  spill;  the  boots 
That  lying  round  you  see 
Are  not  our  boots;  - they  all  belong 
To  Mr.  Nobody. 


Betty-  Hiihley  Bean  and  her  hrothers.  Kip  and  John 
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The  Night-blooming  Cereus  - 
The  Mystery:  When  Will  it  Bloom? 

Dot  Choquette 

This  plant  is  a guessing  game.  When  not  in  bloom,  one 
might  wonder  why  anyone  would  keep  such  an  ugly, 
sprawling  plant!  But  the  delightfully  fragrant  and  beautiful 
bloom  is  worth  the  wait.  The  buds  develop  slowly,  leaving 
you  to  wonder  if  this  will  be  the  night  for  it  to  open.  The 
bloom  is  eight  to  ten  inches  in  diameter,  a bell  shape  of 


Epiphyliim  Oxypetaliim 


many  petals  of  a satiny  white  and  lasting  only  a few  hours. 

My  first  knowledge  of  the  Night-blooming  Cereus  was  in 
Bermuda  many  years  ago.  On  our  way  to  and  from  the  ferry 
to  Hamilton  from  Paget,  we  walked  past  a walled  garden 
where  we  could  see  huge  buds  on  this  plant  that  was 
climbing  a tree.  Every  day  we  expected  to  see  the  open 
flower.  That  day  never  came,  but  sometimes  in  the  evening 
we  were  treated  to  a lovely  scent. 

After  our  trip,  I learned  what  it  was  in  a garden  column 
in  The  Eagle,  written  by  the  late  Shirl  Fowler.  They  used  it 
to  have  parties  when  theirs  bloomed  in  their  greenhouse. 

On  one  occasion  we  wanted  to  go  up  to  Hayes  Pond  to 
fish  for  bullheads.  About  8 o’clock,  we  decided  the  bud 
wouldn’t  open  that  night  so  we  left.  When  we  got  home  at 
midnight  or  so,  the  moment  we  opened  the  door,  there  it 
was!  That  wonderful  scent  and  the  elusive  bloom  already 
beginning  to  droop. 

Did  we  catch  any  fish  that  night?  To  tell  the  truth,  I 
don’t  remember. 


The  former  Smith.  Murphy  and  Deely  house, 
now  owned  hy  Steve  Rubin  and  Jean  Moore 


Views  of  the  Valley 

Jean  Moore 

There  my  barn  and  house 
sugar  maple  young  and  spindly 
familiar  hills,  the  schoolhouse  too 
beyond  I know,  but 
who  is  that  woman  standing 
proud  in  my  yard,  by  a black  horse, 
both  standing  in  the  snow? 

You  in  your  long  dark  dress  not  even 
a coat  for  cover,  are  you  cold? 

I think  I see  a smile,  but 
faintly,  you  are  fading 
even  as  the  camera  holds  you — 
in  the  mind’s  eye  a life  floats 
up  and  gasps  for  air,  birth, 
girlhood,  marriage,  children,  old  age 
a good  death  if  you  are  lucky,  but 
your  heart — the  mystery 
your  deepest  hopes  and  dreams 
what  you  really  wish  and  think 
what  you  loved  and  lost 
what  you  tell  the  world 
they  who  know  you,  but 
the  mystery 

Who  is  that  woman  in  my  yard 
image  seared  upon  a page? 

Will  another  see  me  ages  hence 
standing  in  the  snow  and  wonder? 


Two  Tyringham  Shaker  Sisters 

Mysteries  of  the  Tyringham  Shakers  Unmasked! 

Stephen  Paterwic 

To  the  Shakers  their  society  at  Tyringham  (1792-1875) 
was  always  a bit  mysterious  and  rarely  visited  by  other 
Believers,  even  some  of  the  leaders.  For  example,  the 
Central  Ministry  of  the  Shakers,  which  had  general 
supervision  of  all  the  communities,  paid  their  first  visit 
in  30  years  to  Tyringham  in  1857.  It  is  not  surprising 
therefore  that  people  in  the  town  of  Tyringham  and  its 
environs  would  view  the  Shakers  of  Tyringham  with 
some  curiosity  and  mystery.  During  the  1840s,  for 
instance,  stories  abounded  about  the  goings  on  at 
Mount  Horeb  during  Shaker  outdoor  worship.  One  tale 
has  it  that  Satan  was  cornered  and  cast  into  the  ground 
digging  deeper  and  deeper  with  clam  shells  attached 
to  his  hands.  Such  images  stood  in  stark  contrast  to 
the  rows  of  neat  buildings  of  the  society,  their  well  run 
farms  and  mills,  and  the  dignified  appearance  of  indi- 
vidual Shakers  as  they  were  glimpsed  interacting  with 
the  town’s  people.  Certainly  Brother  Freeman  Stanley 
and  Brother  Michael  McCue  as  trustees  were  actively 
involved  with  town  affairs  as  were  other  Shakers.  Yet 
in  spite  of  this,  there  always  has  been  a desire  to  really 
know  what  went  on  in  that  society  located  on  a steep, 
shadowy  hill  above  the  town. 

Of  all  the  mysteries  that  have  captured  the  imagina- 
tion over  the  years,  the  greatest  one  has  been  that  at 
one  point  in  the  middle  years  of  the  nineteenth  century 
scores  of  young  people  fled  the  community  during  the 
depths  of  winter  to  marry  or  be  free  of  the  oppressive 
rules.  Thoughts  of  young  lovers  escaping  through  the 
snow  to  begin  a new  life  away  from  those  that  would 
break  the  natural  spirit  of  the  young,  are  popular  myths 
connected  with  the  Shakers  and  feed  a romanticism 
that  many  find  pleasant  to  contemplate.  Of  course  such 
flights  of  fancy  do  not  often  match  the  reality  of  the 
situation,  and  at  Tyringham  this  is  also  the  case. 


Since  almost  no  journal  records  have  yet  surfaced 
that  chronicle  day  to  day  life  in  the  society,  and  Shakers 
elsewhere  almost  never  even  mention  Tyringham, 
another  layer  has  been  added  to  the  myth,  and  that  is 
that  Shaker  elders  forbid  others  to  speak  of  the  mass 
departure  and  purposely  did  not  write  it  down.  Again 
this  sounds  intriguing,  but  it  is  not  true. 

Piecing  together  the  story  of  the  departures,  the 
earliest  written  account  dates  from  1886.  Using  that 
reference  and  others,  the  supposed  mass  departure 
occurred  during  January,  1858.  Since  Shaker  journal 
records  apparently  do  not  survive,  the  Massachusetts 
State  Census  of  1855  and  the  federal  census  of  1860 
can  be  used  to  see  what  changes  occurred  in  the 
population  of  the  Tyringham  Shaker  society.  When 
this  is  done,  every  member  of  the  North  or  Second 
Family  is  still  present  or  accounted  for  between  1855 
and  1860.  It  is  therefore  the  Church  Family  that  must 
have  suffered  the  loss  since  it  declined  from  55  mem- 
bers in  1855  to  just  34  in  1860.  A closer  examination  of 
the  census,  however,  shows  that  almost  all  of  the  people 
who  are  missing  were  young.  Their  ages  ranged  from 
9 to  21  years  old,  yet  none  of  the  girls  was  over  21 
years  of  age,  and  just  two  of  the  boys  were  over  18 
years  of  age.  The  average  age  of  the  entire  group 
was  13  years  old.  This  strongly  argues  against  the 
mass  departures  being  anything  connected  with  couples 
fleeing  to  marry.  In  fact,  the  majority  of  the  children 
departing  were  sib-lings  of  the  same  sex. 

The  society  at  Tyringham  had  for  many  decades 
been  filled  with  children,  making  up  more  than  half  the 
population.  The  departures  of  1858  were  a correction  of 
numbers  necessary  as  the  community  down-sized  its 
operations  to  cope  with  the  increasing  smaller  number  of 
adults  and  aging  membership.  It  is,  of  course,  more 
interesting  to  conjure  up  romantic  trysts  among  the  young 
Shakers  since  the  society  had  always  been  an  object  of 
speculation  and  curiosity.  The  reality  is  more  mundane 
and  fully  in  accord  of  what  we  know  was  occurring  all  over 
Shakerdom  during  this  time. 


Shaker 
settlement 
at  Fernskle 


Shaker  expert.  Stephen .).  Paterwic  lectured  in  Tyringham  a few  years 
ago  on  the  mysterious  Shaker  exodus.  He  is  a math  teacher  in  (Vest 
Springfield  and  the  recent  author  of  Historical  Dictionan'  of  the  Shakers 
(Scarecrow  Press:  2008) 
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Neil  Curtin 


Where’s  Lyle  Taylor? 

Neil  Curtin 

Sometime  in  the  middle  of  summer,  years  back  - I 
was  probably  15  at  the  time  - the  old  farmer  I used  to 
work  for,  Lyle  Taylor,  had  a trailer  down  here  parked  in 
front  of  Canon’s  farm.  He  was  retired  and  had  sold  his 
place. 

The  night  before  the  day  I’m  talking  about  was  a 
holiday,  maybe  Memorial  Day,  and  Lyle  drank  most  of  his 
big  bottle  of  whiskey.  Old  Grandad.  He  was  feeling  pretty 
good  the  night  before.  But  next  morning  he  was  a little 
grouchy  - he  had  a hangover  - and  I asked  him  about 
going  fishing.  “Yep,  we’re  going,”  said  Lyle. 

Well,  Lyle,  Harvey  Choquette  and  me  got  in  the  car 
and  went  to  Hayes  pond.  I told  him,  “Taylor,  it’s  gonna 
rain  today  so  wear  your  boots  and  I said  pull  them  way  up 
so  after  it  rains  your  pants  won’t  get  all  wet”.  He  said  all 
right  and  he  pulled  his  boots  up. 

So  the  three  of  us  we  went  to  Hayes  Pond  and  there 
was  an  old  boat  up  there  owned  by  Newt  Heath’s  brother, 
Elton  Heath,  from  East  Lee.  He  kept  it  tied  up  there  with 
a piece  of  rope,  and  anyone  could  use  it.  It  wasn’t  a 
normal  boat;  it  was  a little  shorter  - probably  only  about 
ten  feet,  square  at  both  ends,  with  three  seats.  So  we  got 
in  that  boat  - in  those  days  we  didn’t  have  motors  - and 
we  rowed  up  to  the  other  end  of  the  pond,  so  we  said  we’ll 
fish  right  here.  Harvey  put  his  anchor  down.  I was  in  the 
middle,  just  done  rowing,  and  the  anchor  in  the  front  was 
a little  large,  with  a plastic  clothes  line.  I thought  it  would 
be  a little  heavy  for  Lyle  because  Lyle  was  77  - my  age 
now  - so  I said,  “Taylor  you  want  me  to  let  that  anchor 
down  for  you?”  Of  course,  he  got  mad  at  me  for  even 
asking.  He  started  yelling,  “I  can  let  it  down!”  I said  ok. 
So  he’s  sitting  there  monkeying  with  it  getting  ready  to 


put  it  down,  and  I started  to  get  a worm  to  get  my  fish  pole 
ready  and  the  boat  kind  of  rocked  a little  and  then  we 
heard  SPLASH  II A big  SPLASH.  I was  startled  and  I 
turned  around  to  look.  No  Taylor.  He  was  gone.  He’s 
not  in  the  boat.  So  there’s  the  mystery.  Where’s 
Taylor?  I didn’t  say  anything  to  Harvey  - we  didn’t  have 
time.  Then  I looked  over  the  side  of  the  boat  and 
probably  twelve  feet  down  I could  see  a felt  hat  coming 
back  up,  I saw  it  slowly  coming  up,  and  I grabbed  him  by 
the  collar  of  his  coat  and  I had  him.  It  was  Taylor.  His 
glasses  had  gotten  knocked  off  and  were  hanging  off  one 
ear.  His  felt  hat  was  munched  right  down  over  his  head 
from  the  force  of  hitting  the  water.  So  I told  Harvey, 
“Lean  on  the  other  side  heavy  so  it  won’t  tip  over,  and  I’ll 
pull  him  in.”  So  Harvey  hung  way  off  that  side  and  I 
pulled  Taylor  back  in  the  boat.  Then  he  started  talking. 

He  was  all  right.  He  straightened  out  his  glasses.  Pulled 
out  his  old  pocket  watch  he  always  carried,  and  he  said 
that  was  still  ticking.  And  he  said,  “Jeez,  I never  fell  out 
of  a boat  into  a pond  in  my  life  and  I had  to  live  77  years 
to  do  it.”  “What  happened?”  I asked  him.  He  said,  “I 
don’t  know”.  He  said  he  took  the  rope  - it  was  a plastic 
clothes  line  - good  thing  it  wasn’t  a regular  clothes  line,  it 
would  have  tightened  into  a knot  and  we  probably  would 
have  never  got  him  out.  But  with  a plastic  clothes  line  if 
you  let  it  go  loose,  it’ll  loosen  up  quick  unless  you  got  it 
tied.  So  he  took  and  wrapped  it  around  his  wrist  3 or  4 
times  so  he  wouldn’t  lose  the  anchor  and  then  he  kicked 
the  anchor  off  into  the  pond  but  it  was  too  heavy  and 
took  him  right  behind  it,  right  down  to  where  it  hit  the 
bottom  - about  14  feet.  When  he  hit  bottom,  the  rope 
loosened  up  and  unconsciously  he  pulled  his  hand  out. 

So  then  he  started  chewing  at  me.  It  was  my  fault. 
Said  I rocked  the  boat.  But  I never  rocked  the  boat,  it 
was  the  anchor  falling  off.  So  I said  we’re  going  home. 
But  he  says,  no,  no  we’re  going  to  fish.  His  lips  were  all 
blue.  He  was  chewing  at  me.  His  boots  were  full  of 
water.  Finally  he  said,  “I  can’t  take  it  any  more.  I’m 
cold.” 

So  we  went  home. 
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Who  Was  That  Mysterious  Ghost? 

Karen  (Winters)  Williams 

When  I was  a little  kid,  Halloween,  especially  Trick  or 
Treat  night,  was  one  of  the  best  nights  of  the  year.  (When 
I became  a big  kid,  Halloween  was  still  one  of  the  best 
nights  of  the  year,  but  by  then  it  had  stretched  into  three 
nights.... adding  doorbell  night,  and  cabbage  night  to  trick 
or  treat  night.  But  that’s  an  entirely  different  story.) 

To  get  back  to  the  little  kids  night  - we  would  all  meet 
in  the  church  basement  in  our  costumes  to  pick  up  our 
UNICEF  cans  to  collect  pennies  while  we  were  trick  or 
treating.  We  would  meet  back  there  when  we  were 
finished  to  have  a Halloween  party. 

One  particular  night  still  stands  out  in  my  mind,  and  it’s 
been  a long  time  since  I was  a little  kid.  We  were  all 
sitting  around  enjoying  the  goodies  that  the  ladies  in  town 
had  made  while  discussing  who  had  given  the  best  treats 
when  the  door  flew  open  and  down  the  steps  came  a huge 
ghost.  It  ran  around  the  room  terrifying  the  kids  and 
jumping  menacingly  at  the  adults  (who  probably  knew  who 
it  was.  If  they  didn’t,  I’m  going  to  let  the  cat  out  of  the 
bag).  This  ghost  was  at  least  ten  feet  tall,  dressed  in  a 
sheet  and  work  boots  and  was  brandishing  a very,  very 
long  knife.  He  ran  out  the  door  as  quick  as  he  came  in, 
never  to  be  seen  again.  After  he  left  and  everyone 
calmed  down,  there  was  much  speculation  about  who  it 
could  have  been.  I don’t  think  anyone  ever  figured  it  out, 
and  eventually  we  forgot  about  it. 

Many  years  later,  after  I was  married,  I was  sitting  at 
my  mother’s  (Evelyn  Winters)  kitchen  table  watching  her 
carve  a roast.  I looked  at  the  knife  she  was  using,  and  I 
immediately  flashed  back  to  that  night  when  the  knife- 
wielding  ghost  had  made  a visit  to  our  Halloween  party. 

For  a brief  moment  it  was  a ten-foot  tall  ghost  that  was 
carving  that  roast.  The  knife  was  much  smaller  than  I had 
remembered,  but  it  was  definitely  the  knife.  As  I sat  there 
the  ghost  turned  back  into  my  mother.  I must  have  been 
looking  at  her  strangely  because  she  asked  me  what  was 
wrong.  I said,  “You  were  the  ghost,  weren’t  you?”  She 
threw  back  her  head  and  laughed  and  laughed,  thus 
answering  the  question:  WHO  was  that  mysterious  ghost? 


Evelyn  Winters  and  "Red”  (Ken)  Winters 


Mike  and  Madison  Curtin 


Who  are  the  New  Hunters  in  Tyringham? 

John  Curtin 

One  of  them  is  Madison  Curtin,  who,  for  the  first 
time  in  her  young  life,  shot  a 21 -pound  turkey  with  a 
single  shot,  using  a .410  shotgun.  The  doomed 
turkey  was  behind  John  Curtin’s  house.  With  her  was 
her  Dad,  Mike  Curtin. 

The  other  one  is  Colby  Curtin  (also  with  his  Dad, 
Mike),  who  shot  a deer  in  New  York  State,  using 
musket,  or  black  powder.  His  first  time,  too. 

Mike  got  his  first  deer  behind  John’s  house  when 
he  was  12  years  old,  using  a bow  and  arrow. 

Strong  genes  in  this  family? 


John  and  Colby  Curtin 
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The  Psychic  in  Our  Midst 

Sister  Mary  Ruth 


Over  the  years,  our  "rescue  dog”,  Trooper,  has 
appeared  in  the  issues  of  “Tyringham  Topics”.  You  will 
never  believe  that  a story  about  him  also  qualifies  for  this 
year’s  theme,  “Mysteries  and  Unexplained  Phenomena”. 
You  see,  we  had  discovered  early  on,  that  among  the 
many  other  endearing  qualities  that  he  possesses  (and 
sometimes  not  so  endearing,  i.e.  “shoe  chewing”),  he  is 
also  possesses  psychic  powers. 

We  first  became  aware  of  this  power  one  winter  when 
we  were  beginning  to  have  trouble  with  frozen  heads  in 
various  areas  of  our  fire  sprinkler  system.  One  day,  when 
we  were  eating  our  dinner.  Trooper  walked  right  into  our 
refectory  (dining  room)  - a room  which  is  off  limits  for  him. 
We  tried  to  shoo  him  out  but  he  boldly  came  right  back. 

He  seemed  to  be  very  agitated.  So,  a few  of  us  followed 
him  (raced,  that  is)  right  to  the  chapter  room  (where  we 
have  meetings).  As  soon  as  we  got  there,  we  saw  water 
pouring  out  of,  gushing  out  of,  several  sprinkler  heads, 
which  soon  flooded  the  entire  room. 

The  broken  sprinkler  heads  caused  the  fire  alarm  to  go 
off  and  in  no  time  at  all  the  Tyringham  Fire  Department 
was  pulling  up  to  our  front  door  and  the  firemen  were 
running  into  the  monastery  to  put  out  the  fire,  only  to 
discover  an  abundance  of  water  instead.  Gallant  as  they 
are,  they  turned  into  a mop  and  bucket  brigade  instead. 

That  was  one  of  the  first  experiences  we  had  of 
Trooper’s  uncanny  ability  to  predict  disaster.  Following 
that,  his  talent  has  been  demonstrated  in  other  emergency 
situations. 

One  day  one  of  the  Sisters  had  fallen  in  a more  remote 
part  of  the  monastery.  Trooper  was  with  her  and  kept  on 
running  down  the  hall  from  one  Sister’s  office  to  the  next 
in  order  to  get  help.  He’d  run  up  to  one  of  us  and  tried  to 
make  us  follow  him  to  where  the  Sister  had  fallen.  Since 
he  was  very  purposeful  in  his  activity,  we  understood  that 
he  was  not  playing  but  was  alerting  us  to  a mishap. 

Indeed,  it  was  quite  serious.  Sister  had  torn  ligaments  in 
her  shoulder  which  necessitated  a trip  to  the  emergency 
room. 


Trooper  at  work 


Another  time  one  of  the  Sisters  was  in  serious  pain. 

She  walked  down  the  hall,  past  where  Trooper  was  lying, 
but  did  not  even  look  at  him.  However,  he  got  up, 
followed  her  down  the  hall  to  a room  where  she  sat  down 
trying  to  relieve  the  pain.  Trooper  looked  at  her  and  then 
stood  up  and  puts  his  paws  on  her  lap,  to  let  her  know  that 
he  knew  something  was  wrong. 

On  July  20th  Mother  Mary  Emmanuel  was  called  to  the 
phone  and  there  heard  the  sad  news  that  her  oldest 
brother  had  died  following  a long  illness.  As  she  entered 
the  little  room  where  the  phone  was.  Trooper  stayed  at  her 
side,  lying  at  her  feet.  Once  she  left  the  telephone  room. 
Trooper  followed  her  and  stayed  with  her  for  a long  time. 

Another  Sister  had  out-patient  surgery  on  her  hand. 
When  she  got  home.  Trooper  came  over  to  where  she  was 
sitting  in  the  community  room.  He  sat  directly  in  front  of 
her,  looked  her  in  the  eye,  put  one  of  his  paws  in  her  lap 
and  lay  his  cheek  gently  on  her  open  hand.  He  then  ran 
off  - happy  as  a clam. 

Whenever  we  are  at  recreation  together.  Trooper 
always  makes  sure  to  sit  next  to  a Sister  whom  he  thinks 
might  need  him  to  be  with  her.  It’s  uncanny  at  times,  for 
he  might  lay  next  to  a Sister  who’s  tired  or  who  has  had  a 
hard  day.  He  often  goes  to  Mother’s  office  because  he 
figures  it’s  a “big  job”  to  be  the  superior  and  she  just  might 
need  him  to  stay  with  her  for  a while. 

We  think  that  Trooper  is  an  angel  in  disguise. 


A Modern  Ghost  Story 

Tonio  Palmer 

Not  all  ghost  stories  need  be  from  the  distant  past. 
Read  on: 

Over  the  past  years  we  have  donated  a weekend  at 
our  house.  Hickory  Farm,  for  a fundraising  event  at  our 
church  in  Mountain  Lakes,  New  Jersey.  A group  of 
women  have  won  the  house  a number  of  times.  They 
like  to  escape  for  a “girls’  weekend”  - no  kids,  husbands 
or  pets.  When  I saw  the  theme  for  this  year’s 
Tyringham  Topics,  I wrote  one  of  the  women  and  asked 
her  to  retell  her  experience  from  their  last  visit.  Below  is 
her  e-mail: 

“After  going  to  bed  the  first  night  of  our  “all  girls” 
weekend  at  Hickory  Farm,  I woke  up  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  to  the  sound  of  male  voices  and  footsteps  in  the 
hallway.  It  did  not  alarm  me  for  some  unknown  reason 
and  I went  back  to  sleep.  When  I woke  up  the  next  day 
and  mentioned  it  to  everyone,  we  all  got  chills  and 
realized  something  spooky  had  occurred.  When  we 
retold  the  story  to  Barbara  (Palmer),  she  said,  of  course, 
it  was  Tonio’s  Dad,  since  he  was  probably  happy  to  have 
a house  full  of  ladies.” 

For  those  readers  who  knew  my  father,  Kay  Palmer, 
there  can  be  no  other  explanation!  Ever  the  gracious 
host,  how  could  he  not  make  an  appearance? 
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Tonio  and  Henrik  Palmer 


The  Mysterious  Tyringham 
Morels 

Hilary  Somers  Deely 

For  years,  when  I lived  in 
Tyringham,  at  Normal  Corners,  I 
would  listen  to  the  wonderful 
stories  of  the  “armloads”  of  Morel 
mushrooms  {Morcella  Esculenta) 
that  were  to  be  found  on  the 
Cobble.  Bill  Roehrick  would  often 
come  by  and  have  a cup  of  tea, 
and  as  he  knew  I had  a passion  for 
mushroom  hunting,  he  would  tease 
me  with  stores  of  the  great  hauls 
that  he,  and  Ag  Curtin  before  him, 
had  made  while  hiking  the  Cobble. 
In  fact.  Bill  would  add  that  he  didn’t 
even  need  to  hike  the  Cobble.  He 
often  found  them  “by  the  bucketful” 
on  the  side  of  the  road. 

And  so  the  mystery  began. 

And  I hiked,  and  hiked,  and  hunted,  and  hunted,  and  I 
can  honestly  say  that  I have  NEVER  found  a Morel 
mushroom  on  the  Tyringham  Cobble!  Which  is  NOT  to 
say  that  Bill  was  fibbing.  I’m  sure  he  wasn’t.  But  it  IS  to 
say  that  mushrooms  are  elusive  characters  which  will 
appear,  on  some  misty  morning,  when  you  may  least 
expect  them.  As  Susan  Goldhor  of  The  Boston 
Mycological  Club  (the  oldest  mushroom  club  in  North 
America)  puts  it:  “(they  are)... the  mysterious  creatures 
that  spring  up  from  the  earth  at  their  own  sweet  will”. 

So,  I wish  I could  solve  the  mystery  of  the  glamorous 
Morel  - which  we  all  covet  - but  I’m  afraid  that  I’m  still 
searching  in  Tyringham.  The  one  general  tip  I will  give 
you  to  help  you  in  your  hunt  for  this  devilishly  difficult-to- 
find  ‘shroom  is  what  my  mother  told  me.  “In  the 
Berkshires,  at  least,  look  under  old  ash  and  apple  trees.” 
Other  than  that,  we  are  all  CLUELESS! 

Any  tips  on  Morel  spotting  may  be  sent  to 
Hilaryhsd@aol.com. 


The  Keeper  of  the  Manse 

Marilyn  Fennelly 

This  is  a true  story  about  living  on  the  outskirts  of  a 
small  New  England  town  in  the  fabulous  Berkshire  Hills, 
that  one  chooses  to  believe,  or  maybe  not. 

Our  small  family  of  four  rented  a large  old  colonial 
home  for  the  winter  of  1975  while  our  old  home,  which 
we  had  purchased  in  a neighboring  town,  underwent 
major  rehab  and  was  not  habitable.  We  knew  the 
owners  very  well  and  they  left  their  home  turnkey  ready. 
We  were  allowed  to  use  only  the  new  section  of  the 
house,  built  in  the  1860s  during  the  Civil  War,  due  to  the 
fact  that  there  were  a lot  of  antiques  in  the  old  section. 
With  two  young  children,  this  was  a very  good  idea. 

It  had  a beautiful  large  kitchen  with  a fireplace  mantel, 
which  held  a small  mantel  clock  that  needed  to  be 
wound.  It  had  stopped  when  we  got  there  so  I wound  it 
and  nothing  happened.  I thought  I had  over-wound  it,  so 
I was  going  to  ‘fess  up  to  breaking  it  when  we  moved  out. 
The  kitchen  had  a large  island  counter  in  the  center  and 
a small  nook  with  a table  to  eat  at  and  windows  to 
overlook  the  valley.  Our  little  daughter  loved  to  climb  up 
on  the  counter  and  dance  around,  never  falling. 

One  day  I had  the  urge  to  crochet  and  found  some 
yarn  and  a hook  that  was  in  the  house,  and  I made  a 
pocketbook,  never  having  done  this  before.  I was  also 
inclined  to  knit  now  and  never  had  before.  What  was 
this  strangle  inclination,  to  all  of  a sudden  be  able  to 
create? 

The  stairs  to  the  second  floor  of  our  new  abode  were 
steep  and  had  four  steps  to  a landing  and  a turn  with  ten 
more  steps  to  the  bedrooms.  Out  little  one  fell  the  full 
length  of  this  staircase  and  was  not  hurt.  She  cried  but 
there  was  not  even  a black  and  blue  mark  because  I 
think  she  was  cushioned  by  something  or  someone. 

There  were  three  bedrooms  and  two  bathrooms  on 
the  second  floor  for  our  use.  Our  son  had  the  bedroom 
nearest  the  old  section  of  the  house.  There  was  a door 
that  had  a hook  near  the  top,  which  was  the  entrance  to 
the  old  section,  and  he  could  not  reach  this  hook. 

One  night  I awoke  to  hear  him  screaming  and  went  to 
his  aid.  I found  him  under  the  bed  with  his  blanket. 


Marilyn  Fennelly 


When  I entered  the  room  I had  a very  strange  feeling.  The 
rocking  chair  near  the  window  was  rocking  and  I tried  to  get 
my  son  out  from  under  the  bed.  He  said,  “someone  is  in  the 
chair  and  talking  to  me  and  I am  not  coming  out”.  I,  of 
course,  did  not  see  anyone.  I got  him  quieted  down  and 
turned  around  to  see  that  the  door  was  unlocked. 

The  next  day  I did  some  investigating  of  my  own  and 
found  that  the  stairway  on  the  other  side  of  that  door  had  a 
very  large  portrait  of  the  previous  owner  of  this  house.  When 
I walked  past  it,  the  eyes  followed  me  and  it  just  gave  me 
the  creeps.  We  put  a chair  under  the  doorknob,  and  locked 
the  hook,  and  never  went  into  this  section  again. 

The  feelings  that  I got  from  this  spirit  were  reassuring.  I 
never  feared  for  myself  or  my  children.  My  three-year-old 
had  the  bedroom  next  to  ours  and  she  would  be  talking  in 
the  middle  of  the  night  as  if  to  someone.  I think  that  this 
spirit  liked  children  and  watched  over  them  for  me.  At  least 
this  is  what  I hoped.  While  in  town  one  day,  a previous 
occupant  asked  us,  “Have  you  met  Uncle  Gilbert  yet?” 

At  Christmas  time  I made  a pinecone  wreath  as  a table 
decoration  and  lit  the  candle  in  the  center  of  it.  While 
putting  the  children  down  for  the  evening  I smelled  smoke 
and  ran  downstairs  only  to  find  the  wreath  half  burned  and 
the  fire  totally  out.  No  one  else  was  in  the  house  except 
our  keeper. 

We  moved  out  in  June  after  spending  the  winter  with 
Uncle  Gilbert,  our  friendly  keeper.  When  the  owner  came 
back  I asked,  “Were  you  able  to  start  the  clock?”  She 
said,  “It  was  running  when  I got  here.”  I did  not  have  to 
explain  anything  to  her.  I think  she  knew  the  keeper  very 
well. 

Do  you  believe?  I do! 


Here 's  a mysterious  remedy! 

If  anyone  has  to  settle  any  just  claim  by  way  of  a lawsuit,  let 
him  take  some  of  the  largest  kind  of  sage  and  write  the  name  of 
the  hvelve  apostles  on  the  leaves,  and  put  them  in  his  shoes 
before  entering  the  courthouse,  and  he  shall  certainly  gain  the 
suit.  (.J.G.  Hohman,  1819) 


The  Mystery  of  the  Cave 

Donna  Drake 

As  a child  growing  up  in  our  little  town, 
there’s  a tale  that  was  told  all  around. 

It  told  of  a cave  on  the  Cobble  up  high, 

of  course  my  first  questions  were  where,  how  and  why. 

No  one  could  answer  these  questions  of  mine, 

So  my  adventure  began,  to  see  what  I could  find. 

Day  after  day  and  week  after  week, 

I searched  and  I climbed  with  nary  a peek, 
at  this  hidden  cave  that  was  supposed  to  be  - 
The  one  that  kept  eluding  me. 

With  black  and  blue  shins  and  skinned  up  knees, 
and  also  many  stings  from  a family  of  bees, 

I gave  up  my  quest  and  headed  on  home, 
feeling  beaten  and  tired  and  oh  so  alone. 

I never  discovered  the  cave  as  told, 

and  now  I’ll  never  know,  ‘cause  I’m  too  damn  old! 

Do  you  think  that  the  tale  that  was  told  was  true? 

Then  I guess  that  the  quest  is  now  up  to  you! 


The  Ward  McCarthy  Barns  and  house 


CBG 


Haunted  Barn  ? 

Mary  Curtin-Errichetto 

I have  very  fond  memories  of  growing  up  in  Tyringham. 
Kathy  Fennelly  and  I used  to  walk  from  her  house  to  mine 
and  vice  versa,  and  when  we  walked  at  night  by  “Ward’s 
(McCarthy)  Barn”,  we  would  be  scared  to  death.  We  were 
sure  it  was  haunted. 

Thank  God  we  are  still  here  today! 


12 


Richard  Greene  and  Mack 


An  interview  with  Dr.  Richard  Greene, 
Mystery  Writer 

Roberta  Myers 

Dr.  Richard  Greene  lives  with  his  wife,  Lindsay 
Crampton,  an  internist,  and  their  son,  Mark,  an 
engineering  student,  in  Tyringham’s  Goose  Pond 
section.  He  is  the  author  of  two  Dr.  Charlie  Davids 
suspense  stories.  Midnight  Rounds  and  The  Day  after 
Midnight,  published  by  Gadd  Books.  I interviewed  Dr. 
Greene  for  this  issue  of  Tyringham  Topics. 

TT:  Dr.  Greene,  How  did  you  become  an  author? 

RG:  First,  let  me  say  I’m  not  a real  author.  I am  just  a 
guy  with  a day  job  he  likes  a lot  who  dabbles  in  writing 
and  is  pleasantly  surprised  at  this  modest  literary 
success. 

I’ve  always  enjoyed  writing,  primarily  because  my 
parents  celebrated  all  things  creative  and  it  got  into  my 
blood  stream.  As  an  undergraduate  at  the  University  of 
Rhode  Island,  I had  almost  a minor  in  English  and  wrote 
long  letters  to  friends.  Of  course,  medical  studies  (at 
Albany  Medical  College)  didn’t  allow  time  for  pleasure 
writing  or  even  reading.  After  medical  school,  I took  a 
residency  at  BMC  and  later  worked  at  Fairview  ER  while 
living  in  Dalton.  Suddenly  I had  blocks  of  time  at  night 
and  rediscovered  reading.  In  addition  to  heavier  stuff  I 
found  light  detective  stories  diverting  and  eventually 
tried  my  hand  at  writing  one.  It  was  short  and  the 
characters  two-dimensional.  I finished  it  up  and  put  it 
aside  with  no  intention  of  marketing  it.  Only  my  friends 
and  family  read  it. 

I became  a dermatologist,  married  and  returned  to 
the  Berkshires  where  I have  an  office  in  Pittsfield.  A 
patient,  Cia  Elkin  (who  is  an  editor),  asked  to  see  my 
book  and  I demurred.  But  she  is  persistent  and 
eventually  I gave  it  to  her.  After  years  in  technical 
publishing,  her  husband,  Larry  Gadd,  was  about  to 
launch  his  life-long  dream  of  starting  Gadd  & Co.  - a 
publishing  house  focusing  on  fiction.  They  offered  to 
coach  me  and  to  publish  the  book.  Midnight  Rounds 
became  the  new  company’s  first  book.  It  is  now  in  its 
second  printing. 


TT:  What  is  Midnight  Rounds  about? 

RG:  Dr.  Charlie  Davids  is  a mild-mannered  internist  who 
lives  in  Dalton  and  works  at  the  Fairview  Hospital  ER.  He 
is  a magnet  for  trouble.  Charlie  becomes  involuntarily 
embroiled  with  the  mob,  who  need  discrete,  clandestine 
medical  assistance.  Charlie’s  challenge  is  to  extricate 
himself  from  the  mob  while  wooing  his  friend  Patty,  a 
pharmacist. 

TT:  And  the  second  book,  The  Day  After  Midnight? 

RG:  This  is  two  years  later.  Charlie  and  Patty  are  young 
marrieds  living  in  Great  Barrington  when  past  troubles 
return.  This  time  Charlie  faces  the  FBI  and  the  mob  but 
not  alone.  Patty  is  by  his  side  and  this  is  very  much  her 
book  as  well. 

TT:  You  lived  in  Dalton  and  worked  at  Fairview  ER. 

Are  your  stories  autobiographical? 

RG:  I wrote  stories  about  what  I knew,  of  course,  but  my 
fictional  characters  are  not  my  family,  or  me,  even  if  we  do 
have  a dog  named  Mack.  Since  I invent  my  characters,  I 
can  have  them  expound  on  whatever  I wish  as  long  as  it 
enhances  the  story.  That  is  fun. 

TT:  Tell  us  how  you  learned  the  craft  of  writing. 

RG:  I wrote  vignettes  to  flesh  out  the  story.  Then  I wrote 
them  again  and  again  and  incorporated  them  into  the  plot. 

I wrote  and  rewrote  under  Larry  and  Cia’s  tutelage  and 
discovered  writing  a mystery  is  rather  like  making 
Thanksgiving  dinner.  You  create  a menu  with  various 
courses.  You  need  quality  and  smoothness  in  your 
presentation.  You  want  each  course  to  be  appetizing  and 
interesting  and  you  want  everything  to  come  together 
properly. 

TT:  What  do  you  hope  to  accomplish  with  your 
writing? 

RG:  I hope  to  capture  the  reader’s  interest  in  both  the 
story  and  the  characters.  Ideally,  the  reader  should  care 
about  the  characters  and  what  happens  to  them.  There 
should  be  clues,  tension  mounting,  and  emotion.  There 
are  undercurrents  and  other  stories  woven  together. 

These  sub-plots  give  me  a chance  to  comment  on  a 
variety  of  things:  What  goes  on  in  an  ER,  the  Berkshires, 
small  town  life,  the  state  of  medical  care  in  our  country, 
patients  and  doctors,  the  journeys  of  starting  out  as  a 
physician,  young  married  life,  philosophy  and  religion,  for 
example.  Along  the  way,  the  reader  should  laugh, 
experience  emotion  and  learn  something.  If  this  happens, 

I count  it  a success. 

**★ 

Haves  Pond,  which  ought  to  have  a more  romantic  name,  is 
the  source  oj  Hop  Brook  and  until  the  sale  to  the  ladies  from 
Yonkers,  was  a reservoir  for  the  Stedman  Rake  Factory  in 
Tyringham.  It  originally  covered  22  acres,  but  now  covers  48 
acres...  The  water  is  twenty-five  feet  deep....  it  is  very  clear. 
(Gleaner.  1908) 
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A Wing  and  a Prayer 

Catherine  Clucas 

There  was  an  evening  chill 
and  an  early  fall  frost  had 
begun  to  blanket  the  ground.  I 
was  minutes  away  from  getting 
into  my  car  to  spend  a few 
hours  with  friends  when  I heard 
a familiar,  dreaded  thud  against 
the  wall  of  glass  windows.  In 
that  instant,  I knew  that  another 
feathered  casualty  had  fallen. 

Taking  a few  deep  breaths  and  a reluctant  step  towards 
the  unknown,  I slid  the  barn  door  open  only  to  find  a small, 
dazed  bird  twitching  ever  so  slightly  on  the  ground.  Its 
little  wing  was  bent  in  such  a way  I thought  it  would  never 
fly  again,  let  alone  live  through  the  night. 

Determined  to  do  whatever  I could  to  save  and  give 
solace  to  this  helpless  creature,  I went  back  into  my  barn 
to  get  my  fire  gloves  by  my  warm  wood  stove,  and  I 
proceeded  to  pick  up  the  terrified  little  body  as  gently  as 
possible.  Cupping  it  in  my  hands,  I gingerly  stroked  the 
wounded  wing.  Our  eyes  met  and  my  throat  swelled  at 
the  thought  of  the  possibility  of  having  to  put  this  hopeless 
little  soul  out  of  its  misery. 

With  time  not  on  my  side,  I quickly  walked  down  to  my 
clothes  line  to  get  a flannel  sheet  that  had  been  drying  in 
the  sun  all  day.  I laid  the  sheet  on  the  stone  step  outside 
the  very  glass  door  the  wayward  bird  had  flown  into,  and 
as  gently  as  I could,  I laid  the  bird  down  on  the  warmth  of 
the  blanket.  I placed  a half  eaten  apple  from  the  old  apple 
tree  knowing  full  well  it  was  a futile  attempt  to  save  the 
creature. 

After  apologizing  profusely,  and  thanking  the  gods  no 
one  was  within  earshot  of  my  lost  conversation  with  this 
stunned  animal,  I proceeded  with  my  evening.  I was  sure 
that  if  anyone  had  heard  me.  I’d  be  locked  up. 

I looked  back  once  more  with  a heavy  heart,  but 
knowing  I had  done  all  I could  to  comfort  the  bird. 

I had  all  but  forgotten  the  early  start  of  my  evening 
after  immersing  myself  in  the  welcome  distraction  of 
dinner  and  a movie.  Upon  my  arrival  home,  I walked  up 
the  darkened  steps  when  the  motion  light  on  the  barn 
came  on,  and  that’s  when  I heard  the  flutter  of  wings  and 
saw  that  same  little  bird  take  flight  into  the  night.  I was 
both  startled  and  amazed.  I felt  tears  well  up  as  I thought 
how  truly  blessed  I felt  that 
this  little,  injured  creature 
had  waited  until  I got  home 
to  reveal  its  recovery  and 
gratitude  for  giving  it  time 
and  attention.  It  is  a 
wondrous  and  magical 
testimony  to  the  enduring 
spirit  of  animals  and  our 
sacred  connection  to  them. 


On  a Mission 

Mary  Berman 

Bending  over  a faded  liatris  that  needs  pruning,  I hear 
the  nearby  fluttering  vibration  of  bird  wings,  then  duck 
sharply  as  they  veer  in  for  a landing  right  behind  me. 
Turning  to  get  a better  look  at  this  flying  creature  that 
boldly  disturbed  the  peace,  I discover  it’s  nothing  more 
than  a garden  variety  pigeon.  And  yet  with  brilliant  blue 
eyes  set  inquiringly  on  me  he  seems  hardly  pedestrian. 
Around  one  leg  he  is  sporting  a blue  plastic  band  and  his 
sleek  head  is  bobbing  with  generous  expectation.  What  on 
earth  is  a carrier  pigeon  doing  in  my  remote  Tyringham 
garden? 

As  I move  along  lopping  at  post  perennial  blooms  and 
pulling  at  random  weeds  he  enthusiastically  accompanies 
me  on  my  tasks  with  a quizically  imploring  expression. 
What  does  he  want  and  where  did  he  come  from?  Maybe 
he’s  on  his  way  to  deliver  an  important  message — or 
maybe  he’s  just  proving  his  ability  to  make  a successful 
journey  from  point  A to  point  B?  Perhaps  while  passing 
overhead  he  gazed  down  and  imagined  it  was  the  time 
and  this  was  the  place  for  the  pigeon  equivalent  of  a 
coffee  break?  His  insistence  at  staying  in  extremely  close 
range,  however  does  begin  to  unnerve  me  so  I retreat  to 
the  other  side  of  the  house.  But  within  moments  he  flies 
over  the  house  and  resumes  his  patrol  as  if  auditioning  for 
the  role  of  cherished  pet.  Inside  my  dogs  take  issue  with 
this  particular  concept  and  express  their  barking  outrage 
with  wet  noses  pressed  against  the  screen.  This  does 
nothing  to  dampen  his  spirit.  When  I then  open  the  screen 
door  to  offer  them  reassurance  he  cheekily  attempts  to 
hop  in  and  make  their  acquaintance.  He  is  apparently  used 
to  people  and  animals  and  his  demeanor  is  so  interested, 
curious,  and  convivial,  it  almost  does  seems  natural  to 
include  him.  But  I close  the  door.  And  after  a bit  of  loitering 
on  the  terrace  he  takes  off  for  parts  unknown. 

Will  my  almost  too  self-possessed  pigeon  visit  others 
or  will  he  press  on  to  his  unknown  intended  destination? 

His  self  regard  and  focus  clearly  tell  me  he’s  on  a mission. 
But  who  was  that  guy?  And  where  is  he  going? 
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L lo  R:  James  and  Carey  McIntosh.  Don  Birkett, 

Georgia  Birkett.  Diane  Birkett.  Amy  Fennelly  and  one 
nvin.  standing  next  to  the  other.  Which  is  which? 

SomeTyringham  Valley  Twins 

(Mysteriously,  so  many  pairs!) 

Catha  Rambusch 

The  recent  celebration  at  the  Monastery  for  twin 
Sisters  Judith  Clare  Phillips,  VMM  and  Joan  Bernadette 
Phillips,  VMM  made  me  think  of  the  other  twins  in 
Tyringham.  Twins  are  or  were  (less  so  now  because  of 
relatively  recent  technology)  a surprise  and  a mystery. 

The  twin  sisters  were  born  in  Wilkes-Barre,  PA  on 
July  26'^,  1951 . Sister  Joan  was  one  inch  longer  than 
her  sister  who  arrived  - big  surprise  - five  minutes  later. 
They  were  both  preemies  weighing  just  over  4 pounds. 
Their  parents  were  ready  with  one  name,  but  their  ten 
year  old  sister  Barbara  rejected  their  choice  and  named 
her  younger  twin  sisters.  After  college  the  twins  earned 
graduate  degrees  from  different  colleges.  Sister  Judith 
Clair  in  Biology  and  Sister  Joan  Bernadette  in  Art.  They 
went  on  to  teach  at  two  different  schools  - one  in 
Maryland  and  one  in  Pennsylvania.  On  a whim.  Sister 
Judith  Clair  went  for  a weekend  to  the  Visitation 
Monastery  in  Wilmington,  Delaware,  but  returned  to  her 
graduate  studies.  Her  sister  entered  the  Visitation  in 
1977  at  Wilmington  and  after  about  two  years  decided 
that  the  contemplative  life  was  not  for  her,  so  she  left 
with  good  wishes  on  all  sides.  Meanwhile  her  sister 
decided  to  enter  the  Monastery  in  October  1982.  She 
was  joined  by  twin  sister  in  1983.  They  delayed  their 
celebration  so  it  could  be  together.  Both  sisters  are 
musicians  and  study  with  lay  teachers  who  come  to  the 
Monastery.  Sister  Judith  Clare’s  instrument  is  the  flute 


and  Joan  Bernadette  plays  the  oboe.  Photography  and 
calligraphy  are  other  interests  enriching  their  life  of  prayer. 
The  sisters  informed  me  that  in  addition  to  identical  and 
fraternal  twins,  there  is  another  category  “pseudo- 
identical”. This  is  when  one  egg  splits  and  is  fertilized  by 
two  sperms.  There  is  only  one  other  pair  of  twins  in  Visita- 
tion House  in  Paray-Le-Munial,  France. 

The  Fennelly  twins  - Eddie  and  Everett  - were  fraternal 
and  were  quite  unexpected  too.  In  fact,  there  was  no 
name  for  the  second  arrival.  Everett  was  named  for  his 
father’s  good  friend  Everett  Hale  and  for  the  doctor  who 
delivered  him.  Dr.  Stratton.  They  were  born  in  a house 
their  father  built,  where  Irma  Clark’s  place  used  to  be  and 
now  her  grandson  David  and  his  wife  Shannon  live  on  the 
site.  There  was  older  brother  Bill  and  later  on  a younger 
brother  Tom.  The  twins  were  five  minutes  apart.  (In  this 
country  the  first  out  is  considered  the  oldest.  However,  in 
some  European  countries  the  second  twin  to  arrive  is 
considered  the  eldest  because  it  was  thought  that  he  or 
she  was  the  first  conceived!)  Their  mother,  Amy  Woodin, 
was  a valley  resident.  She  had  two  married  sisters,  who 
took  care  of  her  children  when  she  died.  One  sister  lived 


Amy  and  Richard  Fennelly 
with  Everett  and  Eddie 


on  Webster  Road  and  moved  out  of  town.  Cora  Heath  and  her 
husband  Uncle  Newton  really  raised  the  boys  to  young 
adulthood.  Until  their  mother  died,  the  Fennelly  twins  were 
always  dressed  alike,  Everett  wryly  commented.  His  father 
came  to  the  valley  as  a “state  kid”.  These  were  youngsters 
who  were  placed  with  farmers  or  others  who  had  employ- 
ment. He  was  one  of  five  boys  and  his  father,  Richard  born 
in  1906,  was  killed  two  days  before  the  Armistice  in  Europe 
(in  France?  Everett  is  not  sure).  He  was  fighting  as  a 
mercenary  for  the  Canadian  army,  having  been  rejected  by 
the  US  Army.  His  wife  raised  the  five  boys  in  Pepperell, 

MA.  Everett’s  father  came  to  Tyringham  to  work  on  Ward 
McCarthy’s  farm.  He  stayed  longer  than  any  other  perma- 
nent help  but  quit  after  five  years.  Why?  Well,  he  had 
written  a post  card  to  his  mother  and  asked  Ward  if  he 
could  go  into  town  to  the  Post  Office  to  mail  it.  Ward’s 
reply  was  that  HE  was  going  to  the  post  office  and  would 
take  it  for  him.  At  the  end  of  the  week  when  the  accounts 
were  made.  Ward  took  off  one  cent  for  the  stamp.  Richard 
Fennelly  quit.  He  worked  for  the  Smiley’s  at  Jug  End  Barn 
in  Egremont.  He  was  farm  manager  and  known  for  his 
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nimble  ability  to  climb  the  silo.  The  Fennellys  returned  to 
Tyringham  to  stay. 

Everett  worked  for  Clifford  Canon  “the  most  enjoyable 
years  of  my  early  life  - he  was  a super  boss”.  He  had  about 
45  head  and  they  were  on  pastured  on  the  Cobble,  milkers, 
heifers  and  dry  stock.  Clifford  Canon  built  the  red  barn  and 
the  milking  took  place  there  in  the  summertime.  Edward 
Shadduck  Fennelly  was  named  for  his  father’s  mother  whose 
family  came  to  the  USA  in  1631  to  settle  the  Massachusetts 
Bay  Colony.  Eddie  married  a twin,  Diane  Keiderling. 

The  Birkett  twins  were  different  in  three  ways...  A boy  and 
a girl,  one  with  red  hair  and  the  other  with  blond  hair;  one 
with  a birthday  of  January  31  and  the  other  with  a birthday  of 
February  1!  Diane  married  and  lives  in  Pine  Plains,  New 
York.  Donnie  served  in  the  air  force  and  married  an  English 
girl.  He  lives  in  Great  Britain.  Their  mother  Georgia  was 
from  Pittsfield  and  she  was  a twin  too.  Their  father  Dick 
hailed  from  Vermont.  He  came  to  the  valley  to  be  the  farm 
manager  at  Howards  and  remained  until  he  retired.  In 
addition  to  the  twins  they  had  a son  Richard  and  a daughter 
Martha. 


Martin  and  Edwin  Ramhnsch 


The  Rambusch  twins,  Edwin  and  Martin,  first  came  to 
Tyringham  in  the  back  of  their  parents’  station  wagon  at  one 
month  of  age,  the  Rambusch  family  having  outgrown  their 
grandparent’s  summer  house  on  Long  Island.  Their  parents 
Viggo  and  Catha  bought  the  Everett  and  Aileen  Hale  Sherer 
place  from  William  and  Arnold.  The  Rambusch  twins  were 
expected,  arrived  late  and  weighed  6 Vz  and  7 pounds. 

Edwin  was  born  first  with  Martin  coming  10  minutes  later. 
Although  they  were  “summer  kids”  they  participated  in  the 
country  life,  eventually  being  useful  enough  after  many 
summers  on  Slaters’  farm  to  do  the  milking  all  on  their  own. 
Even  as  young  men  when  in  the  valley  they  often  gave 
Charlie  a surprise  and  would  go  down  to  do  the  milking,  yes, 
even  the  morning  milking! 

So  this  just  begins  the  Tyringham  twins  report.  Will  other 
twins  step  forward  with  their  stories?  Carey  and  Jim 
McIntosh?  Nick  and  John  Felix?  I know  there  are  triplets  in 
the  next  generation  in  the  Loring  family. 

I am  grateful  to  Everett  Fennelly  for  our  interview  for  this 
piece. 


Captain  Mansell  James 


The  Mystery  of  the  Missing  Aviator 

Nini  Gilder 

Charlie  Slater’s  eyes  used  to  sparkle  when  he 
recounted  the  mystery  of  the  missing  aviator  who 
landed  in  his  father’s  field  one  May  evening  shortly  after 
the  First  World  War.  Only  two  years  old  at  the  time, 
Charlie  could  hardly  remember  the  happening  but  grew 
up  with  the  dramatic  story  as  part  of  family  and  town 
lore. 

Imagine  the  thrill  of  this  event  in  May  28,1919. 
Everyone  had  seen  pictures  of  airplanes  and  knew  of 
their  role  in  the  recent  war,  but  in  Tyringham  the  skies 
were  still  ruled  only  by  birds,  the  sound  of  a machine  in 
the  air  was  bizarre  and  a little  frightening.  The  landing 
of  Capt.  Mansell  James  that  day  in  Tyringham  was 
described  in  The  Berkshire  Eagle  as  a first  in  the 
county. 

The  sound  of  the  plane  coming  in  for  a landing  that 
evening  had  caught  everyone’s  attention  in  the  valley. 
Seventeen  year  old  Arnold  Hale  heard  it  fly  low  over  the 
dairy  where  he  was  milking.  Fred  Loring,  sixteen  at  the 
time,  hopped  on  his  bike  and  raced  his  brother  and 
friends  down  to  see  the  plane  wobble  to  a stop.  “We  got 
up  near  as  we  could  to  take  a look... We  wondered  how 
does  he  get  it  in  the  air  and  get  it  down...”  Fred 
reminisced  years  later  in  a Yankee  Magazine  interview. 

Out  of  the  1,000  pound,  single  propeller  Sopwell 
Camel  biplane  emerged  a tall,  handsome  Canadian 
who  was  bound  for  Atlantic  City.  Capt.  Mansell  James 
was  competing  for  the  $1,000  Pulitzer  Air  Prize  between 
Boston  and  Atlantic  City.  A decorated  Royal  Air  Force 
pilot,  he  had  flown  missions  over  Italy  during  the  war, 
but  he  had  never  flown  in  the  US  and  apparently  was 
navigating  mostly  by  sight.  He  had  followed  the  wrong 
railroad  tracks  out  of  Boston  and  had  flown  due  west 
along  the  Boston  and  Albany  line  rather  than  south-west 
along  the  New  York,  New  Haven  & Hartford  tracks. 

When  he  realized  how  seriously  he  had  flown  off 
course,  it  was  getting  dark  and  he  was  low  on  fuel. 

James  paid  Duane  Slater  to  look  after  the  plane  for 
the  night,  and  the  farmer  drove  the  tired  aviator  into 
Lee  for  more  fuel.  The  entrepreneurial  gas  station 
owner.  Ford  dealer  and  mechanic  Phil  Prunier  put  him 
up  for  the  night.  Meanwhile  word  spread.  Daughter  of 
the  Lee  Fire  Chief  and  hardware  merchant,  Charlotte 
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Capt.  Mansell  R.  James  ’ Sopwith  Came!  aircraft  dint  Elliott 

in  Tvringham 


Pease  Davis  remembers  the  excited  talk  around  the 
supper  table  that  night  about  the  aviator’s  landing. 

By  morning  when  James  returned  to  the  field  in 
Tyringham  he  was  a celebrity.  A crowd  was  gathering  in 
the  Slaters’  field.  School  was  closed  in  Tyringham  so  the 
local  children  could  watch  the  historic  departure.  Having 
heard  that  the  aviator  was  taking  off  at  eleven  o’clock, 

Lee  families  with  cars  like  the  Peases  drove  into  the 
valley.  Lenox’s  local  hero  of  the  Lafayette  Esquadrille, 
George  Turnure  Jr.  came  to  help  James  strain  the  new 
fuel  through  a chamois  and  replace  a small  part  picked 
up  from  Prunier’s  Garage.  Before  James  climbed  in  the 
cockpit,  widow  Anna  Selkirk,  who  boarded  with  the 
Pruniers,  presented  him  with  a bunch  of  violets.  The 
buoyant  aviator  made  a little  speech  of  thanks  and 
promised  to  return. 

But  he  was  never 
seen  again... he  never 
arrived  in  Atlantic  City 
or  even  the  Long  Island 
airport  where  he  had 
planned  to  refuel. 

Widespread  searches 
were  made  - army 
planes  scoured  his 
projected  route  from 
above,  the  Boy  Scouts 
were  recruited  to 
search  on  foot.  As  late 
as  1921  there  was 
speculation  that  a 
remnant  of  the  wreckage  might  have  been  found  when  a 
Hudson  River  fisherman  snagged  his  shad  net  on  a heavy 
object  near  Poughkeepsie.  But  the  next  day  when 
authorities  dredged  the  site.  The  New  York  Times  reported 
they  only  salvaged  a massive,  slimy  log. 

Today  at  93,  Charlotte  Pease  Davis  of  Lee  may  be  the 
only  person  still  alive  to  have  witnessed  the  cheerful 
James’s  last  moments  on  terra  firma  in  the  Slaters’  field. 
She  imagines  that  in  the  days  of  primitive  gas  gauges  and 
navigational  instruments  he  may  have  become  disoriented 
in  clouds  over  Long  Island  Sound  and  gone  down  to  a 
watery  grave. 


What  ever  Happened  to  Mrs.  Angerman? 

Clint  Elliott 

(A  Mystery  revisited  from  the  2004  Topics) 


Fred  taring.  Arnold  Hale, 
Charlotte  Pease  Davis  and 
Charlie  Slater  toasting  Mansell 
James  for  Yankee  Masazine. 
1990 


If  you  walk  up  Webster  Road  from  Main  Road,  all  the  way 
to  the  top  of  the  mountain,  you  come  to  the  place  where 
Tyringham,  Becket  and  Otis  meet.  Just  beyond,  to  the 
south,  is  the  gloomy  upland  waste  still  called  the 
Angerman  Swamp  on  topographical  maps.  Here  a 
quarter-century  ago,  at  the  point  where  Webster  Road 
meets  the  swamp,  stood  a ruinous  ramshackle  house  - a 
relic  left  over  from  the  late  Eighteenth  or  early  Nineteenth 
century.  This  was  the  old  Angerman  farm. 

The  house  was  inhabited  through  most  of  the  Second 
World  War  by  Mrs.  Angerman,  an  ancient  recluse  whose 
husband  had  been  dead  many  years.  Just  before  the  cold 
set  in,  Mrs.  Angerman  would  trudge  down  Webster  Road 
to  the  village,  buy  supplies  for  the  winter  at  Tinker’s  store 
and  trudge  back  up  the  mountain.  Then  the  December 
snows  fell,  Webster  Road  became  impassable  and  Mrs. 
Angerman  holed  up  in  her  tumbledown  cabin  for  the 
winter.  Nothing  more  was  seen  of  her  until  spring,  when 
down  the  mountain  she  tramped  and  put  in  at  Tinker’s 
store  for  more  supplies. 

One  spring  - no  one  remembers  which  one,  but  it  was 
sometime  near  the  end  of  the  war  - Mrs.  Angerman  failed 
to  appear.  She  had  a daughter  who  lived  in  Florida, 
someone  said.  She  must  have  gone  down  to  visit  her. 

Just  like  her  not  to  let  anyone  know.  Gradually  everyone 
forgot  about  Mrs.  Angerman,  and  her  house  almost 
disappeared  behind  weeds  and  shrubbery. 


The  Angerman  House,  ink  drawing,  Louisa  Gilder 
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One  fine  summer’s  day  many  years  later,  but  still  many 
years  ago,  my  children  and  I were  hiking  up  Webster  Road 
and  passed  by  the  decrepit  old  place.  Pushing  past 
goldenrod,  lilac  and  alder,  we  saw  the  front  door  was  open, 
swinging  on  one  rusty  hinge.  We  tested  the  sagging  floor 
and  ventured  in.  There  was  a pile  of  newspapers  on  one 
side  of  the  room,  a chair  leaning  on  three  legs  against  the 
wall  on  the  other  side,  and  over  in  the  corner,  Mrs. 
Angerman’s  bed.  The  bedclothes  were  covered  with 
mouse  droppings  and  cobwebs,  but  the  bed  was  neatly 
made.  At  the  side  of  the  bed  stood  a table.  On  the  table 
was  a candle  and  a water  glass.  We  moved  closer  and 
saw  it.  There,  at  the  bottom  of  the  glass,  lay  a set  of  false 
teeth. 

Next  to  the  bed  a staircase  led  to  the  cellar.  We 
looked  down,  but  it  was  dark  as  a pocket,  and  we  could 
see  nothing,  except  that  the  stairs  were  in  a state  of  near 
collapse.  No  one  dared  go  down  those  stairs,  for  what 
might  one  find  at  the  bottom? 

Perhaps  Mrs.  Angerman  did  have  a daughter  living  in 
Florida,  and  perhaps  Mrs.  Angerman  did  go  down  and  visit 
her.  Odd,  though,  to  have  left  her  false  teeth  behind 


The  Spirit  of  Hickory  Farm 

Lisa  Palmer 

Hickory  Farm  is  by  no  means  the  oldest  house  in 
Tyringham  and,  as  such,  has  perhaps  not  the  first  right  to 
mysterious  happenings.  However,  when  it  became  the 
property  of  Lord  and  Lady  Salter  (Ethel  and  Arthur  to  all 
of  us)  - something  happened  to  the  house  which  caused 
it  to  be  more  presumptuous  than  it  was,  exuding  more 
glamour  than  it  possessed  and  generally  having 
aristocratic  pretensions.  This  was  partly  due  to  the  fact 
that:  now  there  were  white  and  green-striped  awnings; 
Roger  Logan,  the  gardener,  arrived  daily  to  tend  the 
gardens,  picking  the  tiniest,  most  tender  vegetables  and 
cutting  baskets  of  flowers  for  the  house;  two  maids, 
Sarah  and  Amanda,  arrived  from  Washington,  DC  to 
take  care  of  her  ladyship;  and  in  short,  there  was  a 
‘grand  style’  being  lived  in  this  erstwhile  farmhouse. 
Among  the  highlights  of  the  summer  season  were  the 
Salters’  cocktail  parties,  held  on  the  lawn,  amidst  an 
array  of  garden  furniture  which  young  men  from  town 
would  have  to  set  up.  (While  the  party  was  in  progress, 
the  boys  had  to  hide  in  the  barn,  in  order  to  be  available 
later  for  the  restoration  of  the  pristine  garden). 

As  Ethel  aged,  and  as  she  had  no  children,  she 
decided  to  leave  the  house  to  Kay  Palmer,  her  dear 
friend  Francesca’s  youngest  son  and  the  person  she 
thought  would  most  likely  make  enough  money  to 
continue  the  glories  of  the  past.  Thus  it  came  to  pass 
that  the  last  summer  Ethel  came  to  Tyringham,  she 
never  made  it  back  to  England  and  died  at  sea  while 
crossing.  And  Kay  and  I became  the  owners  of  Hickory 
Farm,  with  all  the  strings  (invisible,  of  course)  attached. 


r\ 


As  Kay  was  soon  thereafter  posted  to  Brazil  for  the 
Chase  Manhattan  Bank,  we  could  not  take  possession  of 
this  treasure  but  rather  had  to  rent  it  out  as  best  we  could, 
removing  as  many  of  the  valuables  and  trusting  in  the 
good  behavior  of  our  tenants.  No  doubt,  Ethel,  now  in 
heaven,  did  not  approve  of  this  arrangement,  and  the 
tenants  didn’t  last  as  long  as  they  were  supposed  to  . 

Upon  our  return,  we  proceeded  to  restore  the  house  to 
some  form  of  order  and  comfort,  and  tried  to  rid  it  of  all 
the  unwanted  residues  of  those  undesirable  (to  Ethel) 
tenants. 

Little  did  we  know  that  Ethel  kept  watching  from  above 
anyway,  suspicious  that  we  might  introduce  all  sorts  of 
Brazilian  spirits  into  our  cocktail  hour  (such  as  cachaca)  - 
in  her  day  only  stand-up  martinis  with  an  olive  were 
permitted.  It  did  not  take  us  long  to  notice  all  manner  of 
small  irritations  in  the  house  - doors  banging  when  there 
was  no  wind,  closets  not  closing  despite  hooks  in  place, 
and,  worst  of  all,  the  water  disappearing  from  the  tap  - as 
though  the  spring  up  the  hill  had  gone  dry.  I did  feel  the 
urge  from  time  to  time,  to  get  the  martini  glasses  out  and 
the  doilies,  and  the  little  trays  for  canapes,  all  of  which 
languished  in  the  cabinets.  But  common  sense  and  our 
desire  for  regular  country  relaxation  after  a New  York  week 
prevailed,  so  we  just  ignored  the  warnings. 

One  day,  when  a heavy  thunderstorm  and  icy,  lashing 
rains  descend  on  the  valley,  we  tried  in  vain  to  light  the 
fire-place.  The  flue  was  open,  the  fire  laid  expertly  by 
Kay,  and  yet  it  didn’t  light  and  large  clouds  of  black  smoke 
billowed  into  the  room  . Finally  giving  up,  Kay  looked  at 
me  with  a wry  smile  and  said,  “Maybe  we  should  light  a 
candle  instead?”  We  did,  and  thereafter  there  was  peace. 
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Mystery  people,  and  places 


1.  Who  are  they? 


4.  Where  is  this  dog? 


7.  Who  are  these  ladies? 


Anv  twins? 


2.  Who  is  she? 


Who  are  thev? 


5.  Who  is  this  elegant  lady? 


f.  *- 


8.  Which  house  is  this? 


II.  Who  is  this? 


6.  Which  house  is  this? 


9.  Who  is  this  hahv? 


12.  Who  is  this? 


i . Clifford  and  Carolyn  Canon  2.  Ha-d  Tinker  3.  Nora  and  .Agnes  Curtin  4.  Webster  Road  5.  Lena  Garfield  6.  Frazier-Mirotznik  bouse  7.  Slater  Sisters.  Jei 
Jessie  (seated  twins),  Olive,  May,  c.  1900  S.  Former  Lunt  House  next  to  Carl  Curtins  9.  Jackson  Harvey  Choquette  10.  We  don't  know  either! 

II.  Francis  Leupp.  Indian  Commissioner,  IR97  12.  Cordon  Fan  Orman 
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Edwin  “Eddie”  W.  Twing 


(1937-2008) 

I remember  my  dad  as  being  larger  than  life. 
Everyone  knew  when  he  came  into  the  room.  He 
was  not  physically  large;  it  was  his  presence.  We 
would  describe  him  as  walking  around  with  his  chest 
puffed  out  like  a proud  rooster. 

At  heart  he  was  a farmer  through  and  through. 

He  talked  a lot  about  his  grandparents’  farm  on  the 
mountain  in  Tyringham  and  how  important  that 
time  was  for  him.  I learned  a great  deal  from  him, 
and,  as  I have  recently  been  reminded,  so  had 
many  others.  Whether  it  was  fishing, 
snowmobiling,  baseball,  plumbing  or  farming,  he 
had  something  to  share.  And  he  definitely  liked  to 
“share”  his  opinions  on  how  to  do,  or  not  to  do 
things.  He  was  very  proud  to  be  a farmer,  a 
fireman  and  a plumber.  He  also  had  quite  a sense 
of  humor.  I can  still  hear  his  laugh. ...almost  a 
chuckle,  actually. 

I have  found  quite  a common  phrase  that  is 
said  when  Dad’s  name  is  mentioned.  Eddie  was 
incredibly  smart.  And  people  will  go  on  to  tell  me 
just  how  intelligent  he  was  at  this  or  that.  My  Dad 
was  a very  proud,  talented,  friendly,  generous, 
loving,  and  sometimes  funny,  very  special  man. 

He  is  finally  back  home.  Always  in  our  hearts. 

Kim  Twing 
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James  “Jim”  Loring 
(1936-2008) 


James  “Jim"  Loring  was  born  in  Tyringham  on  December 

1 936.  His  parents  were  Beatrice  (Rowley)  and  Charles 
Loring  Sr.  He  had  four  brothers  “Tunk” , Ben,  Russ  and  Joe 
and  two  sisters  Rosa  and  Aida  who  died  as  an  infant.  He 
was  married  to  my  Mom  Nellie  for  almost  44  years.  They 
would  have  celebrated  their 44*^  anniversary  September  IQ"’ 
of  this  year.  He  had  three  children  myself  (Jennifer),  Evelyn 
and  James  and  two  step-children  Robert  and  Karen.  He  had 
8 grandchildren  Timmy,  Jonathan,  Kimmy,  James,  Jeremy, 
Kevin,  Crystal  and  Nadia. 

I can  remember  as  a child  Sunday’s  were  laundry  days 
and  we  would  have  to  go  to  the  Laundromat  in  Lee.  While 
my  Mother  was  waiting  for  the  clothes  to  wash  my  Dad 
would  take  my  sister  and  me  to  McClelland’s  drug  store  for 
an  ice  cream,  then  we  would  walk  up  main  street  and  look 
in  all  the  store  windows  (back  then  hardly  anything  was 
open  on  Sundays). 

Another  one  of  my  Father’s  Sunday  traditions  was  (as 
we  like  to  call  them)  the  5hr.  trip  to  the  dump,  which 
usually  meant  he  would  start  off  by  going  to  the  dump  and 
then  make  his  rounds  to  all  of  his  brother’s  houses. 

He  enjoyed  going  to  all  the  area  church  dinners,  steak 
roasts  and  fairs.  He  liked  to  watch  the  tractor  and  oxen 
pulls  at  the  fairs.  He  like  puttering  in  his  garden  and  care 
took  for  the  Ashintully  Farm  for  many  years.  Occasionally 
my  sister  and  I were  allowed  to  go  with  him  on  a Saturday 
he  would  tell  us  to  behave  ourselves  and  not  to  be  running 
around.  He  also  liked  to  go  blueberry  and  strawberry 
picking.  My  sister  and  I would  usually  accompany  him 
along  on  these  trips.  He  would  always  like  to  get  there 
“Bright  and  Early”  in  the  morning  which  meant  that  my  sister 


and  I would  have  to  drag  ourselves  out  of  bed  at  what  we 
thought  to  be  an  ungodly  hour  (around  4:30am),  but  he 
would  treat  us  to  breakfast  so  that  was  okay. 

I don’t  think  that  there  was  a place  that  we  could  go 
that  he  didn’t  know  someone.  He  was  like  that.  He  knew 
everyone. 

Faithfully  every  fall  he  would  take  a week  off  of  work 
to  go  deer  hunting  with  his  brothers,  cousins  and 
nephews.  We  would  rarely  see  him  before  dark  during  this 
week  but  always  knew  where  to  find  him.  Just  call  one  of 
my  uncle’s  houses  and  you  would  find  him. 

Right  around  the  time  that  he  got  sick  my  husband  and 
I moved  back  to  the  area  (funny  how  things  work  out 
sometimes).  We  became  very  close.  We  would  talk 
almost  every  night.  If  he  didn’t  call  me  I would  call  him. 

He  would  stop  over  almost  every  weekend  and  “pull 
inspection”  on  what  my  husband  and  I had  done  to  the 
house.  Then  he  would  make  the  rounds  to  my  sister’s 
house  to  see  my  nephew  “Bubba”  as  he  used  to  call  him. 
His  real  name  is  Timmy.  He  was  the  apple  of  my  father’s 
eye  and  on  many  occasions  he  would  say  “what  Bubba 
wants  Bubba  gets.” 

He  always  had  a smile  and  if  you  asked  him  how  he 
was  doing  he  would  say  “I’m  Okay.  I feel  pretty  good 
today”  even  though  I knew  he  wasnt.  He  never  wanted 
anyone  to  worry  about  him.  He  never  gave  up  or  lost 
hope.  He  is  the  most  courageous  person  I know.  He  is  my 
Dad  and  I will  miss  him. 

Jennifer  Loring  Alexson 
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John  Pappenheimer 
(1917-2008) 


John  Richard  Pappenheimer,  George  Higginson  Professor  of 
Physiology,  Emeritus,  at  Harvard  Medical  School,  died  at  the  age  of 
92,  on  Sunday,  December  9,  2007. 

Born  in  NYC  and  a resident  of  Cambridge:  the  Tyringham 
community  knew  John  as  a gardener,  a tennis  player,  an  avid 
historical  reader,  a builder  of  stonewalls,  a woodsman,  a 
conversationalist,  a cellist,  and  a jury-rigger  in  all  walks  of  life.  In 
1949  he  married  the  violinist  Helena  F.  Palmer,  known  as  Hylie,  a 
resident  of  Tyringham,  with  whom  he  shared  a passion  for  quartets. 
Together  they  raised  four  children,  three  golden  retrievers  and 
numerous  goats. 

He  received  a BS  from  Harvard  College  and  PhD  from  Clare 
College,  Cambridge,  England.  In  1953  he  was  awarded  the  lifetime 
Career  Investigator  position  from  the  American  Heart  Association  for 
his  work  on  capillary  permeability  and  in  respiratory  physiology.  He 
was  a member  of  the  American  Physiological  Society  (President 
1964-1965),  the  Academy  of  Arts  and  Sciences,  the  National 
Academy  of  Sciences  and  Honorary  Member  of  the  British 
Physiological  Society. 

He  leaves  behind  his  wife  of  58  years,  Helena  Palmer,  Cambridge 
MA;  three  children.  Will  Pappenheimer,  NYC/Tyringham,  MA, 
Rosamond  Zimmermann,  Lexington,  MA,  Rick  Plant,  Melbourne, 
Australia;  five  grand  children,  Leo  and  Martha  Zimmermann,  Rudi 
Ott,  and  Ramsay  and  Freya  Plant. 

Will  Pappenheimer 
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John  Curtin  with  Cadenza 


Lori  and  fellow  teachers  from  Lee  School 


Kathy  Curtin 


Pat  Holian  and  Mimi  Crandall 


The  Stroll  Lori  and  John  Curtin 


Sissy’s  Stroll 

On  a chilly  October  21*^  afternoon,  siome  250  friends  and  family  gathered  at  the  Terrence  Curling  Pavilion  in 
Tyringham,  for  the  first  annual  “Sissy’s  Stroll”  fundraiser  walk  to  honor  the  memory  of  my  mother,  Janice  Curtin  who  died 
so  unexpectedly  three  years  ago.  Donning  brown  T-shirts  with  a distinctive  Sissy’s  Stroll  logo  and  led  by  Sissy’s  horse. 
Cadenza,  the  participants  chose  either  to  hike  a 1-mile  route  to  the  church  and  back  past  the  schoolhouse  or  take  the  5- 
mile  jaunt  around  the  valley  down  the  Main  Road  onto  the  Monterey  Road  and  back  by  McCarty  and  Jerusalem  Roads. 
Some  chose  to  come  later  and  feast  on  a delicious  spaghetti  supper  at  the  pavilion.  I could  not  have  organized  this 
amazing  event  without  the  help  of  numerous  family  members  and  friends.  As  a result  of  this  fabulous  turnout  for  the 
walk  and  supper,  as  well  as  the  kind  donations  by  local  businesses  and  friends  for  the  raffle,  the  Janice  Curtin  Memorial 
Fund  raised  nearly  $8,500!  The  proceeds  will  go  to  causes  dear  to  my  mother’s  heart  - youth  sports  programs  and 
community  organizations.  We  even  plan  to  offer  scholarships  to  help  local  teens  with  college  expenses.  I can  be 
reached  at  (sissvsstroll@vahoo.com1  for  more  information. 

Lori  Curtin 
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Tyringham  Green 

The  Tyringham  Green  is  up  and  running,  and  we  don’t 
want  it  to  be  a mystery!  Everyone  today  is  trying  to  look  at 
their  use  of  energy  and  conserve  and  find  new  ways  to 
save. 

This  new  town  committee  was  established  in  response 
to  the  need  for  localities  to  look  at  the  energy  use  of 
towns,  and  help  residents  explore  ways  to  control  their 
energy  costs  and  use.  There  is  a growing  trend  for 
individual  towns  to  set  up  these  committees  with 
volunteers  who  are  interested  in  helping  their  town  and 
neighbors,  and  we  are  one  of  the  most  recent  to  do  so. 

At  present  the  committee  exists  of  eight  volunteers  and 
we  have  had  a few  meetings  to  discuss  energy-saving 
options  for  the  town.  We  were  lucky  to  have  Nancy  Nylen 
from  the  Center  for  Ecological  Technology  (GET)  attend 
our  first  meeting.  Her  job  is  to  help  towns  get  their 
committees  going,  with  ideas  and  possibilities  for  projects, 
and  she  was  an  enormous  help.  Since  then  she  visited  the 
October  Council  on  Aging  lunch,  bringing  a wealth  of 
energy  saving  tips.  The  attendees  had  terrific 
suggestions,  including  setting  up  carpooling  for  shopping 
or  errand  trips  to  town,  and  we  also  had  a lively 
discussion.  The  committee  is  extremely  interested  in 
soliciting  ideas  from  the  community,  bouncing  our  own 
ideas  off  of  our  neighbors  and  we  learned  much  from  the 
attendees  at  the  lunch. 

Some  of  the  other  ideas  that  have  come  up  are: 
holding  a general  informational  evening  with  a member  of 
the  CET  staff  to  inform  residents  of  the  availability  of  free 
energy  audits,  informing  residents  about  the  waste  in  idling 
your  car;  finding  a way  to  make  sure  our  neighbors  aren’t 
going  cold  this  winter;  looking  at  ways  to  conserve  gas  by 
setting  up  a ride-sharing  network;  establishing  a 
community  garden;  helping  the  town  and  town  buildings  to 
save  on  energy  costs;  and  more.  We  certainly  can’t  do  it 
all  right  now,  but  the  enthusiasm  is  high  and  we  are 
exploring  possibilities  that  might  work.  Most  importantly, 
we  are  interested  in  your  ideas  and  what  you  think  will 
work  for  our  community.  We  will  soon  be  listed  on  the 
town’s  web  site,  so  please  feel  free  to  contact  us  with  your 
ideas  and  let  us  know  if  you  would  like  to  join  the 
committee.  We  look  forward  to  hearing  from  you. 

Marcia  Powdermaker 

It’s  no  secret:  conserving  energy  can  save  money 
...  and  the  earth! 

Here  are  some  simple  steps  you  can  take  right  now  to 
save  on  energy  consumption  and  costs. 

In  cold  weather: 

Secure  your  windows  and  doors.  Close  your 
windows  and  doors  tightly  and  ensure  the  hasps  are 
locked.  Securely  fastening  doors  and  windows  will  cut 
down  on  drafts  and  cold  air  leakage. 

Remove  the  screens  from  your  windows.  Screens 
can  block  15%  of  the  heat  from  the  sun. 


This  is  most  effective  with  south-facing  windows. 

Install  storm  windows.  Leaky  windows  can  add  more 
than  $500  per  year  in  heating  (and  cooling)  costs. 

Installing  storm  windows  is  less  expensive  than  replacing 
windows,  and  they  can  increase  the  efficiency  of  older, 
single-paned  windows  by  up  to  70%  by  adding  insulation 
and  preventing  leakage.  Consider  interior  storm  windows, 
which  are  less  expensive,  more  airtight,  and  easier  to 
install  and  remove  than  exterior  storm  windows.  Because 
they  can  be  made  of  acrylic,  they  are  lighter  and  more 
durable  than  exterior  storms. 

Keep  your  feet  and  legs  warm.  We  feel  cold  when 
our  feet  are  cold;  warming  our  feet  and  legs  makes  us  feel 
warmer  all  over.  Wear  warm  socks  and  slippers,  and 
replace  inefficient  space  heaters  with  low-cost,  low- 
wattage  heated  mats  or  adjustable  foot  rests  that  fit  under 
desks.  This  will  also  enable  you  to... 

...  Turn  down  your  thermostat.  For  every  degree  you 
lower  your  thermostat  during  the  winter,  you  save  3-5%  on 
your  heating  bill.  Strive  for  68  (degrees)  when  you’re  home 
during  the  day,  and  55  (degrees)  at  night  or  when  you’re 
not  home.  A programmable  thermostat  can  automatically 
adjust  your  heat  so  you  don’t  have  to  remember,  and  can 
save  you  up  to  $100  per  year. 

Year-round: 

Compost  your  food  and  yard  waste.  Reducing  what 
you  throw  in  the  trash  cuts  down  on  trips  to  the  transfer 
station,  as  well  as  reducing  landfill  waste.  And  it’s  good  for 
your  garden!  Don’t  know  how  to  compost?  It’s  easy; 
Tyringham  Green  is  planning  a composting  workshop  in 
2009. 

Replace  your  lightbulbs.  Compact  fluorescent 
lightbulbs  (CFLs)  use  less  energy  and  last  longer  than 
standard  bulbs,  while  casting  the  same  amount  of  light. 
CFLs  use  between  one-fifth  and  one-third  the  power  of 
incandescent  and  typically  last  8 to  15  times  longer.  They 
do  cost  a bit  more,  but  that  is  offset  by  savings  in  the  cost 
of  energy.  The  town  is  working  on  the  most  appropriate 
disposal  of  these  bulbs.  (They  contain  mercury.)  You  may 
be  able  to  get  CFLs  for  free  when  you... 

...  Get  a free  energy  audit.  Call  MassSAVE  at  800- 
666-3303  and  schedule  a free  Home  Energy  Assessment. 
When  you  have  an  assessment.  Western  Mass.  Electric 
offers  financial  incentives  to  increase  the  energy  efficiency 
of  your  home;  they’ll  pay  50%  of  the  cost  and  installation 
of  programmable  thermostats  and  insulation  for  attics, 
walls,  basement  ceilings  and  heating  pipes/ducts,  up  to 
$1500.  If  you  like,  they’ll  supply  and  install  a low-flow 
showerhead  and  faucet  aerator  at  no  cost.  And  rebates 
may  be  available  when  you  replace  appliances,  windows, 
and  heating  & cooling  systems  with  more  efficient.  Energy 
Star-qualified  products. 

These  simple  measures  will  help  you  save  money 
while  you  reduce  your  “carbon  footprint.”  If  you’ve  got 
more  energy-saving  ideas  for  our  community,  please 
share  them  with  Tyringham  Green:  contact  Marcia 
Powdermaker,  Chris  Johnson  or  Maggie  Howard. 

Bess  Hochstein 
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Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company 

During  this  calendar  year  2008,  we  have  so  far  been 
called  on  26  times,  with  nothing  major  so  far.  (Let’s  keep 
it  that  way.) 

Our  steak  and  fish  bake  was  again  a success  and  I 
want  to  thank  everyone  who  came  and  also  all  those  who 
helped  out,  especially  the  women  who  always  work  so 
hard  to  help.  Thank  you!  We  couldn’t  do  it  with  you! 

Our  pancake  breakfasts  were  also  a success,  with  the 
guys  doing  a great  job  out  there.  It  is  also  the  best  one 
around. 

I want  to  wish  everyone  a great  holiday  season  and  a 
safe  and  healthy  2009.  Please  pray  for  world  peace. 

Thank  you. 

James  J.  Curtin, 
Fire  Chief/Emergency  Manager 


Tyringham  Cultural  Council 

The  Tyringham  Cultural  Council  funds  activities  that 
enrich  the  lives  of  local  residents  — such  as  the 
publication  of  Tyringham  Topics,  performances,  art 
classes  and  lectures  in  town,  and  cultural  events  in  the 
schools  - through  the  allocation  of  funds  from  the 
Massachusetts  Cultural  Council.  Each  year,  the  Council 
evaluates  applications  for  funding  and  decides  which 
ones  to  support.  Members  join  the  Council  for  three 
years  and  can  serve  two  consecutive  terms.  We  would 
like  to  encourage  greater  town  input  and  involvement;  if 
you  would  like  to  participate,  please  contact  Tracy 
Johnson;  telephone  243.0959;  email 
ctasiohnson@gmail.com. 

Tracy  Johnson,  Chair 


Betty  Cernik  and  Kate  Van  Orman 

Valley  Club 

Another  year  and  we  are  still  going  strong!  We  have 
been  busy  with  the  flea  market  and  flower  planting. 

The  firemen  deserve  a big  thank  you  for  the  use  of  their 
pavilion  for  our  flea  market,  and  for  helping  set  up  the 
tables,  too,  as  they  get  heavy  at  our  age.  All  went  well  and 
we  replenished  our  funds. 

Cur  members  planted  flowers  in  the  circle  and  near  the 
Town  Hall  to  liven  up  the  center  of  our  town. 

We  try  to  send  cards  to  all  who  are  ill,  in  sorrow,  or 
celebrating  a big  event.  If  you  know  anyone  in  need  of  a 
card,  please  contact  Marion. 

To  celebrate  the  beginning  of  the  summer  we  went  to  Hill 
Billies  for  a dinner  meeting.  We  recommend  the  restaurant 
for  its  service  and  food. 

Cur  meetings  are  held  once  a month.  After  tending  to 
business,  we  play  games,  or  watch  a movie.  Cf  course,  we 
always  have  a snack.  We  have  some  of  the  best  bakers 
around! 

Thanks  to  Chris  Curtin,  we  enjoyed  our  Christmas  Party 
at  her  house.  Her  husband,  Carl,  always  finds  a place  to 
visit,  as  he  isn’t  interested  in  a bunch  of  chattering  women. 

We  also  had  covered-dish  supers  at  Barbara’s  and 
Ruth’s  houses.  These  dinners  always  have  a surprise 
recipe  to  try.  Ruth  Heath,  President 

Barbara  Adams,  Secretary 
Betty  Cernik,  Treasurer 
Marion  Leach,  Goodwill  Ambassador 


Nov.  I,  2007-0ct.  I,  2008 


From  the  Office  of  the  Town  Clerk,  John  Curtin 
Marriages  - None 

Births  - Evan  James  Albert  4-29-2008 
to  Shawn  & Michael  Albert  - Barnes  Rd. 
Deaths  - Suzanne  Stalker  Slocum 

5-14-2008  - 29  Webster  Rd. 
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Selectmen 

The  Selectmen  remain  very  busy  with  many  projects. 

We  are  still  waiting  for  the  South  Main  Road  project 
to  be  bid  out  and  awarded  for  start-up. 

Our  new  town  truck  should  be  here  soon  and  ready 
for  the  winter  season.  We  are  working  with  our  local 
Conservation  Commission,  and  they  with  the  DEP  and 
parties  involved,  for  the  installation  of  drainage  to  help 
alleviate  flooding  of  basements  and  septic  fields, 
etc.  through  the  center  of  town. 

We  are  re-installing  the  banking  by  Joe  Whalen’s 
house  which  was  washed  out  in  the  2005  floods. 

Our  highway  guys  have  done  a fabulous  job  on 
McDarby  Road,  completely  rebuilding  it  with  new 
drainage,  manholes  and  rebuilding  the  road  itself.  This 
road  has  been  a real  challenge  for  our  plow  trucks  and 
should  be  much  better  now.  Les  Beebe  is  a very  good 
leader  of  this  project,  as  roads  are  his  specialty. 

The  Selectmen  and  Molly  (Curtin-Schaefer)  are 
working  with  a group  on  Broadband,  hoping  to  get  it  in 
town  as  soon  as  possible. 

We  are  working  very  diligently  trying  to  conserve 
heating  fuel  and  consolidating  our  Town  Office  into  the 
Town  Hall  for  the  winter  season. 

We  are  also  talking  to  the  Affordable  Housing 
Committee  about  the  possibility  of  turning  the  School 
House  over  to  them,  as  they  would  renovate  it  into  two 
housing  units.  The  building  needs  work  as  is,  and  this 
could  turn  into  a building-saver  and  help  both  sides.  The 
School  House  could  still  have  the  same  character  as  it 
now  has.  We  are  going  to  get  the  whole  town  involved 
before  we  do  this. 

We  plan  to  install  two  new  bigger  culverts  in  the  Main 
Road  by  Jimmy  Curtin’s,  to  help  in  flood  water 
conditions. 

The  Police  Department  continues  to  monitor  traffic 
controls  with  a lot  of  radar,  and  our  speed  sign  trailer. 

Our  whole  department  receives  training  every  year  and 
recertification  as  police  officers.  Our  full-time  officer,  Pat 
Holian,  is  heavily  involved  with  our  senior  citizens 
through  Triad.  We  emphasize  community  policing.  Fora 
small  town  we  receive  many  calls  on  various  issues  and 
try  to  help  everyone. 

Our  Highway  Department  is  busy  all  the  time  with 
many  projects,  and  they  do  an  excellent  job  for  our  town. 

The  Transfer  Station  is  constantly  changing  the  rules 
on  what  we  can  take  and  what  we  can’t,  but  Terry  Curtin 
is  on  top  of  it  and  does  a fine  job. 

Molly  and  Mimi  keep  the  wheels  turning  in  the  office. 
Marilyn  and  Chris  keep  the  mail  moving. 

Happy  holidays,  and  remember  that  our  door  is 
always  open.  Peter  Curtin,  Chairman 

Board  of  Selectmen 


Mary  Garner,  Librarian 


Tyringham  Library 

This  summer,  the  Library  Trustees  undertook  a major 
project  with  the  assistance  of  professionals  from  the 
Western  Mass.  Regional  Library  System.  A serious 
problem  with  mold  was  discovered  in  the  Library,  and  every 
book  was  inspected.  Those  affected  were  removed.  In 
addition,  books  that  had  not  circulated  in  many  years  were 
sent  to  the  region  to  be  sold  with  the  proceeds  going  to  the 
WMRLS  for  use  by  the  Bookmobile,  which  in  turn  benefits 
all  small  libraries  in  Western  Mass.  This  project  was 
funded  by  the  Mass.  Library  Commission  as  a result  of  a 
small  library  initiative.  Our  next  step  in  this  process  is  to 
clean  up  the  mold  and  protect  the  library  from  further 
contamination. 

The  Library  now  has  high  speed  internet  service  via 
satellite  and  we  offer  wireless  service  in  and  around  the 
Library.  This  has  been  popular  with  townspeople,  summer 
residents  and  hikers,  as  well  as  serving  the  Town  Hall 
Offices. 

We  have  added  many  new  books  and  DVDs,  thanks  to 
the  town  appropriation  and  numerous  generous  gifts. 
Through  the  Inter-Library  Loan  system,  we  are  able  to 
borrow  books  for  patrons,  and  the  Bookmobile  continues  to 
come  every  three  months  leaving  books,  videos,  audio 
books  and  DVDs.  We  offer  free  museum  passes  to  the 
Normal  Rockwell  Museum,  The  Berkshire  Museum,  The 
Mount,  The  Clark  and  Hancock  Shaker  Village.  Next  year, 
we  hope  to  add  MassMOCA. 

The  Library  is  open  twice  a week  - Tuesday  afternoons 
from  3-5  pm,  and  Saturday  mornings  from  10  AM  to  noon. 

We  wish  to  thank  everyone  who  has  donated  money, 
books,  equipment  and  time  to  the  Library.  We  couldn’t  do  it 
without  you. 

Mary  Garner,  Librarian 
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Council  on  Aging 

The  Tyringham  Council  on  Aging  had  an  active  year 
with  our  coffee  hours  on  Tuesday  and  Thursday  mornings, 
our  weekly  osteoporosis  prevention  exercise  classes,  and 
our  monthly  pot  luck  luncheon  meetings,  with  interesting 
speakers. 

The  goal  of  the  Council  on  Aging  is  to  keep  our  seniors 
healthy  and  involved  in  social  and  town  affairs,  and  to  help 
them  to  remain  in  their  own  homes  when  they  are  ill.  We 
arrange  for  drivers  for  transportation  to  medical 
appointments  and  other  necessary  trips.  We  also  hold  the 
flu  clinic. 

This  year,  a pot  luck  picnic  was  held  for  the  seniors  at 
the  town  pool  on  a beautiful  summer  day.  It  was  well 
attended  and  enjoyed  by  all.  We  hope  that  this  will  be  an 
annual  event. 

The  Tyringham  Council  on  Aging  is  now  a member  of 
the  Triad  program.  The  purpose  of  Triad  is  to  keep  us 
informed  regarding  safety  issues  and  to  alert  us  to  scams 
being  carried  out  against  seniors.  We  also  now  have  the 
yellow  dot  for  our  cars.  This  is  a Triad  project  consisting  of 
a card  and  a yellow  dot  to  be  placed  on  the  rear  window  of 
your  car.  The  card  is  filled  out  with  information  on  your 
medical  history  and  medications  and  placed  in  your  car 
glove  compartment.  The  yellow  dot  is  available  to 
everyone  in  town,  and  we  encourage  everyone  to  obtain  it 
from  Pat  Holian’s  office  during  his  office  hours. 

All  residents  aged  sixty  or  older  received  our  monthly 
newsletter  of  events.  This  is  made  possible  by  a State 
grant  from  the  Executive  Office  of  Elder  Affairs,  as  are  our 
exercise  classes. 

We  always  welcome  new  friends  to  our  coffee  hours, 
lunches  and  exercise  classes.  Please  come  and  join  us! 
We  have  a wonderful  social  time  and  some  very  good 
food. 

Marion  Leach,  Chair 
Ricki  Cowell,  Co-chair 


Senior  Group  trip  to  Magic  Wings,  Spring,  2008 
Front:  Barbara  Hollworth,  Dot  Choquette,  Marion  Leach, 
Barbara  Adams.  Back:  Kate  Van  Orman,  Gordon  Van  Orman, 
Ricki  Cowell,  Mary  Garner,  A I Hollworth,  Alan  Garner 


Pot  Luck  Picnic  for  seniors  at  Town  Pond,  made  possible  by 
Noah  Choquette,  Andy  Slater,  Mimi  Crandall,  Les  Beebe,  Molly 
Curtin-Schaefer  of  the  Town  road  crew  and  office 


Union  Church  in  Tyringham 

It’s  a joy  to  be  serving  once  again  the  lovely 
community  of  Tyringham  as  the  Pastor  of  the  Tyring- 
ham Union  Church.  We  are  always  grateful  for  all  who 
support  our  church  missions  and  events. 

We  have  much  to  be  proud  of  in  our  youth.  Last 
April,  Isaac  Bingham  gave  a very  interesting  lecture  on 
his  round  the  world  journey  and  study  of  indigenous 
boat  building.  Mellie  Gilder  gave  a timely  talk  on  the 
situation  in  Burma,  (Miamar)  and  her  experiences  in 
working  in  missions  and  hospitals.  This  fall  Ben 
Schaefer  gave  a talk  on  his  trip  to  Italy.  We  hope  to 
plan  future  talks  by  our  talented  youth. 

Much  appreciation  goes  to  Robin  and  Kenneth 
Almgren  who  gave  their  expertise  and  to  all  who 
supported  our  “Best  of  Tyringham”  chicken  dinner. 

This  past  summer  Rev.  McKinstry,  Ruth  Heath,  and 
Megan  Cort  lead  a very  enthusiastic  group  of  young 
people  for  our  Bible  Camp  Summer  Workshop.  The 
theme  was  Noah’s  Ark  and  all  God’s  animals! 

The  hills  of  Tyringham  are  certainly  alive  with  the 
sound  of  music  or  at  least  they  were  the  October 
afternoon  when  Anne  Palmer  gave  a wonderful  piano 
recital  in  her  home  to  benefit  our  church. 

The  Tyringham  Union  Church  is  your  community 
church.  Please  come  join  us  for  our  evening  Vespers 
Service  on  Sundays  at  5pm. 

Pastor  Janet  McKinstry 


Pastor  Janet  McKinstry  and  her  summer  campers 
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Tyringham’s  Invasives 


L to  R:  Hugh  Russo,  Hannah  Russo,  visiting 


Hugo  and  Elizabeth  Nutting 


Cobble  Brush  Clearing 

Saturday,  October  11 dawned  a beautiful  day,  pulling 
some  thirty  friends  and  neighbors  out  of  bed  to  work  on 
the  Cobble,  on  our  ninth  annual  Cobble  clearing  day.  This 
year,  we  worked  to  clear  the  very  top,  masterminded  by 
Henning  Carlson,  as  well  as  the  lower  parts  of  the  steep 
face.  This  is  a tough  hill  to  tame  and  we  risk  losing  it  to 
overgro\A/th,  so  we  very  much  hope  that  next  year  more 
volunteers  will  come  forward.  In  the  meantime,  our 
special  thanks  this  year  go  to  Dot  Choquette  for  her 
legendary,  delicious  baked  beans,  to  Jean  Moore  for 
outstanding  cole  slaw,  to  Joyce  Carlson  for  superb  potato 
salad,  and  to  Marion  Leach  for  wonderful  brownies  and 
other  goodies.  I hope  I haven’t  forgotten  anyone  in  the 
food  department.  Last  but  not  least,  we  thank  the 
Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company  for  letting  us  use  the 
pavilion  for  lunch. 

We  also  much  appreciate  the  strong  turnout  by 
Trustees  of  Reservations  staff  and  volunteers. 

Larry  Bravo,  Chair 
Tyringham  Properties  Committee 

Tyringham  Apple  Cobbler 

A recipe  from  Tammis  Coffin,  Trustees  of  Reservations 

Cut  and  peel  applies  to  fill  up  your  pie  pan.  Mix  with  a 
small  amount  of  lemon  juice,  a generous  splash  of  vanilla 
and  a heavy  shake  of  cinnamon.  If  sweetener  is  desired 
(not  really  necessary),  add  a splash  of  maple  syrup.  To 
make  the  topping,  combine  your  favorite  granola  (I  like 
pecan  granola  from  Trader  Joes)  or  rolled  oats  with  your 
favorite  cooking  oil  (I  like  sunflower  oil)  and  a little  more 
vanilla,  maple  syrup  and  cinnamon  if  you  like.  Pour 
topping  mixture  over  the  apples  and  bake  at  350  degrees 
or  so  until  the  apples  become  soft,  or  start  bubbling  up 
through  your  topping.  Now,  technically,  this  might  be  apple 
crisp,  but  it  just  tastes  so  much  better  as  Tyringham 
Cobbler! 


Invasive  plants  pose  the  greatest  threat  to  the  native 
biodiversity  of  Massachusetts  - after  the  direct  destruction 
of  habitats,  according  to  state  experts.  Plant  species  that 
are  recently  introduced  to  an  area  are  termed  invasive 
when  they  spread  rapidly,  crowd  out  native  plant  and 
animal  communities  and  are  difficult  to  remove  or  control. 
Last  year  we  wrote  about  wild  parsnip. 

Other  local  invaders,  such  as  Asian  bittersweet, 
Japanese  barberry,  multiflora  rose  and  garlic  mustard, 
were  the  topic  of  a guided  tour  through  Ashintully  last  May. 
The  walk  was  led  by  Julie  Richburg,  a regional  ecologist 
with  The  Trustees  of  Reservations.  TTOR  staff  and 
volunteer  Tyringham  residents  who  participated  also  pulled 
invasives  from  the  garden’s  stream  bed  and  pathways. 

Ashintully  is  relatively  free  of  invasive  plants.  The 
Tyringham  Cobble,  in  contrast,  has  been  described  by  Ms. 
Richburg  as  a “poster  child”  for  invasive  species.  And  in 
the  once  pristine  McLennan  Reservation,  small  clumps  of 
garlic  mustard  that  were  first  spotted  a couple  of  years  ago 
have  now  overtaken  acres  of  land.  The  plant,  which  is 
deceptively  pretty  when  young  with  its  white  flowers  and 
shiny  green  leaves,  is  particularly  nasty  because  it  will 
eventually  alter  the  composition  of  the  soil.  Ultimately, 
other  plants  and  even  tree  seedlings  cannot  survive  in  it. 

Our  Tyringham  Properties  Committee  will  be 
organizing  another  volunteer  day  this  May  to  try  to  clear 
the  garlic  mustard  from  the  McLennan  Reservation,  a task 
that  will  have  to  be  undertaken  every  year  for  the  next  five 
to  seven  years  if  the  plant  is  to  be  eradicated.  The 
committee  is  hoping  to  drum  up  interest  among  local 
schoolchildren  to  help.  The  aim  is  to  instil  in  them  a sense 
of  environmental  stewardship  that  will  safeguard  the 
natural  beauty  of  Tyringham  for  decades  to  come. 

For  more  information,  or  if  you  would  like  to  help, 
contact  Larry  Bravo,  the  current  chairperson  of  the 
committee  (tel:  243-0004). 

Lois  Jenson 
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Tyringham  Garden  Tour 

Hop  Brook  had  another  successful  Garden  Tour,  thanks 
to  all  of  the  hard  work  from  the  Hop  Brook  members  who 
served  as  docents  and  helped  the  visitors  and  owners  at 
each  site.  More  importantly,  we  gratefully  thank  the 
garden  tour  site  owners  (listed  below)  for  accepting  the 
challenge  of  being  a site  for  our  Garden  Tour.  Throughout 
the  planning  process  we  were  met  with  nothing  but 
enthusiasm  and  generosity  from  all  of  them.  We  do 
appreciate  how  much  time  and  effort  went  into  making 
their  gardens  “ready”  for  the  tour.  Who  knew  we  would 
have  such  powerful  rain  storms  as  well  as  powerful  weed 
growing  the  week  before  the  tour.  If  you  missed  the  tour, 
the  following  is  a snapshot  of  the  wonderful  gardens  that 
our  Tyringham  neighbors  so  graciously  opened  up  to  the 
public. 


Photo  R.  Cowell 


Naoussa  Gallery  and  Ruth  O.  Cowell  Sculpture  Garden 

Ricki  and  Stephen  Cowell’s  gallery  and  sculpture  gardens 
served  as  headquarters  this  year.  Ricki  was  the  ultimate 
multi-tasker;  handling  tickets,  touring  folks  through  the 
gallery  and  her  gardens,  and  providing  directions  for  the 
rest  of  the  tour. 

Santarella  - Tyringham’s  Gingerbread  House  - Denise 
Hoefer  and  Dennis  Brandmeyer  extensively  restored  both 
the  buildings  and  gardens  of  this  historic  site.  Denise’s 
description  paid  tribute  to  the  Japanese  creation  of  Henry 
Hudson  Kitson  and  his  gardener  Awoki,  as  well  as  to  the 
Davis’  for  uncovering  many  of  the  gardens,  trails,  and  the 
pond. 

Riverside  - Ann  and  Peter  Herbst  opened  up  Riverside 
as  a “work  in  progress”  for  the  tour  and  also  provided 
refreshments  for  all.  It  looked  magnificent  that  day.  From 
Ann,  “One  wonderful  tale  concerns  the  ‘wedding  trees’  that 
flank  the  formal  entry  to  the  house.  It  was  their 
understanding  that  this  was  a New  England  custom,  to 
plant  a pair  of  trees  near  an  entryway,  typically  oak.” 

The  Herbst  family’s  challenge  was  to  integrate  these  many 
historic  and  charming  features  while  at  the  same  time 


accommodating  the  steep  grade  of  the  property,  which 
often  floods  in  the  spring. 

Jean  Moore  and  Steve  Rubin  - Jean  and  Steve’s  mid- 
1800s  “Gingerbread  Cottage”  sits  almost  on  top  of  our  Hop 
Brook.  It  also  serves  as  Jean’s  yoga  barn.  The  gardens 
overlooking  the  brook  are  terraced  into  layers  for  herbs 
and  vegetables,  perennials,  and  wildflowers.  The  garden 
behind  the  wood  fence  includes  evergreens,  and  several 
topiaries. 

Robert  and  Sue  Choquette  - One  of  my  favorite 
gardens  of  the  tour  was  the  Choquettes.  Wandering 
through  the  cottage  gardens,  one  realized  that  there  were 
many  different  gardens  throughout  the  property  including 
fruit,  vegetable  and  floral.  There  was  even  a “music” 
garden.  Of  course  the  view,  from  their  property,  of  the 
Tyringham  Valley,  is  second  to  none,  and  many  people 
lingered  a moment  to  soak  up  that  experience. 

Vivi  Mannuzza  and  Steven  Cohen  - Smith  Hill  Cottage, 
on  the  way  to  Monterey,  has,  as  Vivi  described,  a laissez- 
faire  garden.  A few  of  her  plantings  came  with  the  house, 
some  from  her  old  home,  and  many  were  gifts  from  the 
gardens  of  friends,  discards,  or  roadside  opportunities. 
Some  plantings  honored  their  family  members.  Vivi  was 
also  considerate  enough  to  provide  a plant  list  on  the  back 
of  her  description  of  her  garden.  . 

Barnhill  - The  final  garden  was  located  in  the  Goose 
Pond  area.  Some  of  Clint  and  Elizabeth  Elliott’s  gardens 
were  laid  out  by  Russell  Page  (who  also  did  Naumkeag’s 
gardens)  over  50  years  ago.  Elizabeth’s  poetic  description 
of  the  gardens  was  a wonderful  treat  to  read  as  folks 
strolled  the  grounds. 

A special  thanks  to  the  garden  committee  members 
who  located  gardens,  “coerced”  garden  owners,  and 
helped  organize  the  tour  as  well  as  all  docents  who  guided 
visitors.  And  thanks  to  our  Tyringham  police  department 
for  making  sure  everything  ran  smoothly,  and,  once  again, 
to  Terry  Curtin  and  our  fire  department,  for  putting  up  the 
info  about  the  tour  at  “his”  pavilion.  Finally,  thanks  to  Bill 
Bean  for  worrying  and  checking  in  on  all  of  his  Hop  Brook 
ladies  throughout  the  day. 

Betty  Bean 


Betty  Bean  and  Ricki  Cowell 
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Hop  Brook  Club 

This  has  been  another  busy  year  for  the  ladies  of  the 
Hop  Brook  Club.  Even  though  we  didn’t  have  any  major 
fund  raising  events,  we  still  had  a multitude  of  business 
issues  to  contend  with. 


Dot  and  Noah  Choqnette  at  the  Tyringham  quilt 
installation  ceremony 


In  February  we  honored  Dot  Choquette  for  her  tireless 
work  on  the  Tyringham  Quilt  project.  Dot  was  instrumental 
in  this  project  from  conception  to  completion  and  we  are 
now  so  happy  to  see  the  quilt  permanently  installed  in  the 
small  meeting  room  of  the  Town  Hall.  A big  thank  you  to 
Hop  Brook  husband  Alan  Garner  for  his  work  staining  the 
case  and  getting  it  ready  for  the  quilt. 

Thanks  to  Nan  Bernstein,  producer  of  the  Friday  Night 
Lights  television  show  and  Tyringham  resident,  we  were 
recipients  of  a variety  of  merchandise  from  the  show.  We 
were  able  to  auction  the  items  off  as  a small  fund  raiser 
for  our  scholarship  fund. 


Bobbie  Crosby  and  assembled  family: 

Standing  L to  R:  Marge’s  daughter,  Althea  Cooper,  Player’s 
brother  Ashton  Crosby,  Jay  Crosby,  Marge  Currie,  Heather 
Currie,  Leila  Bruhn.  Front  L to  R:  Rebecca  Bruhn,  Bobbie  with 
Kenya,  Andrew  Bruhn,  Kit  Crosby  and  new  baby 

After  several  years  of  talking  and  planning  we  were 
finally  able  to  come  up  with  a way  to  honor  Player  Crosby 
for  all  he  did  for  the  town  during  his  life  here.  An 
engraved  bench  made  of  shorea  wood  was  purchased  by 
the  Hop  Brook  Club  and  installed  in  front  of  the  Tyringham 
Library.  After  the  Memorial  Day  service  at  the  cemetery,  a 
large  group  of  people  proceeded  to  the  bench  where  a 


TA. 


dedication  took  place.  It  was  a special  honor  to  have 
many  members  of  the  Crosby  family  in  attendance.  Many 
thanks  to  my  husband  Al  for  his  skillful 
installation  of  the  bench. 

In  late  August  we  hosted  a “Birds  of 
Prey”  exhibition.  Tom  Ricardi  from  the 
Mass.  Bird  of  Prey  Rehabilitation  Facility 
brought  his  birds  to  the  back  yard  of 
Cobble  View  B & B and  gave  an 
interesting  talk  about  the  different  habits 
of  each  species.  He  walked  through  the 
rapt  audience  with  each  bird  and  gave  us 
all  a chance  to  see  these  creatures  up  close  and  personal. 
They  certainly  look  a lot  different  than  they  do  flying 
overhead  - what  ferocious  looking  eyes,  and  beaks,  and 

claws!  The  event  was 
well  attended  by  children 
and  adults  and  everyone 
enjoyed  refreshments 
after  the  presentation. 

Since  this  event  was 
such  a success,  it  was 
decided  that  we  should  try 
to  have  a late  summer 
nature/wildlife  program 
each  year.  We  welcome 
any  suggestions  that  you 
may  have.  You  can 
approach  any  Hop  Brook 
member  with  your 
suggestions,  or  come  to  a 
meeting  and  tell  us 
yourself. 

Each  October  Hop 


Tom  Ricardi  and  his  Bald  Eagle 


Brook  members  and  their  spouses  get  to  enjoy  a midday 
luncheon  which  takes  place  in  the  barn  at  Ashintully.  I 
always  think  of  this  strictly  social  event  as  a sort  of  reward 
for  all  the  hard  work  we  perform  during  the  year.  Our 
undying  gratitude  goes  to  Katharine  McLennan  for  hosting 
this  event.  The  space  is  magnificent  and  is  made  even 
more  special  by  Katherine 
and  her  crew  with  the  lovely 
place  settings  and  sparkling 
candlelight.  Due  to  the 
unseasonably  warm  weather 
we  were  able  to  have  the  big 
doors  open  to  the  outdoors 
which  made  this  year’s 
luncheon  even  more 
special.  One  can’t  write 
about  the  October  luncheon 
without  mentioning  Ken  and 
Robin  Almgren’s  fabulous 
fruit  tarts,  which  have  now 
become  a dessert  tradition 
for  this  event. 

This  winter  we  will  also  c a,  c u a ,u  ■ 

Sandy  Farnham  and  Katharine 
assist  the  Union  Church  by  McLennan  at  the  annual  Hop 


Brook  Luncheon 
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making  a financial  contribution  to  help  with  the  increased 
costs  of  heating  oil  this  winter.  In  addition,  we  will  be 
making  a contribution  to  the  Tyringham  Library  for 
expenses  related  to  the  painting  and  restoration  work  that 
has  been  an  ongoing  project. 

Many  thanks  to  the  Tyringham  Cultural  Council  for 
their  financial  support  each  year.  The  monies  that  we 
receive  go  directly  to  help  cover  expenses  related  to 
producing  the  Tyringham  Topics. 

We  welcome  all  Tyringham  ladies  at  our  meetings 
which  are  held  the  third  Wednesday  of  each  month  at 
11:30.  Many  hands  make  light  work! 

Wishing  you  all  a happy  and  healthy  holiday  season 
and  a prosperous  new  year! 

Lynn  Bertelli,  President 


Scholarship  News 

The  Hop  Brook  Club  Scholarship  Committee, 
composed  of  Betty  Bean,  Ricki  Cowell,  Marion  Leach, 
Lauria  Puntin  and  Kate  Van  Orman,  interviewed  two  high 
school  seniors  this  year.  They  were:  Darren  Consolati, 
who  is  now  at  Syracuse  University  majoring  in 
engineering,  and  Amara  Hale,  who  is  attending  UMass  at 
Amherst.  These  very  deserving  graduates  were  each 
awarded  a scholarship  to  be  used  in  their  second 
semester  of  college. 

We  are,  as  always,  deeply  indebted  to  the  Fawcett, 
Truax  and  Kierstead  Families  for  their  very  generous 
annual  contributions  to  our  Scholarship  Fund. 

Lauria  Puntin,  Chair 
Scholarship  Committee 


Rambusch  110 

It’s  no  mystery.  The  Rambusches  have  been  around 
for  110  years.  Not  Viggo  and  Catha  for  sure,  but  the 
remarkable  Rambusch  Company,  which  will  soon  be 
celebrating  “110  years  of  an  American  family  business” 
with  an  exhibit  at  the  National  Arts  Club  in  New  York  City. 
Tyringham  has  been  proud  to  be  home  to  Catha  and  Viggo 
and  their  extended  family  for  many  years,  and,  as  is  well 
known,  Rambusch  restored  the  lovely  acroteria  that  crown 
the  steeple  of  the  Union  Church  here  in  Tyringham. 

The  Rambusch  Company,  founded  in  1898  by  Viggo’s 
grandfather,  Frode  C.V.  Rambusch,  and  now  in  its  fourth 
generation,  began  its  long  and  distinguished  career  by 
beautifying  many  Catholic  churches,  and  has  worked  in 
every  diocese  in  the  country.  At  St.  Peter’s  Basilica  in 
Rome,  Rambusch  was  twice  commissioned  to  design  the 
celebratory  banner  that  is  unfurled  from  the  central 
balcony  when  sainthood  is  proclaimed. 

The  Company  has  also  completed  work  in  more  than  40 
state  capitol  buildings  in  the  U.S.,  and  in  many  countries 
on  all  continents.  Rambusch  designed  a fifty-six  foot  long, 
8,000-pound  bronze  bas-relief  honoring  the  343  fire 
fighters  who  died  on  September  11“’,  2001,  which  is 
mounted  on  the  west  wall  of  10  House,  adjacent  to  the 
World  Trade  Center  site.  It  was  unveiled  two  years  ago, 
and  has  become  a much  admired  memorial  for  New 
Yorkers  and  visitors  alike.  A photograph  of  this 
extraordinary  work  is  hung  in  the  Tyringham  Town  Hall. 

As  senior  project  manager,  Viggo  Rambusch  is  still  very 
active  in  the  company.  Viggo  and  Catha’s  sons,  Edwin  and 
Martin,  are  now  President  and  Chairman,  respectively. 

The  exhibit  will  focus  on  current  work,  but  will  also  have 
a historical  component.  It  will  run  from  December  23’“ 
2008  through  January  IS*^,  2009,  at  the  Marquis  Gallery  of 
the  National  Arts  Club,  located  at  16  Gramercy  Park  South 
in  New  York  City.  Any  Tyringham  neighbors  who  are  in 
New  York  during  the  period  of  this  exhibition,  are  warmly 
invited  to  visit,  but  be  sure  to  call  first  to  learn  the  open 
hours,  and  to  get  a private  tour  of  the  exhibit. 

In  the  meantime,  the  Hop  Brook  Club  hereby  raises  a 
collective  glass  of  champagne  to  wish  the  Rambusch 
Company  many  more  years  of  outstanding  contributions  to 
the  decoration  and  preservation  of  both  secular  and 
religious  architecture. 

The  Editors 


Tyringham  church  tower  acroteria  detail 
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Across 

1 .  One  theme  of  this  year’s  Topics 

12.  Craekpot  (head  case) 

13.  Confederate  soldier  (abbr) 

14.  Helps  us  know  where  we’re  going 

15.  Wins  the  division 

17.  Swiss  House  or  ski  lodge 

22.  This  trait  is  a virtue 

26.  “ Vey”  (Yiddish  expression) 

27.  Not  applicable:  (abbr) 

28.  Exercises  a critical  right 

30.  Plastic  building  block  for  kids 

31.  Light  beige  color 

33.  normal  (beyond  explainable) 

35.  This  rises  to  the  top 

37.  I think  therefore  I 

38.  Small  child 

39.  Weak,  physically 

40.  Mysterious  English  rock  structure 

41.  Molten  emission 

42.  Just  try  to  get  one  in  NYC 

43.  tide  greetings! 

44.  Hospital  crisis  station  (abbr) 

45.  la-la 

47.  Makes  the  world  green 

48.  Ship’s  workers 

49.  Defined  period  of  time 

52.  Unexplained  space  creatures 
55.  Served  on  a plate  (with  “up”) 

57.  To  go  limp 

58.  To  sell 

59.  Third  note  of  the  singing  scale 
61.  A Hindu  teacher 

63.  Time  you  might  depart  (abbr) 

64.  This  mystery  shocked  Ben  Franklin 

71.  Just  a little 

72.  What  83  across  contends  with 

74.  The  “F”  in  FBI 

75.  Behold! 

76.  3. 14  & Greek  letter 

78.  With  1 16D,  what  83 A says 

80.  A mysterious  ship  in  the  sky 

81.  Egyptian  sun  god 

82.  Lyrical  stringed  instrument 

83.  He  lives  for  kids  and  chimneys 

84.  Master  detective  of  literature 

86.  Arms  of  water  reaching  into  land 
88.  “Little ” of  comics  fame 

90.  You  can but  you  can’t  hide 

91.  A pig  would  live  in  one 

93.  A tree  with  silver-gray  bark 

94.  Get  done  immediately  (abbr) 

95.  Unexplainable  hypnotic  state 

96.  Place  for  a baby  or  small  dog 

97.  Wine  and 

98.  Before  (archaic) 

99.  Doubtful 

103.  You  need  this  to  row 

104.  At  a (puzzled) 

108.  Marathon 


110.  Ad  agencies  do  this  (abbr) 

111.  Toilet  or  loo 

1 12.  Very  long  period  of  time 

1 13.  Carve  into  metal,  images  or  text 

114.  “Arranged  for  a purpose”  (Latin) 

115.  A more  bitter  brew 

116.  Short  laugh 

1 1 7.  The Dodger 

1 18.  Our  section  of  country  (abbr) 

119.  “They Horses,  Don’t  They” 

121.  Raggedy  man 

123.  Perception  beyond  senses  (abbr) 

124.  A belief  that  is  nonsense 

125.  Power  once  to  affect  nature 

126.  Not  new 

128.  “ boy!”  (praise) 

130.  Physician’s  title  (abbr) 

131.  Affirmative’s  negative 

132.  “What’s  up, ?”  (Bugs) 

133.  Space  adventure  genre  (abbr) 

135.  A boisterous  call 

137.  Outside  the  earth 

140.  ‘ the  cows  come  home 

141.  2000  pounds 

142.  Be  sick,  afflicted 

143.  It  asks  us  to  buy  something 

144.  Clean  one’s  feathers 

145.  Spiritual  fish? 

147.  Vocal  hesitation 

148.  Yummy  fish  eggs 

150.  Mickey-Mouse  wizard  with  151 A 

151.  Mickey-Mouse  wizard  with  150A 

Down 

1.  flying  object 

2.  Who  gets  in  the  habit? 

3.  And  so  on  and  so  forth  (abbr) 

4.  Creature  that’s  hunted 

5.  Paul  and  Mary  Ford 

6.  Gym  goal 

7.  Dorothy  of  Oz’s  Auntie 

8.  So  nice  to  take  one 

9.  Mysterious,  ever-changing  gem 

10.  A puzzle,  riddle 

1 1 . Added  notes  to  the  text 

1 5.  Chummy  specter  of  comic  strip 
fame 

16.  Trunks  & chains  couldn’t  hold 
him 

1 7.  Sang  in  the  neighborhood  at 
Christ 

18.  Audio-visual  (abbr) 

19.  Scottish  lake  harboring  a 
mysterious  monster 

20.  French  for  “to  be” 

21.  Between  12  and  20 

23.  Your  future  might  be  read  in 
these 

24.  For  example  (Latin  abbr) 


25.  Power  to  understand  beyond  the 
senses 

27.  The  living  world  around  us 

29.  Parsley, , rosemary  & thyme 

32.  Greenish-blue  color 

33.  Having  powers  of  telepathy 

34.  Begin (over  again) 

36.  Half  woman,  half  fish 

46.  He/she  cares  for  the  sick  (abbr) 

50.  Uncooked 

5 1 . Mystery  writer  Christie 

53.  Greek  goddess  of  motherhood 

54.  Relating  to  India  (prefix) 

56.  “ though  your  heart  is 

breaking 

60.  “Oh, aching  back!” 

62.  Chairman Tse-Tung 

65.  and  mean 

66.  Of  the  heavens 

67.  The  whole,  and  nothing  but 

68.  Garbage  connoisseurs 

69.  Optical 

70.  and  fro 

73.  Struggle  or  scuffle 

76.  Ma’s  partner 

77.  a manner  of  speaking 

79.  Rod  Serling’s  Twilight 

83.  Above  & beyond  nature 

84.  One  of  the  Finns 

85.  Mystery  Tour 

87.  Where  the  stars  hang  out?  (abbr) 

88.  A small  boy 

89.  Actress  Turner 

90.  Royal  Navy  (abbr) 

92.  Large  tropical  fish 

95.  Bell’s  magical  invention  of  1876 

100.  Mysterious  spaces  in  space 

101.  Mind (2  words) 

102.  Stitches  for  a living 

105.  Extra  hours  at  work  (abbr) 

106.  Please  don’t  pick  at  it 

107.  Covered  in  mystery 

108.  The  mirror’s  answer 

109.  Carson  sidekick  McMahon 
1 16.  With  78 A,  what  83Asays 

120.  Trick,  deception 

122.  Smell 

123.  The  malevolent  look 

127.  Signal  of  distress  (abbr) 

129.  Very  nervous 

130.  Less  wet 

133.  Small  mouthful 

134.  Model  T or  Porsche 
136.  Friendly  greeting 

138.  Exaggerated  story  (with  “tall”) 

139.  Road  for  runaway  trucks 

146.  Surgical  space  (abbr) 

147.  Where  you  keep  your  sunny  side 

148.  Regarding  (abbr) 

149.  Beloved  Spielberg  alien 
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Mysteries  Crossword  Puzzle 

Adrienne  Cosel 
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Solution  p.  35 


Rosa  and  Walt  Alward 
and  granddaughter 


David  Garner 


Mary  Garner 


Mike  Winters  with  Red  (Ken)  Winters 


Bobbie  and  Player  Crosby 's 
granddaughters,  Kenya  and  Rebecca 


Duffy  Clark  and  Harvey  Choquette 


Olive  and  Dot  Loring 


Nicky  and  Noah  Choquette 
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Joyce  Carlson 


Chris  Curtin,  Lauria  Puntin  and  Teresa  Bragdon 


Charlie  Slater  and  greased  pig  -1939 


Answers  to  Crossword 
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News  From  Near  and  Far 

Reports  of  new  babies,  graduations,  weddings,  trips  to  foreign  places,  times  spent  by  Tyringham  streams  with  small  children  all 
show  what  made  2008  a special  year  for  our  readers. 

For  some  like  the  Mclntoshes,  this  year  brought  a family  reunion  in  “beautiful  and  beloved”  Tyringham.  Forty-one  far-flung 
descendants  of  the  now-legendary  Rustin  and  Millicent  Carey  McIntosh  convened  in  Tyringham  on  the  weekend  of  August  8-11. 
As  Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd  describes,  “This  occasion  brought  us  three  days  of  deepening  friendships  and  - for  several  of  the  smallest 
second  cousins  and  their  great  uncles  and  aunts  - the  chance  to  meet  each  other  for  the  first  time.  Games  of  Hide  and  Seek,  Frisbee 
and  pick-up  soccer  kept  all  ages  hopping.  Treasure  hunt  teams  combined  treasure  seekers  from  6 to  74  years  old.  We  made  music 
from  Bach  and  Brahms  to  improv;  we  presented  to  ourselves  a tumultuous  performance  of  a much-abbreviated  Mikado.  Our 
appreciation  of  the  beauty  of  the  Tyringham  valley,  home  base  since  1935  to  a number  of  us,  only  grew  throughout  these  days 
together.” 

Paul  and  Nan  Freed  are  still  looking  at  Tyringham  from  afar.  “When  we  came  to  Austin  (Texas)  in  2006,  it  was  surely  for  three  to 
four  months  on  a TV  pilot  for  NBC  called  “Friday  Night  Lights”.  Now,  in  2008,  we  are  still  in  Austin  on  the  same  show.  It  is  a 
terrific  city  that  has  the  feeling  of  a smaller  town.  We’ve  made  some  great  friends,  have  enjoyed  dodging  winter  for  a bit,  but  miss 
our  home  and  beautiful  town.”  In  July  Nan  and  Paul  lost  their  beloved  dog  Gizmo,  who  had  relished  the  sights  and  smells  of 
Tyringham  fields. 

Sandy  Hayne  Farnham  writes,  “2008  brought  our  planned  elopement  in  a blizzard  in  Vermont  when  Mark  returned  from  the 
Middle  East,  a delayed  honeymoon  to  London’s  Chelsea  Flower  Show.  Then  three  weeks  later  to  Turkey  to  follow  in  the  steps  of 
Paul  visiting  innumerable  ruins.  We  returned  in  time  for  progeny  and  grandchildren  to  arrive  to  be  taught  how  to  catch  snakes, 
frogs  and  fish  as  well  as  how  to  make  sling  shots  and  bows  and  arrows.”  Mark  and  Sandy  hope  to  complete  their  bam  in  2009. 

Meanwhile  returning  native  Holly  (McLennan)  and  her  husband  Roger  Ketron  hope  to  complete  their  new  house  in  2009!  Holly 
writes  “Roger  and  I rejoice  in  our  move  back  to  the  valley.  I am  now  a grandmother  and  children  Emma  & Henry  and  Maisie  & 
Susanna  join  in  greetings  to  all.” 

New  Babies:  Jackson  Harvey  Choquette  was  bora  to  proud  parents  Noah  and  Nicole  Choquette  (and  even  prouder  grandparents. 
Bob  and  Sue  Choquette!)  on  September  21,  2008.  Baby  Jackson  weighed  in  at  9 pounds,  8 ounces  and  21  inches  long.  The  doctor 
pronounced  upon  delivery,  “a  linebacker!”  Congratulations  also  to  great-grandmother.  Dot  Choquette. 

“The  newest  addition  to  the  larger  family  circle”  writes  Gerry  Curtin  “is  Braden  “Brady”  David  Pease  bora  to  Jim  and  Stacey 
Curtin  Pease  of  Oswald  Ave,  Pittsfield.  81bs,  20  1/2".  Welcome  to  the  Berkshires,  Brady!”  Gerry,  the  proud  great  uncle,  is  still 
employed  with  the  school  department  in  Great  Barrington  at  the  Middle  School  as  a custodian.  He  wishes  everyone  good  health, 
happiness  and  Happy  New  Year. 

In  February  of  the  new  year.  Dot  and  Dick  Loring  are  expecting  a new  great-grandson.  Their  granddaughter  Ashley  and  Drew 
Rivers  have  a three  year  old  daughter  Alissa. 

Robert  and  Toodie  Alsop  have  three  great  granddaughters,  all  grandchildren  of  their  son  Denny.  Isabella  and  Lucy  Ronda  live  in 
Brooklyn,  NY  and  Sascha  Waddams  in  Nairobi,  Kenya! 

Writing  about  her  grandchildren,  Candace  Drake  Heath  of  Otto  NC  reports  “Our  oldest  grandson,  Evan  (Jean’s  son),  is  now  in 
the  Coast  Guard,  stationed  in  New  Orleans.  Our  second  grandson,  (Koty,  Patty’s  son),  is  olT  to  college  this  year.  We  still  have  four 
more  to  love  who  are  still  at  home.” 

Celia  Kittredge’s  three  grandsons  are  all  in  college  - Washington  College,  Davidson  and  Villanova.  Her  granddaughter  is  nearby 
at  Westminster  School  in  Simsbury,  CT. 

Julia  Miller  Hartman  reports  that  daughter  Nadia  has  “landed  with  both  feet  running  in  Denver,  loving  her  work  at  a design  firm. 
Her  sister  Tess  took  a month  of  her  third  year  of  residency  in  Alaska  in  an  Inuit  Hospital.  Family  doctors  do  everything  there!” 
Writing  from  VA,  Judy  is  proud  to  have  her  self-portrait  juried  into  the  Shenandoah  Valley’s  yearly  City  Show.  “The  juror  was  sure 
she  knew  me  from  before... yes,  it  was  familiarity  with  my  self  portrait.” 

Many  long  term  projects  finally  came  to  fruition  in  2008  in  George  and  Nini  Gilder’s  family.  A string  of  graduations  - Nannina 
from  St.  Andrew’s  Scotland,  Richard  from  Bridgewater  State  College,  Mellie  from  Albany  Medical  College  - added  to  the 
publication  by  Knopf  of  Louisa’s  eight  year  project  The  Age  of  Entanglement:  When  Quantum  Physics  was  Reborn\  Nini  has 
produced  a new  book  Hawthorne’s  Lenox,  and  George  at  69  is  reveling  in  his  new  celebrity  as  New  England’s  top  cross-country 
trail  racer  over  the  age  of  60  in  the  Grand  Tree  series. 
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News  From  Near  and  Far 


Further  college  news:  Chuck  and  Alice  Slater’s  daughter  Liza  (the  fifth  in  the  Slater  line-up)  has  transferred  to  Averett  University 
in  Danville,  VA  where  she  is  a member  of  the  women’s  soccer  team.  (Apologies  to  Liza  from  the  Tyringham  Topics.  We 
inadvertently  left  her  off  the  greetings  list  for  two  years  running!) 

Peter  and  Gail  Charpentier  have  two  grads  this  year  - Lissy  from  college  and  Matt  from  high  school.  Proud  Mom  adds  “Both  of 
them  did  very  well  in  their  studies.” 

Molly  and  Tim  Schaefer’s  son  Dakota  is  a senior  at  Lee  High  School  and  having  a banner  football  season.  He  plans  to  attend 
college  and  also  join  the  United  States  Marines  after  graduation.  Molly  writes  “In  1998  the  town  sponsored  a camp  during  winter. 
We  met  once  a week  after  school  and  it  was  called  “Camp  Snow.”  One  of  the  projects  was  a time  capsule  to  be  opened  at  the  time  of 
each  camper’s  high  school  graduation.  Dakota  will  be  the  first  one  to  open  his  time  capsule  and  explore  all  the  items  he  put  in  , 
including  letters  and  such  from  his  family.”  Tim  and  Molly’s  second  son  Benjamin  was  one  of  fifteen  Berkshire  County  students  to 
spend  twelve  days  on  an  Italian  study  program  in  Cava  de  Tirreni,  Pittsfield’s  Sister  City.  “Ben  stayed  with  a host  family  and  also 
took  excursions  to  several  historical  locations  including  Pompeii,  Sorrento,  Salerno,  the  Amalfi  Coast.  Benjamin  scored  the 
highest  grade  on  the  final  the  students  took.”  (Editor’s  note:  An  avid  linguist,  Benjamin  is  also  studying  French  and  Spanish  at  Lee 
High.) 

Another  Italian  adventure  for  a young  person  bom  in  Tyringham...  Siobhan  Murphy,  daughter  of  Holly  and  Shaun  Murphy  is 
spending  the  fall  in  Florence  on  a study  abroad  program  through  UConn  at  the  Institute  at  the  Palazzo  Rucellai,  studying  Italian 
art,  language  etc.”  Holly  and  Shaun  visited  her  in  October.  On  July  8*  their  first  grandchild  was  bom.  Eamonn  and  Ineke  had  a 
daughter.  Savannah,  “a  9 lbs  5 oz  (!)  of  pure  joy!”  They  live  ten  minutes  away  in  Farmington,  CT.  Son  Niall  is  in  Berkeley,  CA 
where  he  coaches  the  Cal-Berkeley  Field  Hockey  team. 

Also  in  the  Bay  Area  is  Bill  and  Adrienne  Cosel’s  daughter  Molly  and  her  husband  Erik  Calloway.  Molly  and  Erik  were  married 
in  Tyringham  on  August  30*  at  the  Cosels’  house.  They  live  in  San  Francisco. 

From  Burlington,  VT,  Angelica  McLennan  writes  that  son  Marc  Syp  graduated  with  an  MA  in  Architecture  and  is  in  Rome  on  his 
first  assignment.  He  interviews  in  Paris  soon.  “Miranda  is  doing  well  painting  and  being  a doting  mom  to  our  Dazrielle  now  age 
3 1/2.”  Angelica  has  finished  her  seasonal  job  at  the  Shelburne  Museum  and  is  “looking  at  what’s  next.”  She  adds  “I  am  very  excited 
about  Holly  and  Roger  breaking  ground  in  Tyringham.” 

Hilary  Deely  writes  that  daughter  Maisie  has  followed  her  father  Philip’s  footsteps:  “Maisie  is  the  Major  Gift  and  Reunion  Giving 
Officer  at  Berkshire  School  as  of  September,  and  Pip  is  in  New  York  City  mnning  ‘Rental’  an  art  gallery  on  the  lower  East  Side 
and  interning  at  Baytree  Capital  Hedge  Fund.” 

While  some  families  plan  their  reunions  in  Tyringham,  we  have  reports  of  other  gatherings  in  distant  scenic  locales.  Geoff 
Ashworth  anticipates  an  Ashworth  family  reunion  next  spring  in  Devon,  England.  Geoff’s  cousin  and  his  wife  conveniently  own  a 
hotel  in  Torquay,  called  “Cloudlands”  commanding  a wonderful  view  of  Torbay  and  its  surroundings. 

Helena  Palmer  Gatterburg  writes  “This  summer  the  entire  Palmer-Gatterburg  clan  (Tonio,  Barbara  and  kids)  set  out  on  a one 
week  bike  tour  together  and  pedaled  250  km  along  the  Elbe  River  in  Germany.  The  kids  (all  six  of  them  ranging  in  age  from  9 to 
15)  did  really  well,  sometimes  covering  50km  in  a day.”  Helena  adds  “We  are  not  sure  we  could  complete  such  a tour  in  the 
Berkshire  hills... We  are  thrilled  Tonio  and  Co.  are  settled  in  Hickory  now.”  Tonio’s  wife,  Barbara  Palmer,  reports  “We  have 
moved  to  Hickory  Farm  full  time!  William  (12)  and  Henrik  (10)  are  in  school  in  Lenox,  and  Caroline  (15)  is  spending  a year  in 
Germany.  We  are  excited  about  our  new  life  in  the  Berkshires.” 

Mary  Ann  and  Everett  Fennelly  have  a special  Christmas  coming  up.  “For  the  first  time  in  twelve  years  our  daughter  Kathy  will 
be  home  for  Christmas  with  her  fiance  Terry.  We  are  so  looking  forward  to  this  Holiday  season,  and  Australia  is  so  far  away!!  We 
all  will  be  together.  All  our  family.  How  great  is  that!!!  We  are  so  excited!” 

“For  anyone  who  might  like  to  see  the  weather  or  is  homesick  and  far  from  home,”  New  York  City  artist  Will  Pappenheimer  has 
set  up  a web  camera  overlooking  the  valley  from  his  house  on  George  Cannon  Road.  Will  writes  “I  like  to  think  of  it  as  modem 
Hudson  River  School.”  Take  a peak  at  http://www.willpap-projects.eom/TvrCam/TvrCam.htmlhttp 
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In  memory  of  Stet 

Barbara  & Steve  Adams 
Robin  & Kenny  Almgren,  Gunnar  & Suzanne 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop  & family 
Geoff  Ashworth 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 

Betty  & Bill  Bean  & Sylvia  Poggioli 
Mary  & David  Berman 
Lynn  Bertelli  & Alan  Wilcox 

Jennifer  Bishop,  Daniel  Epstein,  Theodore  & Nathaniel 

Judith  Bishop  and  Maia  Bookoff 

Teresa  Bragdon  & Tricia  Bragdon 

Dennis  Brandmeyer  & Denise  Hoefer,  Alex  & Tracy 

Lisa  (Palmer)  Brandreth  & Jack  Brandreth 

Larry  Bravo 

Bob  & MaryAnn,  Nicole  & Alexis  Brown 
Jack  & Irmgard  Bucher 
Henning,  Joyce  & Kim  Carlson 
David  Carriere 
The  Cernik  families 
Edgar  Chamorro 

Peter  & Gail  Charpentier,  Lissy  & Matt 
Bob  & Sue  Choquette 
Dot  Choquette  & Eddie  Choquette 
Chuck  & Terry  Clark  & Jon;  Buck,  Jaymee  & Kayden, 
David  and  Shannon  Clark 
Francis  & Betty  Clark  & family 
Candace  “Chick”  Heath  Coco,  Joseph  Coco 
Bill  & Chris  Corcoran;  D.C.  Bienvenue  & family; 

Christian  & Maisie  Bienvenue 
Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gabey  & Molly 
Bobbie  Crosby  & family 

Ricki  & Steve  Cowell,  Marc,  Chris  & Kate,  & Kiki 
Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Chrissie, 

Quinn  & Paige  Barry;  Larry  & Chrissy  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin,  Neil  & Helen  Curtin 

In  loving  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy  12-16-1999 
Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joe; 

Jim,  Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin 
Shawn  Murphy 

In  memory  of  Sissy  Whalen  Curtin 
Her  loving  family 

Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Missy  & Peter  Curtin  Jr.,  & sons 
Ethan  & Collin;  Trish  & Jamie  Curtin  & family; 
Joshua,  Nissa  & Asia;  Matt  & sons  Dillon  & Devin; 
Tina  Eral,  Joshua  & Megan 
Have  a very  Merry  Christmas  and  A Happy  New  Year! 

Terry  & Marilyn  Curtin  and  family 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 
Philip  & Hilary  Deely,  Maisie  & Pip 
In  memory  of  Arnold  & Elizabeth  Hale 
Sue  & Joe  Delmolino,  Brody,  Mariah,  & 

Amara  Hale;  Brian  & Nicole  Delmolino 


Tom  &Therese  Dillon 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax,  David  & Jill 

Adam  Donald,  Peggy  Donald  Snider;  Gypsy  Snider  & 
Patrick  Leonard,  Laska  & Galia  Leonard,  Lorenzo 
Pisoni 

In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath  & Eddie 
Fennelly 

Donna  & Gerald  Drake 

Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott  & the  Elliott  and  Aldrich  families 
In  loving  memory  of  David  Curtin  & Sissy  Curtin 
Gino,  Mary  & Nick  Errichetto 
Mark  & Sandy  Farnham 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  Nan,  Rob  & Zachary 

Sedgwick,  James  & Kathy  & Richard  Fawcett 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 
Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker  & Ethan; 

Katherine,  Brian  & Phoebe  Bailey 
In  memory  of  Ed  Fennelly 

Dianne  Fennelly  & Taylor  Pixley 
Adam,  Michelle,  Kaitlyn,  Connor  & Justin 
Pat,  Mike  Jr.,  Mike  III,  Lynette  & Diana; 

Darrell,  Marcy  & Aiden 
Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly;  Everett  Jr, 

MaryBeth  & Luke;  Amy  Fennelly  & 

Byron  Renderer;  Kathleen  Bardwell  & 

Terrence  Harris 
Thomas  Fennelly  Sr.  & Jr. 

Nan  & Paul  Freed 

Joe,  Ann,  Adri,  Francesca  & Phoebe  Gallo 
Alan  & Mary  Garner;  Nancy  Wood,  David 
Garner,  Levi  & Deanna 
Helena  (Palmer),  Stefan,  Damian,  Francesca 
& Therese  von  Gatterburg 
Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard  & Nannina 

Joyce  & Alan  Glickman,  Matt  & Julian 
Virginia  Gorman;  Susan  & Conor  Moran 
The  Griffins  of  Goose  Pond 
In  memory  of  loved  ones 
Alice  Hale 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth  boring  Hale 
Donald  & Mary  Hale 
George  Hale 
Jean  Barber-Hale 
Dorothea  R.  Hanson 
Kate  Harding 
John  Mason  Harding 

Judy  & Steve  & Nadia  Hartman  & Tess  Moore 
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Ruth  & John  Heath;  Nancy  & Randy,  Robert,  Adam,  Lora, 
Tyler,  Cameron  Wade;  James,  Christina,  James  Jr, 
Jacob  & Rhiannon  Heath,  Jessica  Thorne;  Donald  & 
Karie  Heath;  Sue  Casey;  Steve  & Ruth  LeCompte 
Shannon  LeCompte  & Anatoly  Davidenko,  Tim, 

Erin,  Olivia  & Owen  Hart;  Herb  & Deb  Heath, 
Connie,  Eric,  Shawn,  Brian,  Teh  & Dylan  Heath, 
Amy,  Nick,  Abby&  Lily  Fredsal,  Joe  & Karen  Pulver 
Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
Maggie  Howard 

Sarah  Hudson  & the  Barclay  Hudson  family 

Al  & Martha  Joyner  & family 

Bill,  Heather  & Dakota  Ketchen 

Holly  (McLennan)  & Roger  Ketron  & family 

Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & Sophie,  Willem; 

Nick  & Lisa,  Hopper,  Lilabel  Virginia 
Celia  Kittredge,  Kit  Clucas,  the  Ogden  families,  the 
Sullivans,  the  Charlie  Kittredges,  the  Scotts  & 

Rowleys 

Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Jane  Thrailkill  & 

Hawley  Truax,  Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & Charles  Truax 
& George 

In  memory  of  Doug  Leach 
Marion  Leach 

Greetings  to  many  Tyringham  friends 

Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd  & Bob,  Ben,  Seth  & Tom 
Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Dick  Loring;  Debrah,  Henry  & Lizzy  Hall  & Chris 
Peppi;  Kevin,  Terrie 

Mary,  Noah,  Charles  Limin,  Dougherty;  Amy  Hunt  & 
Marcus  Garrett;  Ashley,  Drew  & Alissa  Rivers;  Ed  & 
Marian  Loring 

In  loving  memory  of  Joe  Loring  Jr. 

Joe  & Ev  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

In  memory  of  William  & Jane  Bond  & Charles  & Beatrice 
Loring 

Russ  & Margaret  Loring 

Tunk  & Dede  Loring;  Rhonda,  Don,  Dylan  & Isaac; 

Elaine,  Ed,  Jordan  & Bryan;  Tony,  Sara,  Megan, 

Will  & Charlie 
Paul  & Evelyn  Margus 

Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante;  Rustin  McIntosh, 
Nathaniel  McIntosh,  Amy  Pullen,  Ethan  & Lydia 
McIntosh 

Ken  & Peggy  McIntosh;  Kate  McIntosh  & Scott  Barkdoll, 
Janet  & Kenneth  Barkdoll;  Janet  McIntosh  & Thomas 
Jehn,  Tobias  Jehn 

Angelica  McLennan;  Marc  Syp;  Miranda,  Darnell  & 
Dazrielle  Stewart 
Katharine  McLennan  & family 
Peace,  love  & joy  to  you  and  yours! 

Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 


Warm  good  wishes  from  three  generations  of  the  Moskin 
family 

Bob  Moskin  & Lynn 

Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Ineke  & Savannah,  Niall,  Siobhan 
Murphy 

Greetings  to  all  in  Tyringham! 

Roberta  Myers,  your  Tyringham  Topics  editor  since 
1996 

Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer,  Walter  Palmer,  Spring  & 
John  Homschek,  Andrew  & Jacob 
A great  holiday  to  everyone! 

Leroy  & Marge  Palmer 

Tonio  & Barbara  Palmer,  Caroline,  William  & Henrik 
Helena  F.  P.  Pappenheimer 
Will  & Mary  Pappenheimer 
Petey  Perkins,  Louie,  Ned,  Jamie,  David  & Kate  & 
all  their  families 

Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  & Liz  Potter  & Jeffrey 

Lauria  & Donald  Puntin 

Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon, 

Kenzie  & Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie  Nicholas, 
Jackson  & Fritz;  Neil  & Lucia,  Marygrace  & Katrine 
Adam;  Kristin  & Sandy  von  Thelen 
Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun 
Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 

The  Reich  family;  Chuck  & Julie;  Gabriel,  Elka  & Isabella; 

Benjamin  & Thao  & Hosea 
Margaret  Olds  Richards  & the  Luchars:  Barrie;  Alex, 
Susan,  Thomas,  Robert,  Catherine;  Charles;  Jim, 
Betsy,  Ian  & Teddy 

Michael,  Lindsey,  Andrew  and  Aliza  Rood 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Charles,  Alice,  Andy,  Ellie,  Liza,  Julie  & 

Craig,  Ryan  Slater  & Melissa  Parnell 
Kathy,  Ted  & Tommy  Stern 
Philippa  Claude  & Tony  Stretton 
In  loving  memory  of  Gerald  & Reed  Swart 
Ruth  Swart,  Sally  & Herb  Schild 
Rachel  Urquhart  & John  Herrera;  Theo  & Simon  & 
the  little  dogs 

Sidney  & Brian  Urquhart  & family 

Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 

Sisters  of  the  Visitation 

Cece  Wasserman 

Joseph  Whalen  & Ken  Whalen 

In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Ken  Winters 

Bert,  Karen  & Chad  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley, 
Linsey,  Cayce  Williams;  Tim,  Diane  & Dominic 
Williams 

Mark  & Liz  Williams 

Andrew  & Rosamond  Zimmerman,  Leo  & Martha 
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Published  annually  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  in  the  interest  of  church  and  community 


Our  theme  this  year,  “Tyringham  Beasts  and  Fowl; 
Livestock  and  Predators”  has  evoked  many  wonderful 
essays  and  stories  from  both  current  and  former  residents. 
As  of  this  writing,  Tyringham  seems  to  be  a chicken  town 
(no  offense  intended),  with  bovines  and  equines  close 
behind.  On  the  predator  side,  the  evil  coyote  is  at  the 
head  of  the  pack  (no  pun  intended).  The  marauding  bear  is 
close  on  his  tail. 

We  are  deeply  grateful  to  all  of  you  for  your  literary  and 
artistic  submissions,  and  for  your  very  generous  financial 
contributions  which  help  us  to  publish  the  Topics  and 
provide  scholarships  for  our  children  continuing  with  their 
educations  beyond  high  school.  Our  great  thanks,  also,  to 
all  of  you  and  particularly  to  Molly  Cosel,  for  the  many 
wonderful  photos  submitted. 

Finally,  the  Hop  Brook  Club  mourns  the  passing  of  one 
of  Tyringham’s  most  enthusiastic  and  prolific  Topics 
contributors,  Terry  Curtin.  In  his  memory,  we  have 
printed,  later  in  this  issue,  one  of  his  poems  most  in 
keeping  with  our  theme.  -Roberta  Myers,  Editor 

Rodeo  Days 

Neil  Curtin 

I was  thinking  about  the  days  when  I worked  for  Lyle 
Taylor...  This  was  back  in  the  ‘40s...  I was  probably  a 
teen  ager,  fourteen  years  old  or  so.  Lyle  had  his  farm. 

(He  had  gone  away  from  milking  cows  - he  had  Ayrshires 
at  one  time.)  Him  and  Bert  Clark  of  Lee  - Judge  Clark  - 
went  in  cahoots  on  raising  about  30  or  40  white  face 
Herefords  for  beef,  so  in  summer  when  I was  out  of  school 
I worked  for  Lyle  getting  hay  and  in  the  spring  we  had  to 
put  the  cows  out  to  pasture  taking  them  to  pastures  along 
Tyringham  Road,  Main  Road,  and  all  the  way  up  to 
Webster  Road.  That  was  all  big  pastures  all  along  there. 

I can  remember  carrying  fence  posts  all  the  way  up  there, 
barbed  wire,  and  all.  Anyway,  this  is  a story  about 
livestock.  We’d  go  up  in  the  summer,  and  now  and  then 
we  would  have  to  take  a bag  of  salt  with  us  and  throw  out 
a few  handfuls.  That  made  the  cattle  come  looking  for  it  if 
they  wanted  the  salt,  and  we’d  look  them  over  to  see  how 


they  were  doing.  We’d  come  back  two  or  three  times  a 
summer. 

There  was  one  there  they  were  trying  to  get  ready  for 
show.  When  her  horns  came  out,  they  started  curling  up. 
We  had  that  cow,  before  we  let  it  out,  in  the  barn.  They 
made  little  weights  out  of  lead  with  a set  screw  on  the  side 
and  you  put  that  weight  where  the  horn  was  turning  up  and 
you  set  the  set  screw  and  the  weight  would  turn  the  horn 
down  straight.  They  wanted  the  horn  straight  for  show.  So 
this  one  had  the  weights  on  and  we  kept  watching  her,  but 
then  came  the  day  when  we  had  to  get  the  weights  off.  Of 
course  this  was  up  in  the  big  pasture.  We  went  up  above 
and  followed  her  around  and  tried  to  catch  that  cow  but  we 
couldn’t  get  her,  so  I went  back  down  to  the  barn  and  came 
back  with  a rope  and  made  a knot  and  put  a noose  around  it 
like  a lasso,  and  I said  I’d  try  to  get  close  to  her  and  lasso 
her.  Well  I got  close,  it  took  off  and  I threw  my  lasso  and 
luckily  it  went  right  around  her  head  but  then  it  came  right 
back  down  her  neck  and  around  her  chest.  Of  course  with 
her  running  with  it  around  her  chest  like  that,  I couldn’t  hold 
her,  and  there  she  went,  dragging  the  rope.  If  it  had  been 


Neil  Curtin  and  daughter,  Mary  Errichetto 
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around  her  face  I could  have  held  her,  but  down  around  the 
neck  it’s  like  oxen  pulling.  They  pull  you  right  over.  So  the 
question  was,  how  do  we  get  her? 

We  started  chasing  her  out  through  the  woods.  I tried  to 
sneak  up  on  her  and  get  a hold  of  that  long  rope  - she  was 
dragging  20  feet  of  rope  - we  went  all  over  and  circled  down 
and  came  through  the  pine  trees  that  used  to  grow  along  the 
side  of  the  hill  across  the  street.  (There  used  to  be  beautiful 
pine  trees  there  but  Gladys  Shirley  cut  them  up  for  logs.) 

So  the  cow  sneaked  along  through  those  big  pines,  and  I’m 
behind  the  trees  getting  closer  and  I finally  got  close  enough 
she  didn’t  realize  I was  getting  close  enough  so  I could  grab 
that  rope  and  wind  it  right  around  the  next  tree  so  when  she 
went  to  run  she  couldn’t  pull  the  tree  over  and  down  she 
went.  Lyle  was  running  along  behind  me  with  his  wrench, 
telling  me  to  hang  on  to  her.  “Don’t  loosen  up!”  “Keep  her 
down!” 

I was  nervous  that  she  was  half  choking  to  death  but 
he  said,  “Don’t  let  up.  Hold  her  tight.”  He  jumped  on  her 
back,  got  his  wrench  going  and  took  the  weight  off  one 
horn  and  then  the  other  and  then  he  said  okay  let  her  up. 

I was  pretty  nervous.  We  had  her  down  for  a while  I 
thought  we’d  killed  her.  She  was  all  done,  but  then  she 
started  gasping  and  got  some  air  and  got  herself  together 
and  jumped  up.  She  was  all  right. 

So  that’s  my  story  about  being  a cowboy  catching  beef 
cattle  on  the  Taylor  farm. 


“Old  Peggy” 

Donna  Drake,  Otto,  North  Carolina 


Let  me  tell  you  a story  that  is  close  to  my  heart. 

A long  ago  memory  - “oh  where  do  I start?” 

I guess  it  would  be,  wind  blowing  through  my  hair. 
Trying  to  sit  and  hang  tight  on  the  back  of  a mare. 

Her  name  was  Peggy,  she  was  fat  and  sweet. 

But  to  me  she  was  my  steed  with  lightning  feet. 

My  child’s  imagination  ran  wild  as  I rode  away, 

I still  get  a chill  when  I think  of  her  today. 

And  then  in  the  winter,  with  a blanket  of  snow. 

Old  Peg  and  her  sleigh  were  ready  to  go. 

Over  Fernside  we’d  go  with  sleds  tied  behind. 

All  the  kids  laughing,  and  having  a good  time. 

Where  else  but  in  Tyringham  could  this  fairy  tale  come 
true? 

I thank  God  for  old  Peggy,  she  made 
a child’s  dream  come  true. 


* Peggy  belonged  to  John  Heath  and  for  years  he  generously  gave  of 
his  time  for  winter  sleigh  rides. 


Rod  and  Judy  Miller,  Kristie  Berl,  Henning  Carlson, 
Donna  (Heath)  Drake,  on  Peggy  at  Singlebrook 


A Few  Words  from  Clueless  Farms  (South  House) 

Capt.  John  E.  Howard 

Our  little  farm  is  made  up  of  an  assortment  of  animals. 
We  have  Cooper  and  Tiger  - a pair  of  donkeys  that  are 
brothers.  The  antics  they  perform  are  endless. 

Bah  and  AN  are  a pair  of  18  month  old  Merino  sheep 
male  and  female.  We  are  hoping  for  spring  to  bring  us  a 
new  lamb. 

Our  prize  is  a small  herd  of  San  Clemente  goats.  We 
added  a new  guy  named  Pepper  this  year  and  are  hoping  to 
keep  increasing  this  rare  breed  as  time  goes  on.  These 
guys  and  girls  are  very  hardy  and  don’t  seem  to  understand 
that  they  are  from  California. 

We  also  have  a small  flock  of  chickens  - Rhode  Island 
Reds,  Silver  Lace  Wyandottes,  and  a couple  of  Silver  Lace 
Dominiques.  All  of  our  chickens  are  yearlings.  We  had  a 
predator  attack  last  spring  and  lost  the  entire  flock.  Just 
today  I got  the  first  eggs  from  these  girls  and  I am  quite 
thankful  for  that. 

There  is  also  my  always  present  man’s  best  friend 
Ripley  - an  Australian  Shepherd  and  a fine  guard  as  well 
as  a great  companion.  There’s  Adolf  the  cat  who  moved 
in  this  summer.  I guess  he’s  a permanent  member  of  the 
farm,  a great  mouser. 

And  last  but  not  least  there’s  Jimmy,  a Red  and  Gold 
Macaw,  and  Burt,  a Gold  Face  Amazon.  Parrots  can  be  a 
challenge  and  a joy.  Jimmy  can  put  his  wings  up  in  the  air 
and  say  “Touchdown!”  He’s  a Patriots  fan. 
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The  Power  of  Song 

Elizabeth  Elliott 

Has  anyone  heard  about  the  beautiful  young 
Tyringham  wife  who  took  off  down  the  road  chasing  the 
Palmer  cows?  They’d  found  a latch  loose  somewhere  and 
decided  to  try  someplace  else.  In  fact,  they  decided  to  go 
to  Lee.  But  this  beautiful  young  wife  heard  the  farmer’s 
cry  of  alarm  and  without  wasting  a minute  dropped  what 
she  was  doing  in  the  kitchen  and  took  off  down  the  road. 

It  must  have  been  quite  a sight.  She  had  lovely  long 
yellow  hair  and  the  cows  would  have  been  companionable 
running  mates.  Not  that  the  cows  were  running,  just 
ambling:  she  was  running.  And  somewhere  down  near  the 
Alsops  she  got  ahead  of  them,  stepped  out  into  the 
middle  of  the  road  and  turned  around  to  face  them. 
Lolloping  along  toward  her  they  were,  stopping  now  and 
then  to  munch  the  chicory  and  Queen  Anne’s  lace  along 
the  verge.  Must  have  seemed  peaceful  under  the  big 
trees,  summer  and  all,  no  traffic.  But  she  had  a mission: 
glaring  into  their  placid  faces  she  opened  her  mouth  and 
began  to  sing.  Opera.  She  began  to  sing  opera. 

Astonished,  the  wayward  herd  stopped  in  their  tracks. 
Opera?  Here?  Why  they  hadn’t  even  gotten  to  Lee  yet. 

But  this  beautiful  young  wife  went  right  on  singing.  (I 
regret  I never  heard  exactly  what  the  aria  was.)  And  lo 
and  behold,  those  cows  turned  right  around  and  headed 
back  to  the  farm.  The  person  who  told  me  about  all  this 
made  the  comment  that  the  cows  got  a lot  more  out  of 
their  escapade  here  in  Tyringham  than  they’d  ever  have 
had  gotten  out  of  Lee. 


T>\ 


Caution:  Calves  Crossing 

Lainie  Krasnoff 

It  has  been  almost  ten  years  since  we  purchased  our 
home  in  Tyringham.  We  love  it  for  its  peaceful  “hinterland” 
quality  and  enjoy  the  welcome  relaxation  that  comes  over 
us  each  time  we  drive  into  the  valley.  Certainly  we  know 
the  dangers  of  deer  and  their  impact  on  the  cars  of 
unwitting  motorists  on  darkened  roads.  Little  did  we  expect 
that  we  would  have  to  learn  to  watch  out  for  loose  cattle 
on  the  roads  as  well.  Our  two  experiences,  one  ironic  and 
tragic  and  the  other  humane  and  fortunate  have  taught  us 
to  be  ever  vigilant. 

One  evening,  as  we  headed  to  Great  Barrington  for  a 
movie,  we  spotted  a small  calf  on  the  road  side  of  his 
fence,  near  the  Roadside  restaurant.  Even  for  “city 
slickers,”  we  realized  this  was  not  right.  However,  we  also 
saw  a person  driving  a pickup  truck  and  turning  down  the 
road  to  the  farm  where  the  calf  was  freely  grazing.  We 
assumed  the  driver  was  pulling  over  to  corral  the  animal. 
We  thought  little  of  the  experience  as  we  headed  into 
town.  We  smiled  inwardly.  It  was  just  another  lovely 
“country”  experience. 


On  the  way  home,  in  that  same  location,  we  saw  the 
police  assisting  a tow  truck  driver  hoisting  a car  onto  a 
flatbed.  We  thought  back  to  the  earlier  incident  and 
wondered  if  they  could  have  been  related.  It  seemed 
possible,  but  hoped  it  may  have  been  a random  accident, 
and  that  it  had  not  involved  the  calf. 

The  next  morning,  the  telephone  rang  at  breakfast,  and 
we  were  jolted  by  the  irony  of  the  call.  A co-worker  from 
NY,  who  has  a home  in  Sandisfield,  called  on  the  chance 
we  were  available  to  give  him  a ride  into  Great  Barrington. 
He  reported  to  us  that  the  night  before,  he  had  hit  a calf  on 
Route  23.  His  car  was  totaled,  and  he  needed  to  rent 
something  until  it  was  repaired.  What  were  the  chances 
that  out  of  all  the  people  who  travel  back  and  forth  on  that 
road,  we  would  have  been  the  ones  to  see  the  animal  and 
know  the  person  who  ran  into  it  and  caused  its  demise? 

Fortunately,  our  second  encounter  with  a calf  had  a 
happier  ending  for  us  and  for  the  calf.  If  nothing  else,  we 
were  fast  learners  and  would  never  make  the  same 
mistake  twice.  On  another  evening,  this  time  as  we 
headed  into  Lee  for  dinner,  we  came  across  yet  another 
small  calf,  also  on  the  wrong  side  of  his  fence.  This  time, 
he  had  already  wandered  onto  Main  Road.  And  this  time 


3 


we  were  the  only  ones  there.  We  immediately  stopped  the 
car.  As  soon  as  we  figured  out  who  his  owner  was,  we  went 
and  knocked  on  the  door.  We  were  warmly  thanked,  and  we 
watched  as  the  animal  was  quickly  herded  back  into  the 
field  where  he  belonged. 

We  were  pleased  when,  the  next  morning,  we  saw  the 
fence  being  mended  and  we  knew  that  the  incident  would 
not  be  repeated.  All  was  well  for  us  and  the  calf,  and  we 
were  able  to  have  a “country”  memory  with  a happy  ending. 


Prickly  Predators  on  Fernside 

Bob  Moskin 

We  have  not  encountered  many  livestock  or  predators 
on  the  Fernside  during  the  past  forty  years.  But  we  do  have 
the  impression  they  are  getting  more  numerous.  Deer  and 
wild  turkeys  on  the  lawn  are  not  uncommon  and  not 
predatory.  A gorgeous  (native?)  peacock  came  to  visit  us 
and  stayed  for  two  days,  romancing  the  peacock  he  saw  in 
the  black  paint  of  our  car.  He  may  not  have  been  a 
predator,  but  he  was  one  tough,  independent  bird. 

We  live  on  the  edge  of  the  Beartown  State  Forest,  and 
these  nights  we  hear  the  wail  of  what  people  assure  us  are 
coyotes.  Several  times  bear  have  lumbered  through,  one 
time  a mother  and  cub.  We  avoid  them  and  Talley  barks 
her  head  off  from  behind  the  dining  room  window.  The  bears 
take  no  notice  and  eventually  move  on  towards  the  Donalds. 
But  early  on  Saturday  morning  this  past  Labor  Day 
weekend,  Talley  was  enjoying  a free  run  in  the  field  and 
came  back  looking  like  she  had  grown  a prickly  white 
beard.  The  Valley  Vets  had  to  sedate  her  and  removed 
more  than  fifty  quills.  It  was  not  fun. 

We  now  rate  porcupines  as  predators. 


Good  Deeds  Never  Go  Unpunished 

Robert  E.  DuVernois 
Hartwell,  Georgia 

I believe  that  it’s  safe  to  tell  the  story  now,  because  the 
three  “witnesses”  would  be  well  over  100  years  old,  and 
have  certainly  passed  on. 

In  the  late  1950s  or  early  60s,  while  I was  working  on 
the  Howard  Farm,  I was  up  front  of  the  garage  greasing 
the  hay  rake  when  I saw  Maggie  Howard  with  her  sister’s 
child  and  the  child’s  baby-sitter  who  had  a small  pet  pig  on 
a leash,  coming  up  through  the  pasture  and  around  the 
tennis  court,  headed  for  the  pedestrian  gate  to  the 
driveway.  Somewhere  near  the  gate,  the  pig  slipped  its 
collar  and  took  off  across  the  pasture.  The  baby-sitter 
stayed  with  the  child,  and  Maggie  was  chasing  the  little 
pig.  I thought  that  when  it  got  to  the  brook  or  fence,  she 
would  catch  it.  But  when  I saw  them  coming  back  across 
the  pasture  with  the  pig  still  running  loose,  I crossed  the 
road,  jumped  the  fence  and  joined  the  chase.  We 
cornered  the  little  pig  over  near  the  tennis  court  and  put  its 
collar  on  tighter. 

I went  to  rake  hay  while  Dick  Birkett  baled.  After  the 
afternoon  milking,  on  my  way  home  I stopped  at  the  Post 
Office  to  pick  up  mail.  While  I was  opening  the  mail  box, 
Mary  Curtin  was  behind  the  counter  and  she  said  she  was 
shocked  to  hear  about  me,  she  always  thought  I was  so 
shy!  She  said  that  three  “Hop  Brook  ladies”  had  stopped 
in  the  store  early  in  the  afternoon  and  were  shocked  at 
what  they  had  just  witnessed!  Coming  from  Fernside, 
around  the  corner,  in  front  of  Dick  and  Georgia  Birkett’s 
house,  all  three  had  witnessed  “that  DuVernois  boy” 
chasing  that  young  Howard  girl  across  the  pasture  in  broad 
daylight!  Just  then,  Carl  Curtin  came  in  from  the  back 
room  and  said,  “Well,  Bob,  did  you  catch  her?”  I said,  “I’m 
not  telling!”  and  walked  out  laughing. 

When  I pulled  up  in  the  driveway  at  home  and  got  out 
of  the  car,  my  mother  met  me  on  the  back  porch,  waving 
her  finger  at  me  and  wanting  to  know  what  in  the  world  I 
thought  I was  doing  chasing  that  young  Howard  girl  around 
the  pasture.  She  said  she  had  three  phone  calls  from  “Hop 
Brook  ladies”  expressing  their  shock  at  what  they  had 
witnessed! 


I told  my  mother  to  calm  down  and  come  back  in  the 
house  and  I could  explain  everything.  My  father  had  a 
good  laugh,  but  my  mother  didn’t  think  it  was  funny  at  all. 
How  was  she  ever  going  to  face  those  ladies  again? 

The  next  morning  while  I was  milking,  Dick  Birkett 
tapped  me  on  the  shoulder  and  said,  “Bob,  you  have  some 
explaining  to  do!  I got  three  phone  calls  last  night,  wanting 
to  know  why  at  the  height  of  the  haying  season  I couldn’t 
keep  my  help  busy  and  out  of  mischief!”  When  I explained 
what  happened,  Dick  had  a good  laugh  also. 

Three  eye  witnesses.  But  none  saw  the  little  pig! 
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The  Prince 

Nicole  Brown 


One  Sunday  after  church,  we  arrived  home  at  our  small 
but  growing  farm  on  Beach  Road  to  discover  a brightly 
colored  Bantam  rooster  in  the  midst  our  flock  of  a dozen 
or  so  Rhode  Island  Red  hens.  His  arrival  was  a mystery 
until,  some  days  later,  the  truth  emerged  belatedly  from 
Dad  (who  didn’t  believe  in  answering  a question  until  it 
was  put  to  him  directly):  the  benefactress  was  Dot 
Choquette,  Apparently,  her  husband  Harvey  had  originally 
purchased  two  roosters,  for  meat.  He  had  butchered  one 
before  Dot  had  a look  at  them;  they  ate  it  for  dinner,  but 
Dot  put  her  foot  down  when  it  came  to  the  disposal  of  the 
second  bird. 

“A  rooster  as  handsome  as  that  does  not  belong  in  the 
pot,”  she  declared,  “or  at  least  not  until  he’s  lived  a little.” 
And  so,  having  heard  that  the  Browns  had  recently 
acquired  some  chickens,  she  put  the  cage  into  the  back  of 
her  car,  drove  it  down  the  road  to  our  house,  and  emptied 
him  over  the  fence. 

The  addition  of  a rooster  to  our  backyard  farm  was,  at 
first,  something  to  crow  about.  Every  cock-a-doodle-do 
cemented  our  status  as  members  of  the  agricultural  set, 
the  hens  seemed  happy,  and  he  was  a really  handsome 
bird — his  tail  feathers  were  long  black  plumes,  his  breast  a 
glossy  white,  his  comb  tall  and  crimson,  his  bearing  regal. 
After  some  family  quibbling  over  the  matter,  we  settled  on 
a name  at  last  and  proudly  dubbed  our  new  fowl  “Prince 
Charming.” 

It  was  about  two  weeks  after  his  arrival  that  Prince 
Charming’s  true — and  not  so  charming — nature  began  to 
come  out.  The  first  sign  I had  of  it  was  that  the  Prince 
began  tailing  me  as  I went  about  my  various  barn  chores 
and  fixing  me  with  long,  beady  stares.  It  felt  a little 
creepy,  but,  I thought,  perhaps  he  was  only  curious  or 
maybe  just  trying  to  be  sociable.  A couple  of  days  later, 
however,  I heard  a sort  of  flapping  noise  behind  me  and, 
before  I could  turn  around,  something  struck  me,  hard  and 
sharp,  in  the  middle  of  my  back.  I wheeled  around,  but 
there  was  nothing  to  be  seen — except,  several  feet  away. 


Prince  Charming.  My  unsuspecting  eye  had  almost 
passed  over  him  in  further  search  for  explanation  when  I 
saw  him  give  a little  shake  of  his  whole  body,  almost  like 
when  a dog  shakes  when  it  comes  out  of  the  water. 

As  unlikely  as  it  seemed,  that  very  movement  gave  me 
pause.  Was  there  not  a slightly  self-congratulatory  air 
about  the  way  he  shook  his  feathers?  Even  as  my  eyes 
narrowed  in  consideration  of  the  possibility.  Prince 
Charming  abruptly  spun  about,  and  running,  then  leaping 
into  the  air  and  beating  his  wings,  hurled  himself  right 
toward  my  face!  By  some  mixture  of  ducking  and  flailing 
with  arms  and  legs,  I managed  mostly  to  avoid  contact 
with  the  small  body  that  came  flying  at  me,  again  and 
again,  until  I found  cover  behind  a door. 

What  had  turned  this  previously  personality-less  bird 
into  an  attack  rooster?  As  we  later  learned,  roosters  are 
often  aggressive,  even  vicious.  But  we,  blithe  newcomers 
to  the  farming  scene  as  we  were,  were  shocked  by  this 


transformation.  From  then  on,  however,  that  is  what 
Prince  Charming  was:  a self-propelling  missile  with  sharp 
claws,  pointed  beak,  and  a nasty  temper.  Collecting  eggs 
and,  in  fact,  any  time  spent  out  in  the  barn  now  took  on  a 
new  element  of  risk  and  required  strategy.  The  best 
defense,  of  course,  was  a good  offense  and  I usually 
managed  to  scare  the  Prince  out  of  my  near  vicinity  with 
yells  and,  occasionally,  a good  kick  when  he  came  too 
close.  But  constant  vigilance  was  paramount;  the  moment 
you  turned  your  back,  he  would  seize  the  moment  and 
charge. 

The  obvious  solution  to  such  a barnyard  menace  would 
have  been  to  get  rid  of  him.  But  the  Prince  was  a gift 
rooster.  And  the  fact  that  Dot  Choquette  had  entrusted  his 
survival  to  us,  along  with  her  wish  that  he  would  have  a 
better  life  at  our  hands,  constituted  an  obligation  which 
could  not  be  lightly  shaken  off. 

Moreover,  history  itself  supported  this  position.  There 
was,  after  all,  the  cautionary  tale  of  Publius  Clodius 
Pulcher,  commander  of  the  Roman  fleet,  and  the  Sacred 
Chickens.  During  the  First  Punic  War  in  the  third  century 
B.C.,  Publius  famously  ignored  a bad  omen  before  a naval 
battle:  the  Sacred  Chickens,  which  the  notoriously 
superstitious  Romans  carried  on  board  ship  for  good  luck, 
refused  to  eat.  “If  they  will  not  eat,  let  them  drink,”  said 
Publius,  and  tossed  the  Sacred  Chickens  overboard.  And 
lost  the  battle,  later  being  tried  and  convicted — in  a 
priceless  example  of  insult  added  to  injury — for 
“incompetence  and  impiety.” 
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But  this,  it  seems,  is  what  can  happen  if  you  do  not  look 
after  the  chickens  entrusted  to  your  care — sacred  or 
othenA^ise.  And  so  we  kept  Prince  Charming,  and  pretty 
soon  fending  off  his  attacks  became  just  one  more  part  of 
daily  life  on  the  farm. 

Then,  one  day,  in  one  of  my  rare  forays  into  babysitting, 

I was  asked  to  look  after  Andy  Slater,  who  was  about 
seven  years  old  at  the  time.  The  idea  was  to  give  his 
mom,  Alice,  a bit  of  free  time  at  home,  so  I brought  him 
over  to  my  house  to  spend  the  afternoon  while  I did  my 
chores. 

We’d  been  out  in  the  barn  an  hour  or  so  when  Prince 
Charming  made  his  first  attack,  flinging  himself  at  me 
several  times  in  succession  while  I was  mucking  out  a 
horse  stall.  Well-practiced  as  I was  by  then,  I held  him  off 
with  the  back  of  a shovel,  much  like  a hockey  player 
defending  a goal,  until  the  Prince  finally  gave  up  and 
stalked  away.  I turned  to  see  Andy  staring  up  at  me,  blue 
eyes  wide  with  astonishment. 

“You  let  that  rooster  go  after  you  like  that?"  he  asked,  his 
voice  high  pitched  with  incredulity.  Clearly,  the  notion  that 
I would  suffer  such  behavior  was  unconscionable  to  a real 
farm  kid  like  Andy. 

“Ifs  no  big  deal,”  I said,  defensively,  "Here,”  I handed 
him  the  shovel,  “Use  this  to  block  him  if  he  comes  after 
you.” 

Andy  took  the  shovel.  “Okay,”  he  said,  hefting  it  from 
one  hand  to  the  other. 

It  was  maybe  twenty  minutes  later  that  Prince  Charming 
struck  again.  I saw  him  creep  up  behind  Andy,  but  before  I 
could  issue  a warning,  Andy,  who  must  have  known  or 
sensed  the  rooster’s  approach,  turned  around.  I watched 
as  the  Prince  launched  himself  at  Andy,  who, 
simultaneously,  drew  that  shovel  back  behind  his  shoulder 
and  swung  with  all  the  might  of  a Little  League  slugger. 

There  was  a whack,  a muffled  squawk,  then  silence.  I 
watched  as  Prince  Charming  sailed  through  the  air  in  a 
perfect  arc  until  he  landed  some  thirty  feet  away,  the 
impact  sending  up  a little  cloud  of  dust.  When  the  dust 
cleared,  the  bird  lay  in  an  unmoving  heap  of  feathers.  We 
walked  over  and  looked  down  at  him  together.  Horrified,  I 
stuck  out  a booted  toe  and  gave  the  body  a little  nudge. 
The  Prince  was  dead. 


And}'  Slater 


“Well,  I guess  that’s  that,”  Andy  said,  with  a matter-of- 
factness  that  seemed,  in  that  moment,  to  highlight  the 
distinction  between  us.  Andy  had  true  farmer’s  blood  in 


his  veins;  I,  distinctly  rattled  by  this  rapid  turn  of  events,  was 
a mere  pretender. 

I decided  it  was  probably  time  to  take  Andy  home.  I 
dropped  him  off  and  hoped  he  would  forget  to  mention  the 
whole  thing.  It  seemed  to  me  that  allowing  - even 
accidentally — your  babysitting  charge  to  kill  a rooster  was, 
at  best,  bad  manners,  and,  at  worst,  a punishable  offense 
or  a public  relations  nightmare  in  a small  town  like 
Tyringham.  Or  both. 

When  I returned  to  the  barn.  Prince  Charming’s  corpse 
still  lay  where  we’d  left  it,  but  I couldn’t  quite  stomach  the 
burial  just  yet.  I wasn’t  exactly  sad,  but  he  had  been  such 
a handsome  ruler  of  his  roost,  and  I couldn’t  really  blame 
any  animal  for  meanness.  De  mortuis  nil  nisi  bonum 
applies  even  to  poultry,  I suppose.  I waited  until  I’d 
finished  every  last  one  of  my  chores  until  I finally  walked 
over,  shovel  in  hand — the  same  one  with  which  Andy  had 
struck  his  fatal  blow  nearly  two  hours  ago. 

But  suddenly — ^just  as  I gently  slid  the  shovel  under  his 
body — Prince  Charming  gave  a little  twitch.  I gasped, 
stepped  back.  Then  he  lifted  his  head  and  gave  it  a 
shake.  Was  he  really  still  alive?  Slowly,  stiffly,  he  got  to 
his  feet.  We  stood  there  staring  at  each  other — I in  utter 
amazement,  he  in,  I imagine,  severely  concussed 
bewilderment.  Eventually,  he  limped  off  to  the  hencoop — 
vanquished  warrior  for  the  day,  but  still,  I am  happy  to 
relate,  our  Prince  for  many  more  years  to  come. 


John  Donald  and  Penny  Borax 


A Midnight  Apparition 

John  Donald 

It  was  around  January  10“’,  1974,  maybe  one  in  the 
morning.  I drove  up  that  night  from  New  York  City.  It  was 
about  8 degrees  out,  with  snow  drifting.  I walked  up  the 
road  from  the  garage,  and  then  began  to  cross  the  frozen, 
crunchy  lawn.  No  stars,  and  everything  was  white  - the 
sky,  the  air,  the  ground,  the  house.  At  that  moment  I saw, 
or  felt,  a great  white  shape,  like  the  air,  looming  over  me, 
and  I staggered  back,  terror-stricken.  The  shape,  or  my 
impression  of  it,  galloped  off. 

Ah,  of  course.  A white  horse.  Player  Crosby’s?  And 
why  shouldn’t  a great  white  beast  wander  out  on  a cold 
winter  night? 
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A Chicken  Lesson 

Toodie  Alsop 


Long  ago,  when  our  grandson  Denny  was  about  three, 
we  found  a broody  hen  sitting  in  her  box  in  the  chicken 
house.  In  case  you  have  never  seen  this,  you  must 
understand  that  brooding  is  a serious  matter  requiring 
three  weeks  of  intense  concentration,  once  she  has  laid 
the  eggs.  Or  is  it  relaxation  in  the  sure  knowledge  that 
she  is  doing  what  she  is  uniquely  designed  to  do?  Or  is  it 
a Yoga-like  state?  At  any  rate,  there  sat  our  hen,  motion- 
less, with  her  eyes  closed,  and  with  feathers  fluffed  out  for 
warmth.  A comforting  sight. 

At  last,  the  chicks  began  to  hatch,  popping  out  from 
beneath  her  wings,  small  balls  of  yellow  fuzz  peeping 
irresistibly  to  their  mama,  and  to  each  other.  Soon, 
children  being  what  they  are,  and  the  outside  world 
beckoning  to  them,  they  hopped,  one  by  one,  onto  the 
floor  and  it  became  necessary  for  their  mother  to  follow 
them.  However,  - and  this  was  the  quandary  - not  all  of 
the  eggs  had  hatched! 

On  my  daily  visit,  I could  hear  a voice  inside  one  of  the 
eggs.  I picked  it  up  and  held  it  next  to  my  ear,  all  the 
while  answering  it  and  enthusiastically  going  “peep,  peep, 
peep”.  Absurd. 

Clearly,  Denny  should  see  this,  I thought.  So  together 
we  watched  as  a tiny  hole  appeared  in  the  shell,  in  the 
kitchen  where  I had  carried  it  to  the  counter.  A little  beak 
worked  on  the  edges  as  we  watched  until  pieces  of  shell 
fell  aside  and  the  hole  was  big  enough  for  the  check  to 
emerge.  A wonderful  moment.  As  it  dried,  we  fixed  it  a 
box  with  newspaper  shavings  and  watched  over  it  while 
the  bright,  shiny  eyes  observed  us  from  its  fluffy,  adorable 
shape. 

And  it  would  follow  me  around.  A scientist,  Conrad 
Lorenz,  has  described  this  happening  to  him  with  baby 
ducklings.  He  realized  that  they  had  imprinted  his  voice 
as  their  “mother”. 

Alas,  it  soon  became  obvious  that  I was  not  a proper 
mother  for  a chicken,  and  I also  thought  that  it  needed  its 
brothers  and  sisters.  So  after  a couple  of  days  I took  it  out 
to  the  henhouse  and  put  it  down,  expecting  a joyful 
reunion.  Thinking  it  best  to  leave,  I closed  the  door  and 
left  them  alone  together. 

The  next  morning  I went  out  to  see  how  things  were 
going.  To  my  horror,  there  lay  the  poor  little  thing  dead  on 
the  floor  with  its  eyes  pecked  out,  its  family  peeping 
unconcernedly  around. 

What  had  I done?  I had  made  the  little  chick  my  family 
and  not  theirs,  and  they  wanted  no  part  of  it.  Not  only 
that  - I had,  in  my  ignorance,  abandoned  it.  The  cruelty 
was  mine,  not  theirs. 
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Cow  in  a Pot 

Dede  (Curtin)  Loring 

Years  ago,  my  husband  Tunk  pastured  beef  cattle  at 
the  McLennans.  One  summer,  one  of  them  found  an  old 
tin  coffee  pot  and  got  it  stuck  on  its  leg.  It  had  to  come 
off,  but  we  could  not  catch  the  cow,  so  one  evening  we 
hired  someone  to  “dart  it”  (make  it  drowsy).  Well,  when 
the  dart  hit  the  cow,  she  got  out  of  the  pasture  and  took 
off.  By  the  time  she  was  chased  down,  she  was  in  the 
swamp  by  Beach  Road  and  the  tin  pot  was  off,  but  by 
then  the  cow  was  tired.  We  had  lots  of  help  and 
managed  to  get  it  back  up  the  road  by  the  Gelschleichter 
(now  Jensen-Hochman)  place  where  it  decided  to  go  to 
sleep,  and  that  was  where  we  also  spent  the  night.  As 
we  sat  there  listening  to  the  cow  snore,  my  brother-in-law, 
Joe,  said  “I  could  be  doing  that  too,  if  I were  home.” 

In  the  morning  the  cow  woke  up  and  literally  dragged 
Tunk  and  Chuckle  down  the  road  in  the  wrong  direction, 
on  their  bellies.  In  the  end  the  cow  was  tied  behind  a 
pick-up  and  slowly  led  back  to  the  pasture. 


The  Jersey  Bull 

Maggie  Howard 


I have  always  been  in  awe  of  Jersey  bulls  - the  most 
dangerous  of  all  dairy  breeds  when  aroused.  When  I was 
a little  kid,  we  had  a small  Jersey  herd  started  by  my 
father  and  continued  by  my  mother  after  my  father  died  in 
1 939.  My  mother  was  fond  of  Wagner  operas,  so  some 
of  the  herd  members  were  named  after  Wagnerian  heroes 
and  heroines. 

We  Howard  kids  and  Donny  and  Diane  Birkett  were 
always  told  never,  ever  to  go  near  the  bull  pen.  So  we 
went  there  frequently.  We  played  chicken  with  the  bull, 
sticking  our  skinny  kid  arms  through  the  pen  and  pulling 
back  just  as  the  bull  prepared  to  smash  our  arms  against 
the  top  rung  with  his  giant  head. 


Sometimes  the  bull  escaped,  so  I always  had  my  ear 
cocked  for  my  mother’s  warning  shout.  “Quick!  Get  the 
kids  inside!  Siegfried  is  loose!”  And  sure  enough,  the 
Wagnerian  warrior  would  come  bellowing  and  snorting 
down  our  driveway  from  the  barn,  smashing  the  blueberry 
bushes  and  my  mother’s  beloved  peonies,  and  whacking 
his  massive  forehead  against  the  side  of  our  pink  Desert 
Sand  Kaiser  car. 

I took  so  much  for  granted  back  then.  I took  for  granted 
that  Dick  Birkett,  the  farm  manager,  would  somehow  come 
to  tame  the  bull  and  lead  him  quietly  back  to  his  pen.  And 
I took  for  granted  that  someone’s  hand  would  always  be 
there  to  snatch  me  inside  when  Siegfried  - or  Tristan  - 
came  roaring  into  our  garden. 


Officials  with  the  Massachusetts  Division  of  Fisheries  and  Wildlife 
say  the  county 's  latest  ‘‘mountain  lion  sighting  ” is  nothing  more  than 
a hoax,  adding:  “There  are  no  big  cats  in  Berkshire  County.  ” 

These  Woods  Belong  to  Us 

Jean  Moore 

They  have  been  here  now  so  long  we  do  not  know 
when  they  first  appeared 

making  a mockery  of  these  hills  cutting 
burning  betraying  all  that  always  was 

before  they  came 

there  were  forests  and  fields  so  far  we  could  not  cover  our 
ground 

in  one  sun  or  two  or  many 

yet  there  was  always  a 
deer  to  carry  home. 

Now  we  hide  by  day  finding  little  or  less  to  keep  us. 

They  say  we  did  not  survive  their  coming  but  we  endure 
fewer  now  it  is  true  but 
we  are  here  beyond  their  reach. 

These  woods  belong  to  us,  and  so  we  wait 
in  the  hills,  in  the  caves,  under  cover, 
feeding  our  young  as  best  we  can 

We  stalk  we  wait 
When  the  time  comes  to 
take  back  what  is  ours 


My  Cow 

Gordon  Van  Orman 

No  one  will  probably  remember  back  when  I was  in 
grammar  school,  but  at  that  time  in  Tyringham,  most 
every  family  had  at  least  chickens  and  most  generally  a 
pig,  too.  They  used  to  come  to  my  grandfather’s  (Bill 
Granger’s)  house  across  where  I live  now  (Betty  Cernik’s 
house).  My  grandfather  had  a couple  of  cows  and  pigs  and 
chickens  like  everybody  else.  They  used  to  come  there  to 
butcher  every  fall  - all  the  small  farmers.  Then  when  we 
moved  over  to  where  we  live  now,  we  had  a barn  and  we 
had  chickens  for  a long  time.  Then  Mrs.  Hiscox’  barn 
burned  ... 

I can’t  tell  you  the  year,  but  my  father  had  the  grand 
idea  that  we  needed  a cow  and  so  we  acquired  a 
Guernsey  cow  who  was  the  bane  of  my  existence  for  a 
while.  She  was  a beautiful  cow  and  a good  milker  but  she 
was  my  charge.  I had  to  milk  the  cow  and  as  everyone 
knows,  a cow  takes  a lot  of  care;  you  have  to  milk  them 
morning  and  night  and  you  got  to  take  care  of  them. 

We  used  to  tie  her  out  on  the  side  hill  on  the  back  lot  of 
our  house  and  that  was  my  job.  I milked  her  outdoors  in 
the  summer  most  of  the  time.  This  cow  was  a good  cow  if 
there  is  such  a thing  (and  there  is....),  but  she  was  a 
sprinter.  She  could  outrun  Jesse  Owens  in  the  100-yard 
dash.  And  if  you  started  to  lead  her  out  of  the  barn,  she 
would  not  walk.  It  was  a full  gallop,  and  I was  not  very  old 
and  I wasn’t  very  big  and  she’d  get  away  from  me  once  in 
a while.  I can  see  her  now....  down  the  road  she’d  go  at 
full  gallop  and  she  always  headed  for  Catherine  Stedman’s 
clothes  line  out  back  of  the  Stedman  house  (which  is 
where  the  Birketts  lived).  That  was  pretty  hard  to  explain 
to  Catherine,  and  I used  to  catch  Hell.  Catherine  was  not 
the  most  forgiving  woman  in  the  world  as  most  people 
wouldn’t  be.  (She  was  a very  proper  woman,  but  a good 
woman.  She  never  let  us  in  her  house  with  our  shoes  on 
and  I always  remember  that  her  table  was  always  set  for 
dinner  or  lunch  with  linen  napkins  and  holders.  That’s  the 
way  it  was.) 

We  had  the  cow  for  a long  time.  And  we  had  chickens. 
We  always  had  chickens,  and  then  we  had  a pig  for 
several  years,  too.  We  had  a pen  out  back.  We  had  a 
steer.  One  year  my  father  thought  it  would  be  a nice  idea 
to  raise  our  own  beef.  It  was  my  job  to  take  care  of  the 
steer.  I used  to  get  Sid  (my  brother)  to  feed  the  steer  once 
in  a while  and  the  chickens,  but  he  never  learned  to  milk 
the  cow.  He  was  too  slick  for  that. 

We  had  a separator  and  my  mother  made  butter  and 
my  mother  had  a beautiful  pound  butter  press  that  my 
grandfather  had.  I wish  I knew  where  it  was.  They  used  to 
sell  their  butter  to  Carl  Curtin  at  the  store.  We  had  our 
own  milk  and  cream  (raw  milk  skimmed  off  the  top). 

It  was  all  good  for  me.  We  used  to  get  our  chickens 
through  the  4-H.  We  killed  them,  dressed  them  and 
cleaned  them.  That  was  my  job  when  I was  a little  tyke. 

My  grandmother  always  had  roast  chicken  for  Sunday 
dinner  and  she’d  tell  me,  “You  go  get  a chicken  and  kill  it 
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and  don’t  you  let  it  flop  around  and  get  all  bruised  up”. 

We  always  had  nice  roast  chicken. 

I see  the  Palmer  children  - Gilly’s  nephew  - his  little 
boys  are  in  the  chicken  business.  The  Gilders  have  goats 
down  at  Palmers.  Maybe  the  kids  are  turning  things 
around  a little  bit.  They  seem  to  enjoy  it. 

Neil  Curtin  had  chickens  and  pigs  and  the  Clarks  had  a 
regular  farm.  Old  Irem  Smith  had  a cow.  He  used  to 
pasture  it  up  back  of  Ag  Curtin’s.  During  the  flood,  he 
almost  didn’t  make  it  across  the  bridge  to  get  her. 


John  DuBois  and  Gordon  Van  Orman  at  Shaker  Pond  picnic 

The  war  years  were  coming  on  back  then.  Things 
weren’t  plentiful.  So  farming  was  the  thing  to  do.  We 
always  had  plenty  to  eat.  Everything  was  rationed,  but  we 
didn’t  have  to  worry  about  that. 

And  I remember  hearing  that  my  grandfather  Granger 
was  kind  of  an  eccentric  and  set  in  his  ways,  and  he  had 
two  cows.  One  you  could  milk,  and  one  you  couldn’t.  And 
he  had  a Holstein  that  would  kick  you  through  the  barn. 
Also,  I always  heard  my  grandfather  had  a horse  and  he’d 
go  up  and  cut  wood  and  he’d  get  out  of  the  Granger  place 
and  come  down  by  the  Brace  Road  and  to  the  Brace  place 
right  at  the  top  of  the  hill  and  the  horse  wouldn’t  go  any 
further.  My  grandfather  would  feel  sorry  for  the  horse  and 
throw  off  a few  pieces  of  wood  and  then  the  horse  would 
come  along  down.  So  if  my  father  went  up  there  and  cut 
wood,  he’d  get  there  and  the  horse  would  stop,  and  he’d 
put  a couple  of  sticks  on  and  the  horse  would  come  along 
down  any  way.  Whether  that’s  Van  Orman  baloney,  I don’t 
know. 


The  Deer  Camp 

Terry  Curtin,  November  1997 
Loaned  to  the  Topics  by  Marilyn  Curtin 

One  day  four  brothers  wanted  to  be  closer  to  heaven 
The  year  was  1967. 

A deer  camp  they  had  in  mind 
Around  60  acres  would  be  just  fine. 

My  first  night  there  was  not  a waste,  with  gas  lights  and 

wood  stoves 

This  was  a cozy  place. 

As  night  fell,  our  father  John  was  on  the  couch  just  a- 
snoring 

While  I laid  in  a sleeping  bag  on  the  flooring. 

As  the  sun  came  up,  I took  a shell  with  me  just  in  case. 
As  my  brothers  left  for  their  favorite  place. 

As  I left  camp  the  air  was  still, 

I spotted  Tommy  sitting  on  Buck  Hill. 

As  I continued  on,  there  was  Peter  with  his  gun  cocked. 
He  was  somewhere  near  Fox  Rock. 

At  the  Marker,  Neil  also  known  as  “Gray  Bear” 

Was  waiting  for  deer  to  go  by  if  they  dare. 

In  the  Lagoon  somewhere  carved  in  a log. 

Is  where  Dave  shot  the  first  coy  dog. 

Denny  was  checking  tracks  that  look  quite  ripe. 

He  was  heading  straight  for  the  Back  Pipe. 

Jimmy  was  waving  his  gun  like  a magic  wand. 

As  he  chased  a buck  toward  the  Beaver  Pond. 

As  the  years  went  by,  the  call  went  out,  we  need  more 
meat. 

On  the  scene  came  Matt,  Jamie  and  Pete. 

Young  legs  were  needed  to  chase  a deer  or  two, 

Jim  and  Denny,  Jr.,  they  will  do. 

Johnny  and  Gerry  from  Neil’s  clan 
Hoping  to  be  able  to  shoot  like  their  old  man. 

Myself  I couldn’t  hit  a buck  or  doe. 

So  I gave  up  hunting  years  ago. 

My  son  Butch  took  up  the  fight 
No  deer  is  safe  that  comes  in  his  sight. 

So  when  the  leaves  turn  and  the  snow  comes  down 
The  Curtin  clan  heads  out  of  town. 

Where  they’re  going  you  need  no  map 
You  know  they  are  heading  for  Deer  Camp. 

So  as  I head  for  the  land  of  Dixie 
The  rest  head  for  the  4-C’s  Big  Sixty. 
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The  Cross-Dresser 

Holly  Ketron 

One  very  early  morning  fifty-five  years  ago,  Marion 
Gelschleichter,  who  raised  sheep  on  the  farm  now  owned 
by  Murray  Hochman  and  Lois  Jensen,  woke  my  parents 
up  with  a rather  troubling  appeal.  It  was  still  pretty  dark, 
and  Marion,  normally  totally  fearless  and  independent, 
said  a man  in  a brown  coat  was  lurking  right  outside  her 
bedroom  window  and  she  was  pretty  scared.  Would  my 
father  please  come  down  as  fast  as  he  could? 

Since  we  were  right  next  door,  my  father  (John 
McLennan)  headed  down  the  road  on  foot,  careful  not  to 
be  too  obvious  about  it,  in  case  this  really  was  something 
that  could  turn  nasty.  As  he  got  close  to  the  house,  he 
could  hear  soft  rustling  and  a faint  thumping  sound.  He 
increased  his  vigilance,  slowly  and  with  stealth  moving 
around  to  the  north  side  of  the  house  where  Marion’s 
room  was.  Cautiously  peering  around  the  corner,  he  saw 
my  stubborn  old  mare  Foxy,  her  huge  brown  rump 
rustling  and  thudding  gently  against  the  Marion’s  window 
sill  as  she  munched  and  tore  at  the  phlox  beds  and  thick 
green  grass  still  bathed  in  dew  drops. 


Holly  Ketron 


Scary  Calf  Meeting  on  the  Cobble 

John  DuBois,  Panama 

I must  have  been  13  or  14  years  old  and  it  was  close 
to  1945  or  1946.  At  any  rate  I was  too  young  to  drive,  but 
old  enough  to  help  out  on  a farm.  This  was  when 
Tyringham  had  several  dairy  farms  and  I helped  out  that 
summer  on  the  Canon  farm.  Their  herd  of  milk  cows 
pastured  on  the  Cobble.  I can  remember  Harvey 
Choquette  calling  the  cows  in  each  early  morning,  in 
French.  One  summer  day  we  spent  most  of  the  afternoon, 
without  success,  looking  for  a calf  that  was  known  to  have 
been  born  the  night  before. 

After  this,  I went  to  the  Canon  barn  on  the  side  of  the 
Cobble  for  chores  and  left  for  home,  walking  across  the 
front  of  Cobble  to  the  unsteady  bridge  that  was  opposite 
the  house  Roy  Heath  used  to  live  in  (now  Jim  Curtin’s). 
Almost  there,  I spotted  the  calf  lying  in  the  marshy  area 
above  the  bridge.  Without  much  thought,  I put  my  arms 
around  the  calf’s  neck.  This  was  a huge  error  in  judgment. 
The  calf  took  off  with  me  more  or  less  on  his  back  making 
huge  bellowing  sounds.  I was  tossed  off  and  realized  that 
every  cow  on  the  Cobble  was  charging  over  to  see  what 
was  happening.  I took  off  and  ran  across  the  bridge  to 
safety.  What  I didn’t  realize  that  it  was  six  o’clock  and  the 
entire  Heath  family  were  all  on  their  side  porch  cheering 
me  on.  “GO  JOHNNY  DUBOIS!!’’ 


Chicken  Soup 

Theresa  Bragdon  Cannon,  Lee,  MA 

While  living  on  Goose  Pond  and  making  the  weekly  trip 
to  the  Tyringham  dump,  I decided  it  was  such  a lovely  day 
that  I’d  walk  home  via  George  Canon  Road.  Our  dog. 
Cookie,  had  come  along  for  the  ride  and  naturally  wanted 
to  join  me.  I didn’t  have  the  leash  in  the  truck,  but  Cookie 
was  normally  a “stay-with-her-master”  type  of  dog. 

Not  so  when  she  caught  sight  of  the  chickens  at  Gilly 
Palmer’s.  Like  a flash  she  took  off  after  the  chickens  in 
the  road.  Squawking  and  jumping,  feathers  flying 
everywhere,  the  chickens  went  wild.  The  dog  became 
wilder.  She  chased  one,  then  another,  then  another. 
Running  in  circles,  running  back  the  other  way,  faster  and 
faster.  I’m  trying  so  hard  to  catch  her  - zigzagging, 
stumbling,  and  screaming  her  name.  Into  the  barn  she 
flew,  circling  around  the  tractor  first  one  way,  then  another, 
with  chickens  flying  up  in  the  air  - some  landing  on  the 
beams  in  the  barn,  squawking  louder  and  louder. 

The  dog  was  relentless  in  her  pursuit.  I expected  Gilly 
or  someone  in  the  house  to  come  out  with  a gun  ready  to 
confront  the  intruder.  Cookie  caught  a chicken  and  shook 
it  wildly  in  her  mouth.  I dove  for  her  - actually  it  was  a 
“belly  flop’’  - and  grabbed  her  collar,  screaming  for  her  to 
let  go  of  the  chicken  in  her  jaws.  She  finally  released  the 
chicken,  feathers  remaining  in  her  mouth. 

Bent  over  holding  her  collar,  I began  walking  George 
Cannon  Road  toward  Goose  Pond  - a slow  effort  due  to 
the  clumsiness  of  walking  with  one  hand  below  knee  level. 
When  I reached  the  start  of  the  incline  I assumed  it  was 
safe  to  let  go  of  the  collar.  Back  she  scrambled  to  the 
barnyard.  Once  again  I’m  in  pursuit  but  I caught  her 
before  any  damages,  and  questioned  what  to  do  next. 
(Remind  you,  this  is  long  before  cell  phones.) 

Holding  her  collar  with  one  hand  I managed  to  pull  a 
long  branch  from  a small  tree  and  hooked  part  of  the 
branch  on  her  collar  to  act  as  a leash.  After  reaching  what 
had  to  be  an  absolute  safe  distance  from  the  chickens,  I 
removed  the  branch  and  finally  began  the  trek  up  the  hill 
to  Goose  Pond.  I arrived  home  exhausted,  hands  and 
clothes  covered  with  dirt,  sweat,  and  a little  chicken  poop. 

I dialed  Gilly’s  number  and  left  a message  offering  to  pay 
for  any  damages  and  then  began  to  breathlessly  relate  my 
horror  story  to  John  (Cannon)  when  my  son  walked  into 
the  room  and  asked,  “What’s  for  dinner?” 

Without  missing  a beat,  John  replied,  “Chicken  soup,  I 
think.” 
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Gizmo  foreground,  Mazzie  behind  with  Zooey 


Too  Wily  --  for  his  own  good  --  Coyote 

Paul  Freed 

It  was  early  on  one  of  those  late  January  days  in  the 
Tyringham  Valley.  One  of  those  days  that  left  you  wishing 
that  that  long  month — made  longer  by  the  predictably 
accompanying  weather — had  ended  a week  or  two  earlier. 

Nan  and  I had  two  dogs  at  the  time.  Gizmo,  a five  year 
old,  thirty-seven  pound  silver  terrier  and  keeshond  mix  and 
Mazzie,  our  just  shy  of  one  year  old  Portuguese  Water  Dog. 
Gizmo  was  the  kind  of  dog  whose  motor  was  switched 
permanently  to  the  on  position.  He  always  wanted  to  go  out 
for  no  other  reason  than  to  see  what  was  around  the  next 
corner. 

That  morning  as  first  light  slowly  revealed  the  dark  shapes 
of  the  trees  amid  the  foot-deep  snow  surrounding  the  house. 
Gizmo  woke  me  out  of  a deep  and  buried  winter  sleep,  ready 
as  usual  to  check  out  the  new  day.  Mazzie,  as  the  newest 
member  of  the  family,  was  quick  to  follow  her  big  brother’s 
lead. 

While  Gizmo  headed  to  the  kitchen  for  a quick  drink  of 
water,  I sleepily  opened  the  front  door  and  let  Mazzie  out. 
No  sooner  did  she  hit  the  south  meadow  across  the  driveway 
than  a coyote,  on  its  way  home  from  a night  of  hunting,  leaped 
out  from  behind  a wood  pile  and  wrapped  its  jaws  around 
Mazzie’s  neck.  Or  tried  to.  Mazzie’s  coat,  thick  from  the  long 
cold  spell,  protected  her  skin  from  the  predator’s  sharp  teeth. 

Consumed  by  its  efforts,  the  coyote  did  not  see  Gizmo 
come  out  of  the  front  door.  Bad  luck  for  the  coyote.  Gizmo 
did  not  hesitate  for  a second.  He  took  off  and  reaching  full 
speed  rammed  the  coyote  burying  his  head  in  its  side.  The 
stunned  animal  was  forced  to  release  its  grip  on  Mazzie  as  it 
rolled  head  over  paws  across  the  snow.  Before  it  could  regain 
its  senses  and  balance.  Gizmo  jumped  on  the  coyote  and 
began  tearing  at  its  throat. 

While  this  was  going  on  not  more  than  forty  feet  from  the 
front  door,  I broke  from  my  momentary  paralysis  and,  still  in 


my  pajamas,  whipped  on  my  boots  and  took  off  toward  the 
front  lines.  By  this  time  the  coyote  was  making  every  effort  to 
get  away  across  the  snow-covered  meadow;  but  Gizmo,  who 
now  had  the  taste  of  battle  in  and  on  his  face,  would  not  give 
up  the  fight.  He  continued  ripping  away  as  the  fight  moved  in  a 
blood  trail  over  the  snowy  meadow  and  towards  the  far  tree 
line,  with  me,  despite  the  frigid,  single-digit  morning,  in  hot 
pursuit. 

Screaming — and  probably  waking  half  the  Valley — as  the 
cold  air  seared  my  lungs,  I desperately  wanted  to  get  to  Gizmo 
before  he  hit  the  woods.  I felt  sure  that  the  badly  wounded 
coyote  was  trying  to  make  it  back  to  its  den,  and  while  Gizmo 
was  more  than  holding  his  own  with  this  guy,  I didn’t  want  him 
to  have  to  try  his  luck  against  the  pack. 

I finally  turned  him  near  the  trees  as  the  coyote  limped  off 
yelping  into  the  still  dark  woods.  Gizmo  didn’t  recognize  me. 
His  eyes  were  not  seeing,  his  face  a red  mask,  as  I,  keeping 
my  distance,  walked  back  with  him  over  the  hard-packed  snow 
to  the  house. 

Mazzie  was  still  wondering  what  happened  as  I lit  the 
fireplace  and  laid  out  some  old  quilts  for  her  and  her  big  brother 
Gizmo  to  lay  down  on.  His  breathing  was  still  quick  and  heavy 
and  nearly  two  hours  passed  before  he  let  me  clean  him  up. 


Human  Predators 

Ruth  A.  Heath 

It  was  the  motorcyclists  revving  their  engines  that  first 
caught  our  attention.  All  eyes  of  the  group  of  visitors  in 
Shawn  and  Mary  Smith’s  yard,  as  well  as  the  group  in 
mine,  focused  on  the  sight  as  it  crested  the  hill.  In  front  of 
the  thoughtless  motorcyclists  was  a moose  fleeing  at  full 
speed.  This  wild  animal’s  eyes  were  wide  with  fright  as  it 
tried  to  outrun  its  enemy.  When  the  moose  got  almost  to 
my  yard  it  veered  off  the  road,  as  it  seemed  to  have 
recognized  an  escape  route.  The  tormented  beast  darted 
across  my  yard,  and  then  through  Shawn  and  Mary’s,  to 
get  to  its  natural  habitat  - the  wooded  area.  It  was 
amazing  that  those  spindly  legs  could  go  at  such  a speed 
under  those  broad  shoulders  and  enormous  body  weight. 

We  were  all  thunderstruck  at  the  sight  of  motorcyclists 
not  heeding  and  respecting  the  rights  of  Mother  Nature’s 
offspring. 
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Tom  Fennelly,  Steak  Roast 


The  Livestock  in  My  Life 

Thomas  Louis  Fennelly 

When  I was  little,  there  was  a nice  old  couple  that  lived 
next  door  to  us  - John  and  Harriet  Heath,  who  had  lived 
there  for  many  years.  John  owned  and  operated  the 
school  bus  - one  trip  in  the  morning  and  one  in  the 
afternoon.  He  also  brought  the  mail  down  from  the  Lee 
Post  Office  in  his  Mercury  woody  wagon,  and  ran  a livery 
service  with  his  Buick.  They  always  had  a Guernsey  cow 
and  sometimes  a calf  and  a nice  old  horse  named  Peggy. 
He  also  kept  about  two  dozen  laying  hens  which  he  often 
let  roam  around  the  yard.  And  he  had  a granddaughter 
about  a year  younger  than  me.  The  very  lovely  Sharon! 
When  she  came  down  from  Lee,  we  would  play  together 
and  sometimes  I’d  take  her  to  my  “hideout”  in  the  thick 
choke  cherry  bushes  that  grew  out  back.  I figure  I was 
about  six  or  seven  years  old.  We’d  make  plans  and 
dreams  and  I may  well  have  tossed  out  a proposal  - a bit 
prematurely,  of  course. 

Sometimes  her  parents  and  her  brother  Steve  would 
come  down  for  Sunday  dinner.  When  dinner  was  over  and 
I’d  see  activity  over  there.  I’d  go  right  back.  I was  more 
persistent  in  those  days.  At  one  point,  John  must  have 
decided  that  the  hens  needed  some  spice  in  their  life  and 
acquired  a pair  of  red  roosters.  On  those  Sundays,  there 
might  be  two  or  three  cars  in  the  yard,  and  maybe  one  in 
front.  On  this  particular  Sunday  we  were  running  around 
the  cars  and  one  of  the  roosters  must  have  thought  that 
looked  like  fun.  He  came  up  behind  me  and  started 
pecking  at  my  heels.  Did  I mention  that  these  seemed  to 
be  really  big  red  roosters?  When  I tried  to  run,  so  did  the 
rooster.  By  this  time  there  was  quite  a commotion  going 
on  and  out  of  the  kitchen  and  off  the  porch  came  Sharon’s 
father,  Vic.  It  seemed  like  he  was  seven  feet  tall.  In  about 
three  steps  he  caught  up  to  us  and  caught  that  rooster 
under  his  wattles  with  a right  foot.  I didn’t  stop  running 
until  I was  safely  home.  Later,  I sheepishly  returned  but 
I’d  lost  a lot  of  esteem  in  Sharon’s  eyes. 

Soon  school  started  and  I was  in  first  or  second  grade 
in  Tyringham  School  and  Sharon  went  to  parochial  school 
in  Lee,  so  I never  saw  much  of  her  after  that.  But  at  least 
she’s  still  friendly.  She  still  lives  in  Lee  and  has  been 


married  to  John  Peter  for  more  than  40  years.  God  bless 
them. 

I still  live  in  the  house  my  Dad  built  and  we  moved  into 
60  years  ago  last  April,  which  is  only  about  300  feet  from 
the  house  where  I was  born  on  that  sunny  Easter  morn  on 
the  first  of  April  in  1945.  Not  long  after  that  incident,  the 
roosters  were  gone.  I’d  speculate  that  they  went  into  the 
stew  pot  or  made  some  nice  filling  for  delicious  pot  pies. 

My  twin  brothers  used  to  have  a pet  rabbit  and  my  Dad 
built  a pen  to  keep  it  in,  with  a wire  bottom  and  handles  to 
move  it  around  the  yard  so  it  could  eat  the  white  clover 
that  was  everywhere.  We  also  gave  it  garden  waste  when 
available.  One  time  I gave  it  some  lettuce  and  I wondered 
what  would  happen  if  I wrapped  the  lettuce  around  my 
finger.  Bad  idea.  That  rabbit  chomped  through  the  lettuce 
easily  and  right  into  my  finger.  I didn’t  stick  in  my  thumb 
but  I sure  pulled  out  a plumb.  End  of  experiment.  That 
rabbit  must  have  thought  he  was  getting  a Big  Mac. 

In  those  days,  people  dumped  kitchen  waste  “out 
back".  Everyone  did.  Usually  a small  pit.  One  time  ours 
was  full  and  big  brother  Bill  was  told  to  dig  a new  hole. 
After  a week  or  two  of  delay.  Dad  laid  down  the  law  to  get 
it  done.  Bill  put  on  his  hip  boots  and  proceeded  to  dig  a 
hole  of  rather  large  proportions.  Around  the  same  time  the 
twins  were  playing  with  their  rabbit.  They  probably  got  a 
call  for  a ball  game  at  the  park  or  something,  and  forgot 
the  rabbit.  When  they  returned  - no  rabbit!  Tommy  must 
have  let  it  out  !!  Well,  Tommy  didn’t  let  it  out.  Soon  the 
search  and  rescue  mission  turned  into  a recovery 
operation.  Poor  Mr.  Bunny  was  found  floating  face  down 
in  the  black  water  of  Bill’s  big  dig.  Well,  then  Bill  was  told 
to  fill  that  monstrous  hole  back  in  and  make  a new, 
smaller  version.  I don’t  know  if  that  was  the  same  rabbit 
that  I performed  my  dumb  stunt  with  or  a different  one, 
because  they  had  several  rabbits  over  that  period  of  time. 

This  summer,  it  was  good  to  look  out  back  and  watch 
Al  Wilcox’s  chickens  scratching  around  and  a couple  of 
cotton  tails  munching  on  the  clover  at  daylight.  Those  wild 
rabbits  would  rather  take  chances  with  humans  and  house 
pets  than  face  the  coyotes  that  come  down  from  the 
woods. 

Early  morning  truly  is  the  beauty  and  glory  of  the  day. 
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Neophite  Farmers  Repopulate  Hickory  Stock 
Farm 

Barbara  Palmer 

Six  barns  once  crowded  the  yard  at  our  house,  old 
photos  tell  us.  They  must  have  sheltered  a multitude  of 
useful  creatures  and  provided  food  for  many  families. 
What  could  be  so  hard  about  growing  some  of  our  own 
food  today,  with  all  modern  conveniences  at  our  disposal, 
we  thought,  when  we  moved  back  to  the  place  last  year. 

An  Ag  school  course  under  our  belt,  we  ordered  a box 
of  chicks  from  Iowa.  Speaking  of  modern  convenience, 
that’s  where  everyone  gets  their  chicks.  Hens  no  longer 
brood,  chicks  come  in  a box  via  US  Postal  Service.  The 
breed  selection  is  phenomenal.  It  took  us  weeks  to 
narrow  our  order  to  a few  each  of  9 different  varieties  of 
chickens.  They  were  to  arrive  day-old  on  Monday,  March 
23"'^  at  the  Tyringham  Post  Office.  Marilyn  and  Chris 
couldn’t  remember  ever  receiving  a live  shipment  and 
seemed  almost  as  excited  as  we  were.  Marilyn  to  come 
in  just  for  the  occasion. 

Where  to  house  day-old  chicks?  Our  one  remaining 
barn  was  still  covered  in  snow,  and  drafty  besides.  The 
chicks  needed  heat,  so  the  kitchen  it  had  to  be.  A big  box 
was  set  up  in  an  old  dog  crate  to  keep  the  cats  and  dog 
from  helping  themselves  to  some. 

On  Sunday,  March  22"*^  we  get  a call  from  Pittsfield.  It 
is  the  weekend  manager  of  the  post  office;  “There  is  a 
box  here,  chirping  away.  We  can  deliver  it  to  Tyringham 
tomorrow,  but  if  you  would  like  to  pick  it  up  today,  I will 
meet  you  here  late  at  the  back  door.”  Such  kindness! 
Unfortunately  it  meant  that  the  Tyringham  Post  Office 
still  has  never  received  a live  shipment,  as  far  as  we 
know.  We  let  Marilyn  and  Chris  know  what  happened 
that  night. 

The  minimum  order  of  25  plus  3 free  chicks  fits  into 
quite  a small  box  for  mailing  purposes,  maybe  8 by  10 
inches,  the  better  to  keep  them  from  bouncing  around. 

But  28  chickens  were  deemed  to  be  more  than  we  could 
handle,  so  we  split  the  order  with  our  cousin  Louisa 
Gilder.  Louisa  came  over  to  help  sort  and  divide — harder 
than  expected  with  so  many  varieties,  none  of  whom 
looked  like  their  adult  versions.  She  took  13  chicks 
home  with  her  to  the  Red  House. 


Chicks  come  equipped  with  everything  they  need  to 
know.  They  peck  at  food,  they  peck  at  each  other,  they 
wallow  in  dust  baths  and  they  fall  over  flat  to  sleep.  By 
week  two,  they  also  already  have  the  desire  to  establish 
rank.  One  small  fluff  ball  “out-meaned"  all  others.  Loud 
shrieks  could  be  heard  from  the  victims  who  raced 


away  to  escape  “Chaos”,  as  we  named  that  one.  Luckily 
the  chicks  seemed  to  have  accepted  Chaos’  supremacy  by 
the  next  day  and  fighting  subsided  some.  One  chick 
couldn’t  give  up  the  challenge,  in  fact  the  little  thing  with  a 
growing  comb  challenged  everyone,  as  if  he  had  no 
barnyard  smarts  at  all.  “One-Too-Many”  was  the  name  that 
stuck  to  him. 

Chicks  don’t  stay  cute  for  long.  The  adolescent  phase  is 
decidedly  unattractive:  feathers  poke  out  through  the  downy 


fluff  somewhat  like  pimples  on  a human  teenager.  And  the 
feet  grow  large  and  lizardy.  They  bicker  over  tasty  morsels, 
poop  into  their  food  tray,  and  produce  dust.  Oh,  do  they 
produce  dust.  Our  entire  house  seemed  coated  in  chicken 
dander.  But  they  loved  to  be  handled  and  to  climb  around 
on  the  kids  and  their  friends.  Backyard  chickens  are  rare 
enough  these  days  that  a box  full  of  chicks  was  a popular 
attraction  (perhaps  a side  effect  of  too  many  modern 
conveniences?).  Henrik’s  friends  memorized  all  their 
names  and  idiosyncrasies:  Chipmunk,  who  liked  to  search 
for  worms,  Buffy  the  pants  picker,  Dolores  and  Bridget  of 
the  ladylike  demeanor.  Penguin,  Rosy,  Raspberry,  Grace, 
shy  Acorn,  Phoenix  without  a tail,  and  the  mellow  Ezekiel. 
Fluffy-  headed  Polly,  a Polish-Crested  hen,  is  everyone’s 
favorite.  She  is  the  only  one  who  never  picks  on  anyone 
else.  She  can  hardly  see,  on  account  of  the  full  head  of 
feathers  that  hang  over  her  eyes,  so  she  is  perpetually 
startled  and  challenged  to  keep  up  in  the  morsel  search. 

Fifteen  chickens  in  the  kitchen  became  unbearable  by 
May  and  we  discussed  all  sorts  of  ways  to  house  them  and 
studied  coop  designs.  Al  and  Lynn  lent  us  a chick  run  to 
get  them  outside  on  nice  days  and  advised  us  of  the 
importance  of  a predator-proof  hen  house.  Our  barn  was 
definitely  not  predator  proof.  We  think  it  actually  housed 
predators  and  we  found  a dead  fox  inside.  Thanks  to  the 
modern  convenience  of  the  internet,  we  ordered  an  Amish- 
built  rock-solid  hen  house  delivered  to  our  front  stoop.  The 
price  puts  the  break-even  point  of  our  egg  production  way 
out  to  year  17  or  so. 

Thrilled  to  be  living  outside  in  the  warm  weather,  the 
nearly  full-grown  chicks  trolled  the  property  unless  they 
spotted  the  kitchen  door  open.  Then  they  would  come 
racing  in  the  door  in  search  of  us.  Chickens  may  not  be 
smart,  but  they  know  everything  they  need  to  know,  and 
they  remember  it.  They  quickly  realized  that  Adam  and 
Frank,  who  were  rebuilding  our  porch,  would  have  lunch 
about  eleven  and  they  never  failed  to  show  up  for  a 
handout.  They  still  love  that  porch,  much  to  our  chagrin. 
Their  droppings  are  a pain  to  clean. 
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It  took  until  August  to  get  the  first  eggs.  Funny-shaped, 
small,  but  oh  so  delicious.  Our  first  eggs  seemed  so 
special  that  the  kids  insisted  we  blow  the  insides  out  and 
keep  the  shells  for  our  Easter  bush  next  year.  Word  got 
out  about  our  great  success,  and  first  customers  Adrienne 
and  Bill  Cosel  found  us  too.  The  egg  jar  has  about  twenty- 
four  dollars  in  income  in  it  by  now. 


Toodie  Alsop  drawing  chickens 


All  was  not  well  at  the  hen  house  though.  Three  roosters 
were  a few  too  many  and  their  behavior  was  boorish. 

Some  days  they  would  hardly  let  the  ladies  outside.  Aunt 
Anne  advised  that  it’s  good  for  the  hens  to  have  a rooster, 
it  keeps  them  more  productive,  but  one  rooster  was 
enough.  Chaos  and  One-Too-Many  had  to  go.  And 
wouldn’t  you  know  it?  Modern  convenience  saved  the  day 
once  again;  Two  gorgeous  Cuckoo  Maran  roosters  were 
posted  on  Craigslist  and  found  a new  home  with  a 
Ukrainian  man. 


Monica’s  Musings 

I am  a female  cat  of  extraordinary  intelligence, 
extreme  beauty  and  strong  powers  of  observation,  but 
little  moral  persuasion.  However,  in  furtherance  of  the 
theme  of  this  year’s  Topics,  I offer  the  following 
observations  taken  from  my  now  favorite  perch  at  the 
picture  window.  I am  no  longer  forced  to  share  this  spot 
with  the  late,  great  Nuttin’  Honey  or  that  darn  dumb  dog, 
Libby. 

Nutty  Squirrels 

We  have  a tribe  of  noisy,  thieving  and  schizophrenic 
red  squirrels,  who  when  not  stealing  sunflower  seeds  from 
the  feeders,  spend  the  better  part  of  each  day  harvesting 
spruce  cones.  Only  one  has  mastered  the  technique  of 
carrying  the  cone  end  on.  He  looks  like  he  is  holding  a 


fine  Cuban  Macanudo.  It  also  allows  him,  or  more 
probably  her,  to  take  the  short  cut  through  the  turkey  wire 
garden  fence.  The  rest  of  the  herd;  disaster!  Witness  the 
pile  of  cones  outside  the  fence.  That  really  had  to  hurt! 

Hummingbird  Capture  A hummingbird,  having 
neither  wit  nor  wisdom  but  a high  sense  of  anxiety,  flew  in 
an  open  front  door.  A pursuing  bird  impaled  his  beak  in 
the  screen  door.  To  say  that  the  master  was  also  rattled 
would  be  a gross  understatement,  but  he  did  marshal  his 
resources  sufficiently  to  push  the  second  bird’s  beak  back 
through  the  screen  to  release  him  for  further  mischief. 

Now  to  the  first  flyer.  The  master  grabbed  a bath  towel 
and  dashed  around  the  house  much  like  a demented  Saint 
Bernard  chasing  butterflies,  trying  to  sweep  the  first  hum- 
mer out  the  open  door.  At  this  point  I began  to  get  sick  with 
laughter.  Finally,  the  hummer  (in  exhaustion)  roosted  on 
the  top  of  the  open  porch  door  and  He  Who  Must  Be  Be- 
lieved (HWMBB)  finally  managed  to  hand-capture  the  bird 
and  go  outside  to  release  him.  After  a lengthy  pause,  four 
or  five  minutes  of  huffing  and  puffing  (both  of  them),  the 
bird  shook  himself  off  and  buzzed  off  to  freedom  while 
squeaking  to  his  brothers,  “Don’t  go  in  there,  it’s  a mad- 
house”. 

Bats  A bat  had  the  temerity  to  descend  from  the  attic 
to  our  downstairs,  frantically  circling  the  den,  living  room, 
dining  room  and  family  room.  Its  path  dropped  from  ceiling 
height  in  successive  passes  as  Nuttin’  Honey  observed 
awhile  sitting  calmly  in  the  middle  of  the  family  room  floor. 
On  the  bat’s  fifth  circle  approach,  Nutsy,  without  rising, 
merely  raised  a paw  and  the  bat  collided  with  the  paw.  Score: 
Nutsy  1,  Bat  0. 

Birds  His  nibs,  taking  a break  from  his  perpetual  gar- 
dening, took  a book  and  a lawn  chair  out  in  the  side  yard.  A 
chickadee,  even  more  bold  than  the  rest  of  his  flock,  parked 
on  the  open  book  and  shared  some  thoughts  with  the  reader 
about  the  author.  He  later  commented  to  his  flock  that  said 
author  was  no  Robert  Parker,  but  he  supposed  that  it  beat 
reading  Proust. 

More  Musings 

I am  told  by  an  impeachable  authority  (HWMBB)  that 
Dot  Choquette,  upon  sauntering  out  to  her  gardens  to 
pick  a bouquet,  beheld  a hummingbird  who  had  forsaken 
the  standing  blossoms  for  the  blooms  she  held  in  her 
hand!  That’s  no  small  wonder,  folks.  The  birds  know 
Dot,  as  she  knows  the  birds.  The  flowers  Dot  picked  are 
the  sweetest  and  offer  the  best  nectar.  By  the  way.  I’ve 
since  learned  the  bird’s  name  is  Julio,  not  that  anyone 
cares. 

But,  enough  said.  Two  PM  fast  approaches.  HWNBB 
should  be  dragging  in  from  the  garden  any  minute, 
heading  for  the  couch  in  the  den.  So,  I must  needs  curl 
up  with  him  for  an  hour  or  three.  He  likes  when  I do  that. 

I can  hear  him  purr  when  I do. 

A final  note.  Any  deviation  for  the  true  facts  herein  is 
the  responsibility  of  my  amanuensis.  I gave  him  the 
straight  skinny! 

Respectfully, 

Alan  T.  (for  Her  Majesty) 
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Celia  Kittredge  and  Catherine  Clucas 


Fowl  Play 

Catherine  Clucas 

It  was  Columbus  Day  weekend  when  tragedy  struck. 

My  friends  had  asked  me  to  care  for  their  menagerie  of 
three  adorable  goats,  countless  chickens,  two  cats,  one 
fish,  one  dog  that  was  obliged  to  wear  an  Elizabethan 
collar  to  ward  off  infection,  and  one  temperamental 
rooster. 

Months  previously,  I had  the  pleasure  of  tending  this 
diverse  group,  and  I was  very  familiar  with  the  routine. 

After  my  friends  left  for  the  weekend,  I drove  over  to 
check  in  on  the  “Wild  Kingdom”.  Everyone  was  accounted 
for  and  after  getting  Tookie,  the  dog,  out  for  a romp  , I left. 

I would  return  later  to  feed  and  put  everyone  to  bed  for  the 
night  which  I would  have  to  do  earlier  than  usual  because  I 
had  an  early  dinner  date  and  with  the  coyotes  lurking  in 
the  woods  I wanted  to  be  more  safe  than  sorry. 

As  I drove  up  later  in  the  afternoon,  I saw,  to  my  horror, 
all  the  chickens  and  the  infamous  rooster  on  the  lawn.  I 
had  left  the  latch  open  on  my  previous  visit.  With  time  not 
on  my  side,  I scrambled  to  corral  the  motley  gang  into  the 
wire  cage  and  eventually  into  their  little  house  for  the 
night.  Remembering  my  friends’  advice  to  bring  the  jar  of 
corn  mix  with  me  so  they’d  follow  me  like  the  Pied  Piper 
into  the  pen,  I grabbed  the  glass  jar  desperately  in  hopes 
that  they’d  do  as  expected.  Sure  enough,  they  all  darted 
across  the  lawn  and  towards  the  pen.  Just  as  I thought  I 
was  victorious  in  this  effort,  I felt  the  weight  of  what 
seemed  like  a Mack  truck  slam  into  my  right  hip  from 
behind.  After  screaming  and  dropping  the  glass  jar,  I 
turned  to  see  that  it  was  the  rooster  who  had  perpetrated 
this  sneak  attack. 

Gathering  my  thoughts,  I picked  up  the  jar  to  continue 
my  task  when  I heard  unpleasant  sounds  of  guttural 
gurgling  from  the  rooster.  Looking  closer,  I was  horrified 
to  see  that  it  was  weaving  and  wobbling.  Then,  with  a 
great  thud,  it  collapsed. 

I looked  at  Tookie,  who  stared  back  at  me  with  the 
same  look  of  terrified  confusion.  In  a state  of  panic,  I ran 
for  the  phone  to  confess  to  my  friends  my  unspeakable 
crime  against  their  rooster.  They  were  amazingly 
supportive  and  understanding. 


After  a fitful  night  trying  to  get  sleep,  I played  the  scene 
over  and  over  in  my  mind.  I had,  on  instruction  from  my 
friends’  daughter,  placed  the  heavy,  dead  rooster  in  the 
coop  for  the  night.  As  I reluctantly  picked  up  the  lifeless 
body,  I noticed  its  neck  fall  to  one  side.  So  with  Sherlock 
Holmes’  precision,  I deduced  that  it  must  have  broken  its 
neck  during  the  sneak  attack,  by  hitting  its  head  against 
the  glass  jar. 

Moral  of  the  story;  Don’t  turn  your  back  on  a hungry 
rooster. 


Tyringham  Men  of  Action 

Hilary  Somers  Deely 

My  most  memorable  animal  story  in  Tyringham  took 
place  in  the  early  90’s  when  the  children  (Maisie  and  Pip) 
noticed  a very  sick,  rabid  raccoon  lurching  towards 
“Normal  Corners”,  our  house  in  the  middle  of  town.  Phil 
was  away  - so  I hurried  them  inside  and  gave  a holler  to 
my  trusty  neighbor,  Denny  Whalen.  Denny  came  right 
over,  surveyed  the  situation  (raccoon  had  now  hidden 
under  our  deck),  ran  home  to  get  a shotgun,  and  quickly 
returned. 

“Step  aside,”  Denny  said,  as  he  completely  blasted  the 
ailing  animal  to  smithereens  (deck  was  unharmed)! 

A few  years  later,  we  had  moved  away,  to  our  new 
house  , in  a new  town,  and  LO  and  BEHOLD....  a very 
sick,  rabid  raccoon  was  once  again  lurching  around  our 
back  yard.  I quickly  called  the  Stockbridge  Police,  and  a 
very  nice  young  man  appeared  with  a gun  on  his  hip.  I 
breathed  a sign  of  relief,  assuming  the  problem  would 
soon  be  over.  I then  suggested  that  we  go  outside  and 
quickly  dispatch  the  poor  sick  creature.  The  policeman 
looked  pale,  remarked  on  how  he  would  prefer  to  stay 
inside  my  living  room  and  “observe”  the  raccoon  through 
the  picture  windows. 

“There  is  no  option  except  to  let  Nature  run  it’s  course”, 
he  said  weakly....  which  meant  three  days  of  house  arrest 
on  their  bellies  for  the  Deely  family 

OH,  how  I miss  those  Tyringham  MEN  OF  ACTION! 
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The  Predator  Turtle 

Karyn  Kaplan 


Nighttime  Visitor 

Judy  Morehouse 

Ray  and  I have  lived  at  the  end  of  Goose  Pond  Road 
since  1995.  We  were  familiar  with  the  land  and  its  wildlife, 
as  Ray  has  hunted  here  since  he  was  a teenager. 

Since  moving  here  we  have  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
the  wildlife  cross  our  yard  and  while  walking  in  the  woods. 

We  are  sung  to  sleep  by  a variety  of  owls  talking  on  the  hill. 
Not  so  calming  is  the  sound  of  packs  of  coyotes  very  close. 
Bears  have  ambled  through  with  their  cubs  in  the  spring,  and 
moose  have  lumbered  through  several  times. 

Early  May,  we  had  a nighttime  visitor.  At  2:30  AM  under  a 
full  moon,  we  were  visited  by  a large  male  bear  on  our  stair- 
less deck.  I awoke  to  hear  Ray  cocking  his  gun.  The  bear 
must  have  climbed  up  the  supports  and  proceeded  to  empty 
the  two  bird  feeders,  destroying  them.  Lying  on  his  belly,  he 
lapped  up  the  seeds,  taking  his  own  sweet  time,  never 
noticing  the  grill.  He  did  notice  the  suet  swinging  out  on  the 
clothesline  about  15  feet;  he  reeled  it  in  and  finished  it.  With 
nothing  left  to  eat  he  decided  to  go  away  - but  how?  He 
spent  quite  a while  figuring  it  out.  Finally,  he  perched  himself 
up  on  the  rail,  turned  around  like  a circus  bear  on  a ball,  and 
lowered  himself  to  the  ground.  This  bear  was  bold  and 
didn’t  mind  us  watching  him  feast. 

After  all,  we  live  in  his  yard,  not  he  in  ours.  We  will 
continue  to  admire  them  and  enjoy  their  visits. 


Early  in  October  this  year,  our  family  took  one  of  its 
frequent  hikes  along  the  Appalachian  Trail  in 
Tyringham.  Our  group  consisted  of  five  adults  and  four 
children  between  the  ages  of  six  and  eight.  We  left 
from  the  trailhead  on  Goose  Pond  Road  and  headed 
north  to  the  bridge  at  Cooper  Creek.  Once  at  the 
bridge,  we  were  so  excited  to  see  a large  snapping 
turtle.  We  usually  only  see  fish  and  evidence  of  beaver 
activities  at  this  spot,  so  we  were  very  excited  to  see 
such  a magnificent  creature.  He  was  under  the  water, 
right  next  to  the  bridge,  and  because  of  the  bright 
sunshine  that  day,  we  had  a clear  view  of  him.  We 
were  very  impressed  by  his  girth  and  his  sharp  beak. 
We  all  commented  that  we  would  never  want  to  be  in 
the  water  with  him,  particularly  in  bare  feet! 
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Chickens  and  Coyotes  Don’t  Mix 

Lynn  Bertelli 

A couple  of  months  ago  we  experienced  a collision 
between  wildlife  and  livestock.  One  day  late  in  the 
afternoon,  my  husband  Al  pulled  into  the  driveway  and 
parked  the  truck.  As  he  was  walking  into  the  house  he 
glanced  into  the  back  yard  (always  looking  for  his  “girls”) 
and  noticed  something  peculiar  by  the  clump  of 
ornamental  grass  in  the  back  yard  near  the  field.  Upon 
closer  inspection  he  realized  that  a coyote  was  peaking 
out  from  behind  that  ornamental  grass,  possibly  looking 
for  the  chickens.  Al  ran  into  the  house,  grabbed  his 
shotgun  and  went  out  and  fired  at  the  coyote,  which 
escaped  unharmed  by  bullet  or  man. 

After  the  coyote  was  gone,  a count  of  chickens  took 
place.  Unfortunately,  we  were  missing  one  of  the  golden 
comets  and  followed  a trail  of  feathers  into  the  field,  but 
no  chicken  could  be  found.  It  was  decided  that  the 
offending  coyote  had  already  made  off  with  one  chicken 
and  had  come  back  for  more. 

Al  kept  watch  each  day  after  that  and  the  very  next 
afternoon  two  coyotes  appeared,  possibly  looking  for 
more  chickens?  Again  the  shotgun  was  put  to  use  to 
chase  away  the  coyotes.  I can  only  guess  that  the  intent 
was  to  chase  the  coyotes  away  since  that  is  always  what 
happened  - and  it  happened  several  more  times  before 
they  went  off  to  explore  elsewhere. 

Our  girls  are  much  happier  roaming  our  yard  (and 
our  neighbor’s  yards),  but  a close  watch  must  be  kept 
because  disaster  can  hit  in  the  blink  of  an  eye. 
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Sissy  Stroll  and  more 


Future  Tyringham  predators 


Lori  Curtin 


Louisa  and  Mini  Gilder  with  Roscoe 


Mimi  and  Jim  Crandall  with  Jason  Caulfield 
and  dog  Willow 


Everett  and  Mary  Ann  Fennelly 


David  Clark  and  Chuck  Clark  with 
Kayden  Clark 


John  Curtin 


Gerry’  Curtin 


L to  R:  Tom  Curtin,  Joe  Delmolino,  Sue  Delmolino 
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Terrence  (“Poppy”)  Curtin 
(1938  - 2009) 


Terrence  “Poppy”  Curtin  was  born  and  raised  in 
Tyringham,  the  son  of  John  and  Davena  Curtin.  He 
was  a true  native  of  Tyringham,  where  he  raised  his 
family  in  the  house  he  grew  up  in. 

He  died,  after  battling  three  years  with  cancer,  at 
home  in  Great  Barrington,  where  he  and  our  Mom, 
Marilyn,  just  recently  moved  last  April. 

He  attended  Tyringham  School  and  graduated 
from  Lee  High  School  in  1957.  He  was  an  amazing 
athlete  in  football  and  baseball.  He  was  married  to 
our  Mom  Marilyn  for  47  years.  They  would  have 
celebrated  their  48“’  anniversary  on  August  26“’  of 
this  year. 

He  retired  from  Schweitzer  Mauduit  Paper 
Company  in  Lee,  after  working  there  for  40  years. 

He  was  a long-time  member  of  the  Tyringham  Fire 
Company  and  Chairman  of  the  Board  for  the 
Tyringham  Steak  Roast  for  28  years.  Dad  was  also 
the  CEO  (as  he  liked  to  be  called)  of  the  Transfer 
Station  in  Tyringham,  after  taking  over  for  his  father, 
John  Curtin,  when  he  passed  away. 


He  had  four  children  - Butchie  (Terrence,  Jr.),  Kelly, 
Beth  and  Stephen,  and  five  grandchildren  - Tony,  Kyle, 
Darby,  Amanda  and  Garret  - who  meant  the  world  to  him. 
His  daughters-  and  sons-in-law  - Lisa,  Jane,  Kevin  and 
Greg  - were  such  a big  part  of  his  life.  He  loved  you  all  so 
much.  He  also  leaves  behind  five  brothers  - Neil,  Peter, 
Jimmy,  Tommy  and  Denny  Curtin,  and  a sister,  Dede 
Loring.  Another  sister,  Patricia  Soules,  died  in  2003. 

My  Dad  was  a very  witty  and  funny  person.  There  was 
never  a day  that  went  by  that  he  didn’t  make  somebody 
laugh  and  smile.  He  was  famous  for  his  poems  and  funny 
comments.  He  enjoyed  his  adventures  with  his  buddy, 
Tunk  Loring,  and  believe  me,  those  two  had  a lot  of  stories 
to  tell.  He  enjoyed  golfing,  the  Boston  Red  Sox,  and 
spending  time  with  his  grandchildren. 

Dad,  you  are  very  deeply  missed  and  you  will  be 
forever  in  our  hearts! 

Love,  your  daughter, 

Kelly  Curtin  Gadaire 
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Francis  Michael  Frazier 
(1936  - 2009) 


Michael  Frazier,  a producer  on  Broadway  and  in 
regional  theater,  died  in  October  of  complications  from 
Parkinson’s  disease  in  Great  Barrington  at  the  age  of  72. 

He  was  born  in  Taunton,  Mass.,  and  received  his  B.A. 
from  Boston  College  in  1958.  After  graduation,  he  moved 
to  New  York  where  his  first  job  was  as  personnel  director 
for  Good  Humor.  He  then  became  head  of  human 
resources  for  Grey  Advertising  and  then  for  Gulf  & 
Western,  which  was  then  the  parent  corporation  of 
Paramount  Pictures. 

He  became  a Broadway  producer  in  1973,  and 
collaborated  with  producer  and  Kennedy  Center  director 
Roger  L.  Stevens,  producer-director  Harold  Prince  and 
playwright  Arthur  Kopit,  among  others.  His  first  production 
was  an  all-star  revival  of  Clare  Booth  Luce’s  “The 
Women’’,  starring  Kim  Hunter,  Alexis  Smith,  Dorothy 
Loudon  and  Mary-Louise  Wilson  and  directed  by  Morton 
DaCosta. 

His  most  successful  show  was  198Ts  “Lena  Horne: 

The  Lady  and  Her  Music,”  which  ran  for  333  performances 
on  Broadway  before  it  toured  the  country,  played  in 
London  and  was  presented  as  a TV  special.  This  one- 
woman  show  also  earned  Lena  Horne  a Special  Tony 
Award  and  a best  female  pop  vocal  Grammy,  as  well  as  a 
Grammy  for  its  cast  album,  produced  by  Quincy  Jones. 

He  produced  Arthur  Kopit’s  “End  of  the  World  with 
Symposium  to  Follow”,  which  originated  at  the  Kennedy 
Center  and  then  opened  at  Broadway’s  Music  Box  in  1984. 


The  following  year  he  produced  “Grind”,  a burlesque 
musical  directed  by  Harold  Prince  and  starring  Ben 
Vereen. 

Michael  was  producing  the  play  “Dissonance”  by 
Damian  Lanigan,  at  the  Bay  Street  Theatre  in  Sag  Harbor, 
New  York,  scheduled  to  open  in  2010. 

He  divided  his  time  between  Manhattan  and  Sage  Hill 
Farms  here  in  Tyringham,  which  he  and  I shared  as 
partners  of  30  years.  Michael  and  I have  devoted  much 
of  our  time  here  to  our  Rhode  Island  and  Bantam 
chickens  and  to  gardening  and  entertaining  our  friends. 

He  leaves  a brother,  Paul  Frazier,  of  Taunton,  Mass, 
and  three  nieces. 

Michael  was  a loyal  friend  and  mentor  to  Boston 
College  students  and  shared  his  friendship  and  wealth  of 
knowledge  with  all  who  came  into  contact  with  him.  I 
know  that  he  will  be  deeply  missed  by  his  many  friends  in 
Tyringham  and  in  the  Berkshires. 

Charles  Mirotznik 


19 


Kathleen  Theresa  Curtin  Harrod 
(1917-2009) 

Kay  was  born  and  raised  in  Tyringham  at  the  Curtin 
family  home  at  the  base  of  the  Cobble.  She  was  the  sixth 
of  the  seven  children  of  Mary  and  Thomas  Curtin,  and 
when  she  died  this  past  February  she  was  the  last  of  her 
generation.  Her  siblings  were  twins  Mary  and  Nora,  John, 
Carl,  Gerald  and  Agnes. 

Kay  attended  the  one-room  Tyringham  School  and  Lee 
High  School  and  she  earned  a BA  at  UMass,  Amherst. 

She  and  her  sister  Agnes  attended  secretarial  school  after 
which  Kay  went  to  work  at  the  GE.  It  was  there  that  she 
met  her  husband  of  64  years,  Stuart  Harrod  from 
Stockbridge.  During  the  early  years  of  their  marriage  they 
lived  in  Lenox  and  Richmond.  However  they  returned 
frequently  to  the  Tyringham  Valley  to  visit  family  and 
friends. 

Although  they  later  moved  to  eastern  Massachusetts, 
Tyringham  was  always  near  and  dear  to  Kay’s  heart.  She 
was  always  very  connected  to  the  natural  world  because 
of  her  beginnings  in  such  a lush  environment  as  the 
Tyringham  Valley.  She  grew  up  in  a time  when  children 
were  safe  and  free  to  explore  the  outdoors,  and  in  later 
years  she  recalled  many  adventures  frequently  featuring 
the  Cobble:  berrying  with  her  father,  sledding  down 
Jerusalem  Hill,  and  picnicking  on  the  Cobble  cued  by  the 
rake  factory  lunch  whistle.  Her  memories  of  growing  up  in 
the  valley  were  a great  source  of  joy  and  even  in  her 
waning  years,  they  remained  vivid  and  usually  brought  a 
smile  to  her  face. 

On  the  occasion  of  her  91®'  birthday,  Kay  was  thrilled 
to  travel  to  Tyringham  to  visit  her  niece  and  nephews.  To 
her  Tyringham  was  always  “home.” 

Lyn  Harrod 


Michael  John  Herlihy 
(1962-2009) 

Michael  was  born  in  Pittsfield,  Massachusettts,  on 
May  8"',  1962.  He  came  into  the  world  with  a big  start, 
weighing  10  lbs.  He  attended  school  in  Lee  and  worked 
on  the  Howard  Farm  for  a while. 

After  he  graduated  from  Lee  High  School,  he  worked 
for  Dodge  Construction  for  a few  years.  In  1984  he 
moved  to  North  Carolina  for  a while,  and  then  to  Texas. 
He  then  moved  to  Kentucky  with  his  wife  Claudia,  where 
he  passed  away. 

Michael’s  life  was  never  easy  but  somehow  he 
managed  to  live  his  life  with  a jovial,  laid  back  attitude. 
He  had  friends  no  matter  where  he  went.  Everyone 
loved  him.  Michael  was  a charismatic  man  who  knew 
how  to  make  people  laugh.  He  had  a unique  personality. 

He  was  always  full  of  love,  especially  for  his  parents 
and  siblings.  The  greatest  joys  of  his  life  were  his 
children  - Tiffany  and  Krystal  from  New  York  and  Ronnie 
and  Shawn  from  North  Carolina  - and  of  course,  the 
love  of  his  life,  Claudia. 

The  memories  we  have  of  the  moments  we  shared 
with  Michael  will  be  in  our  hearts  forever. 

Michael  loved  Tyringham,  especially  my  backyard. 

He  always  felt  free  there.  I hope  that  God  is  holding 
Michael  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand. 

Love  to  my  son, 
Mary  Rathbun 


As  we  go  to  press  we  note  with  great  sadness, 
the  death  of  Larry  Griffin  of  Goose  Pond  on 
November  10,  2009 
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Donald  Perrin  Stanton 
(1932  - 2009) 


Don  Stanton  was  my  first  cousin  - and  this  is  about 
him  and  me  growing  up  as  kids.  We  lived  one  on  each 
side  of  Hop  Brook,  and  growing  up  we  were  always 
sharing  things  and  doing  things  together.  We  were  really 
like  a couple  of  brothers.  He’d  come  over  to  my  house 
some  nights  and  some  nights  I’d  go  over  to  his  house.  We 
grew  up  that  way  and  as  we  got  older  we  started  to  learn 
how  to  trap;  we  set  traps  along  the  brook  for  muskrat  and 
mink.  You  could  get  something  for  the  furs  in  those  days 
- a couple  of  dollars  for  a muskrat  and  25  or  30  dollars  for 
a mink.  Of  course  kids  today  don’t  realize  even  what  a 
trap  looks  like  because  it’s  mostly  all  banned  today. 

Anyway,  I can  remember  one  night,  about  2 in  the 
morning  there  was  a bang  bang  bang  on  the  side  of  the 
house.  My  mother  was  out  on  the  lawn  and  I was 
wondering  what  the  heck  was  going  on.  I got  up  and 
Donnie  was  outside  the  window  trying  to  get  me  up  - it 
was  the  first  day  of  trout  fishing.  But  it  was  kind  of  early 
so  my  mother  chewed  him  out  and  sent  him  back  home. 
When  morning  came  of  course  we  went  fishing. 

Anyway  we  grew  up  together  and  went  to  Tyringham 
School.  There  were  several  of  us  kids  in  those  days  - 
Donnie,  myself,  Gordon  Van  Orman,  Marty  and  Crow 
Clark.  We  used  to  think  of  things  we  could  do  - skating, 
fishing,  playing  ball  ....  something.  But  after  Tyringham 
School,  we  went  on  to  Junior  High  at  Lee  School  and  then 
as  we  got  older  my  grandfather  Percy  Stanton  showed 
Donnie  and  me  how  to  hunt  and  I can  remember  going 
hunting  with  him  before  we  had  our  own  license.  I guess 
we  were  about  14  years  old  when  we  were  up  back  of 
Palmers  up  hunting  white  rabbits  and  my  grandfather’s 
dog  was  out  barking  and  he  told  us  there  was  a white 
rabbit  and  he’d  be  coming  up  through  over  there  - I’d 
never  seen  one  before  - and  finally  the  rabbit  came 


bouncing  through  there  and  bang  - he  didn’t  miss.  My 
grandfather  got  the  rabbit  and  then  he  said  “Well,  boys,  I 
know  you’re  sneaking  cigarettes  now  and  then.  Do  you 
boys  want  a cigarette?  So  we  said,  sure,  we’ll  take  one.  I 
could  have  died.  I couldn’t  believe  it.  So  Don  and  I each 
had  a cigarette.  These  are  just  memories  of  good  times, 
learning  how  to  hunt  and  all  that.  The  world  was  better  off 
50  years  ago. 

I stayed  in  touch  with  Don.  We  went  on  down  through. 
We  used  to  hunt  all  over  town  - pheasants,  rabbits,  deer. 

It  was  all  open.  But  today  the  kids  don’t  have  that  much. 
They  don’t  even  stock  pheasants  down  here  any  more. 

The  Appalachian  Trail  went  and  shut  all  their  land  off. 
When  I grew  up  it  was  all  open  to  everybody. 

So  anyway,  Don  and  I went  on  through  school  and  in 
high  school  we  played  all  the  sports  together  - baseball, 
basket  ball,  foot  ball  - him  and  I together.  And  that 
reminds  me  that  he  and  I used  to  practice  out  here  on  the 
lawn  with  his  father,  my  Uncle  Perrin.  We  had  this  game. 
You’d  get  about  70  or  80  feet  apart  and  throw  a baseball 
at  each  other  as  hard  as  you  could  and  the  other  guy 
catches  it.  And  then  when  he  threw  it  back  to  you,  he’d 
take  one  step  towards  you.  The  other  guy  catches  it  and 
throws  it  back  as  hard  as  he  can  and  takes  one  more  step 
towards  you.  So  you’re  closing  in  to  see  who  chickens 
out.  Quite  a game  out  there  on  the  lawn.  Just  two  guys. 

Then  he  graduated  and  I graduated.  He  went  on  and 
joined  the  Air  Force  and  I went  to  work  in  the  paper  mills. 
Then  we  each  had  our  families  and  we  drifted  apart  a little 
more  than  growing  up  as  kids.  After  the  service,  Donnie 
went  home  and  got  married  and  he  went  in  the  mills  and 
went  on. 

We  were  good  friends.  Those  were  the  good  old  days. 

Neil  Curtin 
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Helena  Palmer  Pappenheimer 
(1923  - 2009) 

The  Tyringham  community  will  miss  a long-time 
summer  resident,  Helena  Palmer  Pappenheimer,  “Hylie”. 
She  died  peacefully  in  Cambridge,  on  May  6,  2009  after 
six  difficult  years  of  declining  health,  and  only  14  months 
after  the  death  of  her  husband,  John  Pappenheimer,  who 
lovingly  cared  for  her  to  the  end  of  his  life. 

Hylie  spent  summers  at  Four  Brooks  Farm  with  her 
parents  Bill  and  Francesca  Palmer.  As  her  own  family 
grew,  she  and  John  built  a modern  house  with  a much- 
loved view  of  the  valley,  which  they  named  after  the 
nearby  stream.  Hermit  Brook. 

Her  ties  to  the  town  and  the  area  were  both  personal 
and  professional.  As  a young  violinist,  she  spent  summers 
playing  chamber  music.  In  Tyringham,  she  played  with 
Anne  Palmer,  the  Mclntoshes,  Asher  Treat  and  Eugene 
Lehner.  While  a graduate  student  studying  violin  at  the 
Juilliard  School,  she  met  John  at  a Berkshire  music  camp 
in  Cummington.  Their  wedding  in  1 949  was  one  of  the 
many  memorable  celebrations  held  at  her  cherished  Aunt 
Ros’  Barn  in  Tyringham. 

Hylie  was  a generous,  caring,  sensitive  person. 
Wherever  you  might  hail  from,  she  was  always  home  to 
welcome  you.  Her  siblings,  Kay  and  Gilly  Palmer,  her 
children.  Will,  Rick  and  Ros,  their  spouses,  and  various 
cousins  and  grandchildren,  would  gather  in  her  Hermit 
Brook  kitchen  to  “chew  the  rag”  over  English  muffins, 
homemade  zucchini  soup  and  percolated  coffee.  Many  of 
us  remember  “ending  beans”  with  her  on  the  porch, 
laughing  and  enjoying  the  warmth  of  conversation  on  a 
summer  afternoon. 

Ros  Pappenheimer  Zimmermann 


Gerald  Calvin  Twing 
(1939  - 2009) 

My  dad,  Gerald  Calvin  Twing,  was  born  in  Pittsfield, 
MA,  on  July  25,  1939,  to  Edwin  and  Helen  Twing.  Just  as 
he  was  to  become  a middle  child  in  his  family  (with  older 
brother,  Edwin,  Jr.,  and  younger  sister,  Evelyn)  he  would 
also  become  the  middle  generation  of  Twings  who  would 
grow  up  in  the  shadow  of  the  Cobble  Mountain.  Like  his 
father  before  him  and  as  I later  did,  he  attended  the 
Tyringham  Schoolhouse.  He  graduated  from  Williams 
High  School  in  1957,  becoming  an  active  member  of  the 
Future  Farmers  of  America  (FFA),  and  went  on  to  serve  in 
the  Air  Force.  Upon  his  return  home,  he  married  my 
Mom,  Antoinette  Doucette.  With  our  family  living  in  the 
Cobble’s  shadow,  he  gave  me  the  best  childhood  a kid 
could  ask  for... a ‘country’  life  in  the  Valley.  He  worked 
hard  for  many  years  at  Barbieri  Lumber  in  Housatonic, 
following  in  his  father’s  footsteps,  until  retiring  to  his  home 
in  Lee. 

During  his  high  school  years  when  my  dad  was 
learning  to  raise  his  own  cattle  for  beef  and  working  on 
Mr.  McCarthy’s  farm  as  part  of  his  FFA  training,  he  was 
asked  to  write  a sort  of  mission  statement  as  to  why  he 
wanted  to  become  an  FFA  member.  My  dad  would  write, 

“I  would  like  to  learn  all  about  the  soil  so  that  I can  build 
up  the  soil  and  make  it  richer.”  My  dad  never  became  a 
farmer  in  his  adult  life.  However,  in  his  own  quiet  way,  as 
my  grandfather  before  him,  he  was  always  learning  about 
the  ‘soil’  that  was  the  life  and  lives  around  him  and  he 
consistently  and  lovingly  did  things  to  help  ‘build  them  up’ 
and  make  them  ‘richer’.  My  hopes  are  to  make  him 
proud  by  carrying  on  those  Twing  traditions  and  to  enrich 
the  lives  around  me  as  he  did  mine  and  all  those  around 
him. 
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Nancy  A.  (Twing)  Schaffer 


Fireman ’s  Steak  Roast,  Town  Picnic  and  more 


Molly  Curtin-Schaefer,  Nicky  Choquette,  Joyce  Carlson 


Everett  Fennelly  and  Jim  Guachione 


Great-great  Grandma  Olive  Loring 
with  Luke 


Nicky  Choquette  and  Jackson 


Lilabel  Kierstead 


Chris  Curtin 


Dawn  Cernik  Fredette 


Lizzie  Hall ’s  baby  shower 


Elizabeth  Fawcett  and  Molly  Cosel 


Alexis  and  Kris  Kennedy  wedding 


Arnold  and  Willis  Hale  with  ox  team  c.1910 
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Toodie  and  Robert  Alsop 


Julie  Reich,  Lois  Jensen,  Chuck  Reich 


Chris  Johnson  with  Scout  Troup  #3  at  Cobble  clearing 


Bill  Bean  Molly  Cosel  with  Rudd  Fcrwcett 


Mary  D.  Kierstead 


Marion  Leach 


Bill  Roche 


Caroline  Palmer 


Ben  Schaefer  (center  left)  with  his  Italian  friends 


Sarah  Hudson  and  friend 


Brian  Urquhart  and  Toodie  Alsop 
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Eugenie  Fawcett 


Joe  Von  Korff 


Lynn  Bertelli 


Carl  Curtin  and  Roger  Ketron 


Betty  Bean,  Dot  Choquette  and  Marion  Leach 


Gaby  Cosel 


Judy  Miller  Hartman  and  Roberta  Myers 


Bill  Cosel 


Robin  Almgren 


Anne  Palmer  playing  at 
the  Hop  Brook  Luncheon 


Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company 

We  were  called  upon  33  times  during  this  fiscal  year. 
As  always,  most  were  medical  in  nature.  We  did 
fourteen  of  these;  all  medical  calls  are  serious  to  us.  Our 
new  rescue  vehicle  is  a wonderful  addition  to  us  as  we 
can  respond  with  all  of  our  equipment  in  one  vehicle. 
Thanks  to  all  who  voted  with  us  to  buy  it. 

It  is  also  very  important  for  all  of  you  to  have  all  your 
alarms  working  - i.e.  smoke  and  CO  alarms.  You  should 
change  batteries  each  time  you  charge  your  clock.  Do 
not  take  a chance  on  old  batteries.  Your  life  may  be 
saved  by  having  new  ones  (very  inexpensive  insurance). 

Our  fund-raisers  all  went  well  again  - thanks  to  all 
who  came  and  helped,  especially  the  women  without 
whom  we  couldn’t  do  it.  Thank  you. 

Finally,  we  have  applied  for  Homeland  Security 
stimulus  funds  for  a new  fire  house,  and  are  awaiting 
news  of  this. 

Thank  you. 

James  J.  Curtin,  Fire  Chief 


Jim  Curtin,  the  longest  running  Fire  Chief  in  Tyringham 's  history,  had 
the  honor  of  pinning  grandson  Joey  Curtin  s first  badge  on  in  New 
Hampshire,  where  Joey  works.  He  is  a full-time  Firefighter-EMT- 
Paramedic.  A very  proud  moment  for  Cramp....  and  for  Tyringham. 


Noah  Choquette  cooking  steak 


Joe  Whalen  and  David  Garner  with  the 
Tryingham  fire  truck  at  the  Stockbridge  Fire  Apparatus  Show 
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Selectmen  News 


This  past  year,  one  huge  project  that  was  completed  was 
the  installation  of  drainage  through  the  Stern  property 
which  helped  alleviate  the  flooding  through  the  center  of 
town.  The  highway  department  also  replaced  eight  culverts 
on  Main  Road,  one  on  Stonebridge  Way  and  one  on 
McCarty  Road.  In  addition,  1,100  feet  of  drainage  pipe  was 
installed  on  Jerusalem  Road.  This  was  put  in  place  to 
prevent  the  road  from  washing  out.  The  new  highway  truck 
with  a wing  plow  and  larger  capacity  sander  reduced  the 
cost  of  snow  removal  by  approximately  25  percent. 

Eleven  Southern  Berkshire  towns  continue  to  work  with 
the  state  on  21  Century  broadband.  Currently,  if  the 
State  of  Massachusetts  gets  the  Federal  funds  it  hopes 
for,  Tyringham  can  hope  for  access  in  two  to  three  years. 
Early  next  year,  we  should  know  what  Federal  funds  the 
State  will  have  access  to.  In  the  meantime,  the  Tyringham 
Broadband  Committee  is  working  on  ways  to  get  the  town 
greater  access  than  it  has  now 

After  14  years  of  service,  Marilyn  Curtin  retired  from 
her  position  as  Postmistress  earlier  this  year.  We  wish 
her  well  in  all  her  future  endeavors.  Our  post  office  staff 
is  currently  Mimi  Crandall,  Chris  Curtin  and  Dede  Loring. 

Terry  Curtin  retired  from  the  Transfer  Station  this  year 
after  many  years  of  service.  Our  new  transfer  station 
attendant  is  Joe  Delmolino.  Joe  is  fulfilling  the 
responsibilities  of  managing  municipal  solid  waste 
disposal  and  will  be  preparing  for  the  annual  inspection 
which  we  have  passed  with  flying  colors  in  prior  years. 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer  and  Mimi  Crandall  continue  to 
do  a great  job  pulling  all  boards  and  committees  together 
to  help  resolve  any  and  all  issues  before  the  town,  as 
well  as  handling  the  day  to  day  operations. 

The  Selectmen  would  like  to  especially  thank  and 
acknowledge  the  efforts  and  commitment  of  all  the 
people  who  serve  on  the  boards  and  committees  and 
volunteer  organizations  in  Tyringham.  You  are  truly  the 
backbone  of  this  community. 

Alan  B.  Wilcox  Chair 
Board  of  Selectmen 


Main  Road  ribbon  cutting 


Our  Road 

I started  working  on  the  reconstruction  of  a section  of 
Main  Road  in  1996.  We  hired  Guertin  Engineering.  This 
road  was  designed  according  to  standards  of  the 
Massachusetts  Flighway  Design  Manual. 

We  had  to  get  “rights  of  entry”  on  abutting  properties  for 
roadside  slopes  and  drainage.  The  Massachusetts  Highway 
Department  had  implicated  a footprint  program  to  address 
the  communities’  concerns.  I met  with  District  One  Director, 
Ross  Dindio,  and  we  agreed  to  have  Mass  Highway  look 
into  changing  the  design. 

In  2005  they  undertook  this  project  and  in  2006  held  a 
public  hearing  in  Town  and  it  was  favorably  accepted. 

We  attended  many,  many  meetings  on  this  with  the 
Berkshire  Regional  Planning  Commission,  the  Metropolitan 
Planning  Organization  and  the  Transportation  Advisory 
Committee.  Berkshire  Regional  Planning  Commission 
through  the  “TIP”  (Transportation  Improvement  Planning) 
process  holds  the  purse  strings  for  construction  projects 
throughout  Berkshire  County.  We  received  a letter  from  the 
Massachusetts  Highway  Commissioner,  Ms.  Luisa 
Paiewonsky,  recommending  that  our  road  receive  funding. 
We  did  get  their  approval.  This  would  be  the  first  road  with 
the  State’s  new  design. 

This  road  project  was  advertised  in  2008  and  C&A 
Construction  was  awarded  the  contract.  I had  worked  with 
C&A  Construction  before  and  knew  we  had  an  excellent 
company.  The  owner,  Carlos  Teixeira,  was  great  to  work 
with.  We  also  had  Joe  Mancari,  of  Mass  Highway,  acting  as 
the  head  engineer  of  this  project. 

We  started  breaking  ground  March  31st , 2009.  There 
was  a two  year  time  limit.  C&A  finished  the  entire  road  in 
six  months. 

The  new  road  is  beautiful,  much  safer  for  travel  and 
maintenance,  especially  in  the  winter  months  and  it  fits  in 
with  the  rural  character  of  the  Town.  I am  very  proud  to  be  a 
part  of  this  project. 


A I Wilcox 
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Peter  L.  Curtin 
Board  of  Selectmen 


Tyringham  Free  Public  Library 


COA  Exercise  class:  L to  R:  Sarah  Hudson, 
Barbara  Adams,  Kate  Van  Orman,  Mary’  Garner 


Council  on  Aging 

The  Tyringham  Council  on  Aging  had  an  active  year 
with  our  coffee  hours  on  Tuesday  and  Thursday 
mornings,  our  weekly  osteoporosis  classes,  and  our 
monthly  pot  luck  luncheon  meetings,  with  interesting 
speakers. 

The  goal  of  the  COA  is  to  keep  our  seniors  healthy 
and  involved  in  social  and  town  affairs,  and  to  help  them 
to  remain  in  their  own  homes  when  they  are  ill.  We 
arrange  for  drivers  for  transportation  to  medical 
appointments  and  other  necessary  trips.  We  also  hold 
the  flu  clinic. 

This  year,  a pot  luck  picnic  was  held  for  the  seniors  at 
the  Terrence  Curtin  Pavilion.  It  was  well  attended  and 
enjoyed  by  all.  We  hope  that  this  will  be  an  annual 
event. 

The  Tyringham  COA  is  a member  of  the  Triad 
program.  The  purpose  of  Triad  is  to  keep  us  informed 
regarding  safety  issues  and  to  alert  us  to  scams  being 
carried  out  against  seniors.  Pat  Holian,  Tom  Fennelly 
and  I attended  the  Triad  picnic  in  Dalton  in  July.  I wish 
more  of  our  members  would  attend  this  affair;  it  is  very 
educational,  and  there  is  good  food  and  great  raffle 
prizes.  We  also  now  have  the  yellow  dot  for  our  cars. 
This  is  a Triad  project  consisting  of  a card  and  a yellow 
dot  to  be  placed  on  the  rear  window  of  your  car.  The 
card  is  filled  out  with  information  on  your  medical  history 
and  medications  and  is  placed  in  your  glove 
compartment.  The  yellow  dot  is  available  to  everyone  in 
town,  and  we  encourage  everyone  to  obtain  it  from  Pat 
Holian  at  the  Police  office  in  the  Town  Hall. 

All  residents  age  sixty  and  older  receive  our  monthly 
newsletter  of  events.  This  is  made  possible  by  a State 
grant  from  the  Executive  Office  of  Elder  Affairs.  Our 
exercise  classes  are  also  funded  by  this  grant. 

We  always  welcome  new  friends  to  our  coffee  hours, 
lunches  and  exercise  classes.  Please  come  and  join  us!! 
We  have  a wonderful  social  time  and  some  very  good 
food. 

Marion  Leach,  Chair 
Thomas  Fennelly,  Co-chair 


Following  up  on  the  major  overhaul  that  was  done  in 
the  Library  last  summer,  in  the  fall  we  contracted  to  have 
the  Library  professionally  cleaned  and  painted  and  were 
fortunate  to  have  the  town’s  insurance  pay  for  this 
expense.  This  past  spring  and  summer  we  were  happy  to 
have  on  loan  from  Holly  and  Roger  Ketron,  a dehumidifier 
which  did  an  excellent  job  of  drying  out  the  Library  during 
the  monsoon  season.  Our  next  project  is  to  install  a 
commercial  dehumidifier  in  the  basement  of  the  building 
with  the  generous  help  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club. 

Despite  the  decrease  in  our  holdings,  our  circulation 
has  significantly  increased  during  the  past  year.  We  have 
added  many  excellent  new  books  and  DVDs.  We  are 
grateful  to  the  family  of  Kathleen  Harrod  for  designating 
the  Library  for  gifts  in  Kay’s  memory.  Combined  with  the 
William  Roehrick  Memorial  Fund  with  donations  from 
Donald  and  Bridget  Fawcett,  we  have  been  able  to  add 
significantly  to  the  Library’s  collection. 

We  anticipate  a drop  in  material  from  the  Bookmobile 
due  to  the  decrease  in  funding  from  the  state  for  all  library 
services,  and  there  is  a possibility  that  the  Bookmobile 
deliveries  will  be  terminated  as  of  the  first  of  the  year. 

We  have  added  MassMoCA  and  Ventfort  Hall  to  our 
Museum  Pass  offerings.  We  continue  to  offer  passes  to 
the  Clark  Museum,  The  Mount,  the  Norman  Rockwell 
Museum  and  the  Berkshire  Museum.  These  are  made 
possible  from  our  Town  appropriation.  We  are  grateful  to 
the  town  and  to  all  our  friends  who  make  donations  to  the 
Library. 

We  continue  to  offer  free  high  speed  internet  and 
wireless  service  at  the  Library. 

The  Library  is  open  twice  a week  - Tuesday  afternoons 
from  3 to  5 p.m.  and  Saturday  mornings  from  10  to  noon. 

Mary  Garner,  Librarian 
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Union  Church  in  Tyringham 

The  Tyringham  Valley  is  once  again  alive  with  the 
sound  of  music.  If  you  think  it’s  only  a dream  that  you’ve 
been  hearing  chimes,  no,  it’s  not  a dream,  but  a reality 
thanks  to  the  initiative  and  dedication  of  Betty  Cernik 
and  her  children  who  have  given  our  church  and  valley 
this  gift  in  loving  memory  of  Betty’s  late  husband,  Larry 
F.  Cernik.  Our  steeple  has  also  been  given  necessary 
repairs  so  that  our  church  will  remain  a beautiful  historic 
landmark  of  our  community. 

We  are  grateful  for  the  donation  given  in  loving 
memory  of  Sissy  Curtin  from  the  “Sissy  Memorial  Fund”, 
to  the  youth  in  our  church  for  camp  activities  and  bibles 
This  year  our  church  is  participating  in  a joint 
confirmation  class  with  the  Stockbridge  and  Lee 
Congregational  churches.  William  Palmer  is  in  this 
class. 

In  October,  many  from  our  community  gathered  to 
hear  Dr.  John  Dubois  and  his  wife  Sharon  who  have 
been  in  our  congregation  this  summer  and  fall.  They 
gave  a slide  presentation  on  their  experiences  as 
medical  missionaries  in  Panama. 

The  Advent  season  is  a time  for  contemplation  in 
anticipation  of  Christmas.  Please  join  us  for  our  evening 
Vespers  service  at  5 pm.  for  a beautiful  hour  of  music 
and  worship.  Come  and  find  spiritual  rejuvenation  and 
rest  from  the  hustle  and  bustle  of  the  holiday  season. 

Our  choir  is  rehearsing  for  our  Christmas  Eve  candle 
light  service.  All  are  welcome! 

Finally,  we  have  a new  website: 
unionchurch.tyringhammass.us 

Blessings. 

Rev.  Janet  McKinstry 


News  from  the  Monastery 


The  most  important  news  that  we  have  to  share  with 
our  friends  and  our  neighbors  is  the  fact  that  in  2010  we 
will  be  400  years  old.  This  is  not,  however,  the  collective 
age  of  the  Sisters  in  Tyringham  monastery!  Rather,  we 
are  speaking  of  the  fact  that  the  Order  of  the  Visitation 
throughout  the  entire  world  will  celebrate  the  400th 
Anniversary  of  its  Foundation  in  Annecy,  France.  There 
are  156  Visitation  Monasteries  throughout  the  world, 
located  in  24  countries.  Of  these  156  monasteries,  12  are 
in  the  United  States. 

The  Visitation  Order  was  founded  by  Saint  Francis  de 
Sales  and  Saint  Jane  de  Chantal  in  the  year  1610  in 
Annecy,  France  near  Geneva,  Switzerland.  This  summer 
four  Sisters  (Sister  Mary  Emmanuel  Dominguez,  Sister 
Anne-Marguerite  Potchen,  Sister  Miriam  Rose  Niethus, 
and  Sister  Rosalind  Moss)  and  a soon-to-be  postulant, 
Donna  Corso  from  the  Tyringham  monastery  - joined 
other  Visitation  Sisters,  Oblates  of  Saint  Francis  de  Sales, 
and  lay  people  from  throughout  the  United  States  to  make 
a pilgrimage  to  Annecy,  France,  where  the  Visitation  Order 
was  founded. 

That  pilgrimage  was  but  a prelude  to  the  actual 
celebrations  that  will  be  taking  place  throughout  the  United 
States  as  well  as  in  the  world  in  2010.  In  the  United  States 
each  of  the  twelve  monasteries  will  have  its  own 
festivities.  One  of  the  major  events  that  our  monastery 
will  host  will  be  a Mass  in  honor  of  the  Founder,  Saint 
Francis  de  Sales  in  January.  One  or  two  open  houses  will 
be  held  for  our  friends,  neighbors,  and  families  throughout 
the  summer.  All  of  our  plans  have  not  been  finalized  yet 
but  you  will  be  notified  through  our  newsletter,  delivered  to 
each  of  your  mailboxes,  of  the  all  up-coming  events. 

On  December  20,  2009,  the  Third  Sunday  of  Advent, 
we  will  have  our  traditional  Ceremony  of  Carols  at  3:00 
p.m.  in  the  monastery  chapel.  All  of  our  Tyringham  friends 
and  neighbors  are  especially  invited. 

We  wish  you  a Happy  Thanksgiving  and  a Blessed 
Christmas.  We  are  grateful  for  your  friendship  over  the 
years  and  we  pray  for  all  of  you,  our  friends  and 
neighbors,  who  have  blessed  our  lives  since  we  came  to 
the  Berkshires  in  December  1995. 
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Tyringham  Green 
First  Year  of  Progress 

The  mission  of  Tyringham  Green  is  to  help  our  town 
reduce  energy  consumption  and  lower  costs  by  spreading 
the  word  about,  and  helping  to  implement,  energy- 
efficiency  measures  in  our  homes  and  municipal  buildings. 

In  our  first  year,  we  have  organized  two  town  meetings 
to  educate  residents  about  energy-  and  money-saving 
ideas,  including  a well-received  winter  weatherization 
workshop.  We  have  also  handed  out  scores  of  long- 
lasting,  low-energy  light  bulbs  and  signed  up  many 
residents  for  energy  audits,  which  qualifies  homeowners 
for  significant  financial  assistance  and  rebates  on  money- 
saving home  improvements  such  as  better  insulation; 
replacement  of  leaky  doors  and  windows;  and  installation 
of  smart  thermostats  and  more  efficient  heaters.  If  you 
haven’t  yet  scheduled  your  home  energy  audit,  call 
1 .866.527.7283.  It’s  free,  and  it  can  save  you  a lot  of 
money! 

On  a larger  scale,  our  town  is  in  the  process  of 
applying  for  federal  stimulus  funds  to  make  our  municipal 
buildings  more  energy-efficient.  Because  we  have 
already  had  a town  energy  audit,  our  selectmen  are  able 
to  prioritize  projects  to  apply  for  funds,  make 
improvements,  save  money  on  fuel  and  electricity,  and 
maintain  our  relatively  low  tax  rates.  This  is  a competitive 
process,  so  we  hope  that  our  requests  will  be  granted. 
Tyringham  is  ahead  of  many  other  towns  that  have  not  yet 
had  a municipal  energy  audit. 

There  is  much  more  we  can  do.  We  invite  you  to  share 
your  ideas  with  Tyringham  Green,  and  we  welcome  new 
committee  members. 


Answers  to  crossword  puzzle,  p.  35 


Ruth  Heath 


The  Valley  Club 

Our  Club  has  done  the  yearly  flowers  in  the  center  of 
town,  and  we  would  like  to  thank  all  who  participated  in  the 
planting,  watering  and  dead-heading.  It  has  been  a 
community  effort  to  make  the  center  of  town  inviting. 

In  October  we  held  our  annual  pot-luck  dinner  at 
Barbara  Adams’  house.  In  December,  as  always,  we  had 
a joyous  Christmas  celebration  at  Chris  Curtin’s  with  the 
tree  decorated  and  plenty  of  friends  to  bring  in  cheer  on  a 
cold  night. 

We  are  making  plans  for  our  summer  flea  market,  so 
watch  for  the  date.  It’s  always  a fun  but  busy  time  as  we 
tend  to  catch  up  on  everyone’s  summer  activities. 

We  ended  our  year  with  a delicious  dinner  out  at 
Berkshire  Hillbillies  in  East  Otis. 

Ruth  Heath,  President 

Barbara  Adams,  Secretary 

Betty  Cernik,  Treasurer 

Marion  Leach,  Goodwill  Ambassador 


Barbara  Adams 
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Hop  Brook  Club 

The  ladies  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club  always  seem  to  find 
many  ways  to  keep  busy  and  this  past  year  was  no 
exception. 

As  a token  of  our  appreciation  for  their  many  years  of 
service  to  the  town,  in  May  we  presented  Terry  and 
Marilyn  Curtin  with  some  framed  photos  of  selected 
Tyringham  Quilt  blocks.  This  gift  was  presented  at  a 
surprise  party  for  the  couple  at  Santarella. 

Our  first  event  of  the  season  was  the  spring  lecture 
which  took  place  in  late  June.  A presentation  by  Will  and 
Mary  Pappenheimer  about  their  findings  on  the  Bowerbird 
of  Austrailia  was  well  attended  and  extremely  interesting. 
Their  film  clips,  photos  and  stories  made  these  little 
creatures  very  real  to  us. 

A huge  project  was  taken  on  by  one  of  our  members  this 
year.  Adrienne  Cosel  single-handedly  managed  the 
information  gathering  and  production  of  a new  Tyringham 
Directory.  This  Directory  was  distributed  at  the  town 
meeting  in  May  and  hand  delivered  by  Hop  Brook 
volunteers  to  the  residents  that  were  unable  to  attend 
Town  Meeting.  Many  thanks  to  Adrienne  for  tackling  this 
monstrous  project. 

Two  educational  scholarships  were  granted  this  year  to 
Dakota  Schaefer,  who  will  pursue  a career  as  paramedic 
and  then  in  nursing,  and  Julie  Slater,  attending  D’Youville 
College  in  Buffalo.  In  addition  we  were  pleased  to  present 
Dakota  with  the  Georgia  Birkett  Good  Citizenship  Award 
at  our  meeting  in  July.  We  also  sponsored  two  summer 
internships  at  Bidwell  House.  These  interns  needed  to  be 
interested  in  colonial  American  history  and  be  self 
motivated,  the  job  was  5 days  a week  for  two  weeks. 
Megan  Cort  and  William  Palmer  served  as  interns  this 
year. 

For  our  second  annual  summer  nature  program  we 
hosted  a presentation  by  the  Wolf  Conservancy  Program 
which  took  place  upstairs  at  the  Town  Hall  on  August  22'"'^. 
The  group  did  a great  job  of  educating  us  about  wolves 
and  everyone  was  thrilled  to  see  Atka,  the  Arctic  Wolf 
walking  the  aisles. 


Atka,  the  Arctic  wolf 


Each  October  Hop  Brook  members  and  their  spouses 
get  to  enjoy  a midday  luncheon  which  takes  place  in  the 
barn  at  Ashintully.  These  luncheons  are  always  quite 


special  and  this  year  was  no  exception.  We  were  treated 
with  a piano  performance  of  a Mozart  piece  played  by 
Anne  Palmer.  Our  many  thanks  go  to  Katharine 
McLennan  for  providing  a spectacular  setting  for  this  event 
which  is  much  looked  forward  to  by  our  members. 


Anne  Palmer,  Celia  Kittredge  and  Clint  Elliott 
at  the  Hop  Brook  Luncheon 

Many  thanks  to  the  Tyringham  Cultural  Council  for  their 
financial  support  each  year.  The  monies  that  we  receive 
go  directly  to  help  cover  expenses  related  to  producing  the 
Tyringham  Topics. 

We  continue  to  welcome  all  Tyringham  ladies  at  our 
meetings  which  are  held  the  3^'^  Wednesday  of  each  month 
at  11:30.  Many  hands  make  light  work! 

Wishing  you  all  a happy  and  healthy  holiday  season  and 
a prosperous  new  year 

Lynn  Bertelli,  President 


“Red  Riding  Hood”  Betty'  Bean 


More  "Red  Riding  Hoods  ” Katherine  Harding  and  Dot  Choquette 
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Affordable  Housing  in  Tyringham 

We’ve  said  it  before:  There  is  a need  for  affordable 
housing,  both  for  elders  and  for  young  families  starting 
out.  There  is  a threat  — of  new  housing  totally  out  of 
character  with  Tyringham,  such  as  Oak’n’  Spruce. 

Well,  the  threat  is  still  here.  Any  one  who  buys  land  in 
Tyringham  can  ignore  our  zoning  laws,  so  long  as  they 
also  build  a token  amount  of  affordable  housing. 

But  the  opportunity  is  also  still  here:  just  one  newly- 
created  affordable  housing  unit,  if  the  state  OK’s  it,  would 
give  us  the  legal  right  to  turn  down  undesirable 
development.  As  of  this  writing  (October),  there  are  three 
new  viable  options  for  affordable  housing  in  Tyringham:  a 
land  purchase,  a land  donation,  and  possibly  an  older 
home  in  the  center  of  town. 

None  of  these  “options”  can  become  an  actuality, 
however,  without  cash.  We  have  to  be  ready  to  make  an 
offer  when  a suitable  property  becomes  available.  So  we 
are  gearing  up  for  a fund  drive  with  a range  of  viable 
alternatives  in  prospect.  Given  the  threat  of  unwanted 
development  and  the  real  needs  of  real  people  here  in 
town,  everyone,  second  home  owners  included,  has  a 
stake  in  this.  If  you  are  interested,  please  call  Judy 
Morehouse  (243-2891)  or  Gail  Charpentier  (243-1552)  or 
Carey  McIntosh  (243-0459). 

P.S.  The  Tyringham  Housing  Commission  will  give 
financial  support  to  anyone  who  puts  an  affordable 
apartment  in  their  house. 

Carey  McIntosh 


John  DuBois  and  Steve  Hartman 


Tyringham  TTOR  Properties  Committee 

Thanks  to  all  the  volunteers  and  the  Trustees  of 
Reservations  (TTOR)  staff  who  contributed  their  time 
and  effort  to  help  make  the  10*^  annual  Cobble  work  day 
a success.  Special  thanks  to  Chris  Johnson  and  his  Boy 
Scout  Troop  for  their  brush  clearing  and  trail  work,  to  the 
Fire  Chief  and  Fire  Company  for  the  use  of  the 
firehouse,  and  to  all  those  that  provided  food.  This  year 
the  focus  was  clearing  along  the  fence  line  near  Hop 
Brook.  In  the  spring  we’ll  be  looking  for  volunteers  of  the 
four-legged  variety  to  help  keep  the  meadow  open. 

TTOR  has  also  obtained  a grant  that  will  help  with  the 
brush  clearing  near  the  Cobble  face. 


This  past  May  the  Committee  organized  a work  day  to 
combat  aggressive  invasive  plants  that  squeeze  out  the 
native  varieties.  The  project,  spearheaded  by  Lois  Jensen, 
focused  on  the  garlic  mustard  at  McLennan  Reservation 
where  the  plant  is  rampant.  Similar  efforts  at  Ashintully 
have  been  successful  in  controlling  the  spread  of  the  plant 
and  we  hope,  eliminating  it,  in  a few  years. 


Joyce  Glickman  and  Larry  Bravo  at  the  Cobble  clearing 

The  Committee  has  also  partnered  with  TTOR  for  a 
membership  and  volunteer  campaign.  We  will  continue 
these  efforts  and  reach  out  to  our  Monterey,  Otis  and  Lee 
neighbors.  Our  future  plans  include  working  together  with 
TTOR  and  town  committees  to  maintain  the  vistas  along 
Hop  Brook. 


Henning  Carlson  with  his  house  behind 

The  Tyringham  Properties  Committee  represents  our 
community  in  a partnership  with  TTOR  to  care  for 
Ashintully,  McLennan  Reservation,  Tyringham  Cobble  and 
the  Goose  Pond  Reservation.  We  are  all  charged  with  the 
stewardship  of  these  beautiful  properties.  If  anyone  has 
comments,  suggestions  or  questions,  or  wishes  to 
volunteer,  please  contact  any  of  the  committee  members 
or  me.  Thank  you. 

Larry  Bravo,  Chair 
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Down  Under  Fowl:  The  Australian  Bowerbird 

Holly  Ketron 

The  artistic  Australian  Bowerbird  was  the  subject  of  a 
talk  sponsored  by  the  Tyringham  Hop  Brook  Community 
Club  lecture  series  on  Saturday,  June  20,  at  the  Tyringham 
Town  Hall. 

Artists  Prof.  Will  and  Mary  Pappenheimer,  set  off  to 
the  Eastern  coast  of  Australia  in  2007  after  receiving  a 
research  grant  from  the  Boston  Fine  Arts  Museum  School. 
Their  initial  interest  in  the  Bowerbirds  began  after  watching 
a David  Attenborough  program  on  Nova  about  the  artistic 
Bowerbirds. 

Traveling  with  guides  and  also  on  their  own,  the  couple 
visited  parks,  rain-forested  hills  and  sheep  stations  in  the 
Outback,  managing  to  see  six  of  the  seven  species  of 
Bowerbird  in  Australia.  These  birds  put  enormous  energy 
and  aesthetic  drive  into  collecting  material  with  which  they 
use  to  construct,  arrange  and  even  paint  a striking  “bower” 
to  attract  the  female  of  the  species.  The  birds  will  perform 
elaborate  “dances”  to  attract  the  female  and  help  her 
make  a decision. 

Aside  from  presenting  the  sophistication  of  the  birds’ 
choice  of  colors,  composition  skills  and  architectural  flair 
in  their  account  of  their  trip,  the  Pappenheimers  raised 
many  parallels  with  the  Western  art  world  in  their  media 
presentation. 

The  talk  was  well  attended,  informative  and  lots  of  fun 
for  everyone,  with  refreshments  afterwards  and  personal 
contact  with  the  artists.  Hope  you  got  a chance  to  be  there 
and  enjoy  the  presentation. 
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Bidwell  House 

Early  Livestock  and  Predators 

When  Tyringham  was  first  settled,  in  the  1740s,  earliest 
residents  lived  up  on  the  hill  that  is  now  part  of  Beartown 
State  Forest,  and  along  that  ridge  in  the  Old  Center, 
around  today’s  Bidwell  House  Museum.  The  first  settled 
minister,  the  Reverend  Adonijah  Bidwell,  no  doubt  had  to 
keep  livestock  in  addition  to  his  library  to  survive  on  the 
hill.  He  is  known  to  have  owned  sheep  and  cattle,  and 
even  sold  some  cattle  to  the  army  during  the 
Revolutionary  War.  According  to  Eloise  Myers  in  her 
wonderful  history  of  our  town,  Tyringham:  A Hinterland 
Settlement,  “Wolves  harassed  the  farmers,  raiding  and 
killing  their  flocks  and  livestock... [and]  Bears  were  so 
numerous  that  posses  were  formed  to  hunt  them  at  night.” 
The  mountain  has  been  known  as  Beartown  ever  since 
the  early  days. 


William  Palmer,  Bidwell  House  intern,  ojf  duty 

We  are  very  fortunate  to  have  our  very  own  museum 
dedicated  to  Tyringham’s  earliest  history  right  up  the  hill 
from  us.  It  sits  on  its  original  site,  once  the  intersection  of 
the  busy  Boston-Albany  Post  Road  and  the  Royal 
Hemlock  Road.  Alas,  traffic  to  Albany  and  Boston  today 
bypasses  our  town  and  the  Bidwell  House  Museum  is 
located  on  a dirt  road,  very  much  the  way  it  was  in  the 
eighteenth  century.  The  Royal  Hemlock  Road  was  used  by 
the  early  settlers  of  the  Hop  Brook  section  of  Tyringham  to 
walk  to  Sunday  worship  services  at  the  first  church  up  on 
the  hill.  It  is  a foot  trail  today,  steep  and  rocky  in  places, 
giving  a sense  of  the  hardship  of  life  in  the  1700s.  Try 
hiking  it  sometime!  The  Bidwell  House  Museum  will  be 
celebrating  its  20“'  anniversary  this  summer.  Tyringham 
residents  and  friends  are  invited  to  join  in  the  celebration. 
Come  and  support  your  local  history  museum! 

Barbara  Palmer,  Executive  Director 


Crossword  puzzle  clues 


ACROSS 

1 .  what  you  do  with  your  “i’s” 

4. Fables 

8.  she  eats  her  mate’s  head 
12.  invisible  swine  predator 
15.  once a midnight  dreary 

17.  to  be  in  debt 

18.  Miss  Piggy’s  question 

19.  Whitney  and  Manning 

20.  bread  of  heaven  (alt.  sp.) 

2 1 . blueberry  predators 

26.  stallion’s  heart  throb 

27.  tomato  predator 

30.  adult  red  deer 

3 1 . predator  wild  cat 
33.  seep  out,  as  sap 

35.  “do else!” 

36.  lump  of  earth 

37.  comic  strip  explosion 
39.  toe  & tic’s  third  wheel 
41.  Springsteen  was  bom  in  it 
43.  exact  middle 

45.  Noah  built  one 

46.  tea  or  tennis 

47.  little  lie 
49.  road  coater 

5 1 . Dennis  was  one 

54.  corn’s  spindle 

56.  rock  music  of  quick  verse 

59.  corporate  tag 

60.  “give try!” 

61.  a valley  of  the  grape 

62.  Lennon’s  mate 

63.  Red  China’s  leader 

64.  could  be  in  the  grass? 

65.  top  or  tail 

66.  Br’er  Rabbit’s  patch 

67.  constrictor  or  stole 

70.  teacher/parent  group:  abbr. 

72.  of  Eden 

73.  cat  speak 

75.  babble  on  and  on 

77.  diner’s  choices 

78.  cans  a rat? 

82.  Aegean  and  Caspian 

83.  S across  the  pond 

84.  it  catches  a predator 
86.  NFL’s  partner 

88.  blue  green 

9 1 . how  still  waters  run 

92.  cadabra’s  prefix 
94.  fast-footed  away 

96.  one  of  the  slithery  ones 

97.  soldierly  group 

99.  stop,  horse! 


100.  this  springs  eternal 

101.  stitch 

102.  country  violin 
104. soul 

106.  married  lady 

107.  military  org.  of  dem.  states 

108.  cuisine  of  New  Orleans 

111.  machine  that  spews  coins 
113.  donate 

116.  “ facto” 

117.  Miss  Muffet’s  predator 

121.  Greek  war  god 

122.  kindly  predator  trap 

128.  relinquish 

129.  Blanc  or  St.  Michel  (Fr.) 

130.  Spanish  greeting 

131.  note  of  debt:  abbr. 

132.  retain 

133.  ear  or  sore  throat  doc:  abbr. 

134.  what  skunks  do 

135.  Cycle  of  aerobic 

processes 

136.  some  nurses 
DOWN 

1 . not  smart 

2.  gemstone 

3.  Nobel  Prize  author  Morrison 

5.  weep  helplessly 

6.  mouse  predator,  for  one 

7.  pod  inhabitant 

9.  doctors’  organization 

10.  neither ’s  partner 

11.  “ the  season  to  be  jolly” 

12.  Betsy  sewed  one 

13.  Italian  money 

14.  -friendly 

16.  remind  endlessly 

19.  flightless  Australian  bird 

22.  feathered  livestock 

23.  Krazy  of  cartoon  fame 

24.  street-speak  for  friend 

25.  civilization  of  ancient  Italy 

28.  what  the  owl  says 

29.  predator  feline 

3 1 . silky  insect  case 

32.  lyric  poem 

34.  when  you’ll  get  there:  abbr. 
36.  mouse  predator 

38.  predator  felines 
40.  branch 

42. - saw 

44.  wood  predator 

47.  predator  felines 

48.  guest  house 


49.  blessed  be  those  that  bind 

50.  lettuce  predator 
52. little  sleep 

53.  world  news  agency 

54.  sheep  predator 

55.  Dole  and  Hope 

57.  car  help! 

58.  they’re  defensively  spined 

68.  “meal”  for  breakfast 

69.  as  g-mail,  only  slower:  abbr. 

70.  up  from  amateur 

71.  a little  bit 

73.  blood-sucker  predator 

74.  lawn  predator 

75.  stage  furnishing 

76.  road  kill  sometimes  leave... 

78.  sheep-speak 

79.  a boy  named 

80.  “you the  only  one” 

81.  la-la’s  starter 

82.  cabbage  salad 

85.  high  school  spring  fete 
87.  enemy 

89.  loose  by  releasing 

90.  first 

92.  yellow  fin  tuna 

93.  Niels  of  atomic  fame 
95.  the  cruelest  month;  abbr. 

98.  we  all  need  a little:  abbr. 

99.  writing  ability  test:  abbr. 

102.  not  svelt 

103.  one  of  the  Great  Lakes 

104.  gin  fizz 

105.  this  thing  can  spin 

107.  home  of  a wasp  or  hornet 

109.  org.  that  protects  the  earth 

110.  Kosh,  by  Gosh 

112.  dog  predator 

113.  any  wild  prey 

114.  wrought- 

115.  release  anger 

118.  The Hunter 

119.  first  garden 

120.  those  who  speak  for  you:  abbr. 

122.  some  like  it  this  way 

123.  danced  like  a butterfly, 
stung  like  a bee... 

124.  multiple  passenger  auto 

125.  short  melodious  tune 

126.  shad  

127.  bathing  vessel 
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News  From  Near  and  Far 


We  have  news  from  so  many  Tyringham-lovers  ...from  now-scattered  descendants  of  the  town’s  oldest  families  and  new  arrivals  who  are  putting 
down  deep  roots  in  this  beautiful  place. 

Tyringham’s  most  senior  “senior  citizen,”  Olive  Loring  celebrated  her  95"'  birthday  on  November  23'"  at  Great  Barrington  Rehabilition  and 
Nursing  Center.  Olive’s  granddaughter,  Debbie  Loring  Hall  lives  in  Tyringham  and  reports  that  Olive  now  has  more  great-great  grandchildren! 
Ayden  Kyle  Rivers  was  bom  to  Ashley  and  Drew  Rivers,  and  Lizzie  Hall  is  expecting  her  first  baby  in  December.  Also  in  other  Loring  news  Ed 
and  Marion  flew  out  to  Lake  Tahoe  for  their  son  Jeremy’s  wedding  to  Tracy  on  October  3,  2009. 

The  Slater  family  gathered  in  Geneseo,  NY,  for  the  wedding  of  Charles  and  Alice’s  son,  Ryan,  to  Melissa  Parnell  on  July  4 at  the  Geneseo 
Methodist  Church.  Ryan  and  Melissa  live  in  Covington,  NY.  Alice  Slater  reports  also  that  three  of  her  girls  are  in  college  right  now.  Ellen  is  at 
U Mass  Amherst  studying  Hospitality  and  Tourism  Management.  Liza  is  at  Averett  University  in  Danville,  VA,  studying  aviation  and  criminal 
justice,  and  she  has  nearly  completed  her  private  pilot’s  license.  Julie  is  a freshman  at  D’Youville  College  in  Buffalo,  NY,  leaning  towards 
nursing  or  teaching.  The  Ohio  Slaters  send  greetings  to  Tyringham  friends.  Sam  Slater  writes  from  southwestern  Ohio  that  Daniel  (14)  is  now 
a high  school  freshman  and  Megan  (11)  is  in  sixth  grade. 

News  from  the  extended  Clark  family  comes  first  from  Terry  and  Chuck  Clark  who  are  delighted  to  welcome  a new  grandson,  Jacob  Ryder 
Clark,  bom  August  19,  2009,  to  son  Dave  and  Shannon  Clark  of  Tyringham.  Jacob’s  maternal  grandparents  are  Bob  and  Monda  Driscoll  of  Lee 
and  great  grandparents  are  Dolores  Faivre  of  Lee  and  David  Bickford  of  New  Hampshire.  Young  Jacob  is  growing  up  on  the  property  of  his 
much-missed  paternal  great-grandmother,  Irma  Clark.  Pat  Clark  announces  the  birth  of  her  third  grandchild,  Leanna  Robin  Driscoll,  Kristie 
and  her  husband  Randy’s  first  child  “who  they  enjoy  every  moment  with  at  home  in  Lenoxdale.”  Pat’s  other  daughter,  Robin  Fitzpatrick  lives  in 
Southampton,  MA  with  her  husband,  John,  of  20  years.  Their  boys  are  Lucas  (16)  and  Ben  (11)  who  are  excelling  in  the  performing  and  visual 
arts  as  well  as  various  athletic  activities.  Pat’s  son,  Robert  “Yogi”  Clark,  is  living  well  in  Dunnellon,  FL,  amongst  his  horse  and  corgi  pups.  He 
and  his  partner,  Richard,  mn  a successful  mosaic  tile  business,  gathering  inspiration  from  the  equine  environment  of  Dunnellon.  (See 
www.eofc.com.) 

The  Neil  Curtin  clan  has  much  to  report.  Helen  and  Neil’s  daughter  Mary  Curtin  Errichetto  writes  that  her  parents  will  celebrate  their  60"’ 
wedding  anniversary  in  March  2010.  She  also  noted  that  Tim  and  Molly  Schaefer  celebrated  their  25"’  anniversary  this  past  October.  Tim  and 
Molly’s  boys  have  been  moving  on.  Cody  graduated  in  June  from  Lee  High  and  is  now  in  nursing  studies  at  Berkshire  Community  College.  Ben 
has  been  inducted  to  the  National  Honor  Society  at  Lee  High  School,  and  his  linguistic  interest  has  kept  the  whole  family  busy.  Molly  writes; 
“For  two  weeks  this  August  our  family  hosted  two  Italian  students  from  Cava  de  Tirreni  as  part  of  the  Pittsfield  Sister  City  exchange  program. 
While  in  the  United  States,  the  Italians  visited  all  the  local  cultural  attractions,  as  well  as  Boston  and  New  York  City.  The  students  purchased 
several  pairs  of  sneakers  while  in  the  US  for  themselves,  family  and  friends  at  a fraction  of  the  cost  they  pay  in  Italy.  Benjamin  will  be  going 
back  to  Cava  for  two  weeks  during  the  Christmas  break.  This  trip  is  two-fold  - to  visit  his  Italian  friends  and  to  prepare  him  for  his  AP  Italian 
exam  early  next  year.”  Gerry  Curtin  continues  in  his  fifth  year  as  custodian  at  Monument  Valley  Middle  School  in  Great  Barrington.  “It’s 
been  three  years  since  my  heart  failure  condition  was  diagnosed.  I’m  feeling  good,  but  I have  to  drop  the  weight.  That’s  the  big  thing.”  Perhaps 
he  is  being  prompted  by  his  next-door-nephew,  Cody  Schaefer,  who  Gerry  notes,  is  pursing  nursing  studies  at  B.C.C.  and  “is  also  looking  into 
enlisting  in  the  National  Guard.”  Helen  and  Neil  Curtin  attended  the  first  birthday  of  great  grandson  Brandon  David  Pease.  They  also  attended 
the  wedding  of  grandson  Keith  Wilkinson  to  Rebecca  Smith  on  August  29"’.  “It  was  a unique  and  lovely  wedding  set  up  in  a farm  pasture.”  On 
October  24,  they  traveled  to  New  Hampshire  for  the  wedding  of  Helen’s  grand-nephew,  Matthew  Napierski,  to  Michelle  Harding. 

Mary  Ann  Fennelly  writes  “On  November  4 in  an  old  chapel  called  Montsalvat  in  Ethan,  Victoria,  Australia,  Kathleen  Fennelly  and  Terence 
Harris  exchanged  wedding  vows  with  Terrence’s  family  in  attendance.  Though  we  were  unable  to  attend,  we  were  there  in  spirit  and  will 
welcome  the  newlyweds  to  Tyringham  in  February  when  they  will  be  here  for  a visit!  We  also  will  welcome  two  young  men  (Terence’s  boys) 
Sean  and  Campbell  into  our  family!!  They  are  just  wonderful  boys!!” 

For  the  Perkins’  family  this  has  been  a hard  time.  Petey  Perkins  writes  “The  Perkins  family  were  deeply  saddened  by  the  death  of  David’s 
wife.  Eve,  at  her  home  in  Short  Beach,  CT,  on  May  24th  after  a seven  year  fight  with  cancer.  She  was  53  and  loved  spending  time  in  Tyringham 
with  David  and  her  daughters  Sarah  and  Eliza  and  large  dog  Dazey.”  Four  of  Petey’s  grandchildren  are  in  college:  Max,  a senior  at  Georgetown; 
Eliza,  a junior  at  Skidmore;  Kate,  a sophomore  at  University  of  Pennsylvania;  and  Emily,  a freshman  at  William  Smith/Hobart. 

Petey’s  brother.  Dr.  John  DuBois,  and  his  wife  Sharon  of  Panama  spent  six  months  in  Tyringham  this  summer  and  fall  living  at  Orchard  House. 
Gail  and  Peter  Charpentier  write  “Elisabeth  has  started  a job  at  the  Key  Program,  and  Matthew  is  a full  time  student  at  Berkshire  Community 
College.” 

Lynn  Bertelli  is  happy  to  announce  the  arrival  of  another  grandson,  Zachary  James,  bom  on  February  26.  Zachary’s  parents  are  Travis  and 
Rian  Cabral  of  Becket.  Lynn  also  notes  that  Al’s  son  Brian  Wilcox  is  engaged  to  Beth  Famum,  and  they  plan  a wedding  for  next  September. 

Writing  for  the  extended  McIntosh  family,  Carey  McIntosh  reports  that  2009  brought  two  new  babies:  Ella  McIntosh  in  SanDiego  and  Theo 
McIntosh  in  Brookline,  MA.  They  would  have  been  Rusty  and  Milly’s  great-grandchildren. 

Writing  from  Ridge  Street  in  Goose  Pond,  Karen  and  Allen  Kaplan  report  “This  is  our  sixth  year  at  our  home  in  Tyringham.  It  is  a beautiful 
place  to  bring  our  family  together  to  enjoy  hiking  on  the  Appalachian  Trail,  swimming  in  Goose  Pond  and  spending  time  together.” 

This  year  has  brought  the  far-flung  Hickory  Farm  Palmer  clan  together.  Now  Tyringham  residents,  Tonio  and  Barbara  Palmer  write  “Our 
daughter  Caroline  (16)  is  back  from  a year  in  Germany,  and  all  three  kids  are  now  in  school  in  Lenox.  We  are  settling  into  our  life  in  the  valley, 
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love  having  goats  and  chickens,  and  still  learning  to  get  used  to  driving  60-80  miles  a day  to  get  the  kids  to  soccer,  swimming,  piano, 
guitar.... The  ambitious  vegetable  garden  drowned  in  endless  summer  rains  - new  farmers  have  a lot  to  learn!”  From  Helena  Palmer 
Gatterburg  “We  have  had  another  busy  year  here  in  Heidelberg,  Germany.  We  had  a wonderful  summer  vacation  in  Tyringham,  particularly 
the  kids  as  they  got  to  stay  an  extra  three  weeks  with  the  cousins,  chasing  the  chickens  and  goats  and  generally  lounging  in  the  pond.  The  kids’ 
athletic  endeavors  keep  us  on  a tight  schedule  between  swim  meets  in  Berlin,  soccer  practice  and,  of  course,  obligatory  fundraisers.  We  hope  to 
see  everyone  again  soon!  Cheers!”  Lisa  Palmer  Brandreth  writes  “on  October  7'*’  Jack  celebrated  his  90'*’  birthday  in  excellent  health  and 
feted  by  family  and  friends,  thirty  strong.  While  he  closed  his  company.  Condor  Corporation,  in  June,  the  office  has  moved  to  the  guest  quarters 
and  is  flourishing.” 

Mary  Garner  writes  about  her  distant  daughter  and  granddaughter.  “Nancy  Gamer  Wood,  who  has  lived  in  Durham.  NC,  since  she  graduated 
from  college,  is  working  at  Duke  Clinical  Research  Institute,  which  is  a part  of  Duke  University  Medical  Center.  She  is  writing  grants  to  get 
federal  funding  for  cutting-edge  medical  research  and  clinical  trials.  In  her  spare  time  she  helps  people  develop  internet-based  businesses.  She 
still  spends  her  weekends  on  horseback.  Deanna  Gamer  is  living  in  Santa  Barbara  with  Teresa  Mottarella  and  working  at  Samsun  Clinic.  She 
is  enjoying  the  California  life  and  exploring  on  her  motorcycle  (a  chip  off  the  old  block).  She  hopes  to  return  to  school  in  Santa  Barbara  to  get 
her  master’s  degree.  Needless  to  say,  both  girls  are  enjoying  the  warmer  weather  in  their  respective  states.” 

Family  news  from  Celia  Kittredge  follows  the  exploits  of  grandchildren.  William  Ogden  is  on  the  varsity  soccer  team  at  Villanova  and  was 
recently  named  “Big  East  Soccer  Player  of  the  Month;”  Matthew  Sullivan  is  in  residency  in  a hospital  in  Portland,  OR,  and  his  sister,  Lydia,  is 
in  nursing  school. 

Shaun  and  Holly  Murphy  are  celebrating  their  35"’  wedding  anniversary  with  a cmise  to  Greece  and  Turkey.  Meanwhile  back  at  home... 
“Eamonn,  Ineke  and  15-month-old  Savannah  moved  into  their  new  townhouse  in  Farmington.  CT,  just  20  minutes  away!  Niall  started  work  on 
his  Master's  degree  in  Sports  Management  at  Drexel  University  in  Philadelphia,  PA.  He  is  a graduate  assistant  helping  coach  their  field  hockey 
team.  Siobhan  graduated  from  UCONN  in  May  and  is  now  employed  by  W'algreens  as  a manager.” 

Writing  from  San  Diego,  Penny  Borax  and  John  Donald  report  that  son  Adam  graduated  in  June  from  the  University  of  California,  Santa 
Barbara  in  Mechanical  Engineering. 

2009  has  been  a banner  year  for  Bob  and  Mary  Ann  Brown.  “Everyone  is  healthy,  and  our  daughters  are  moving  ahead  in  their  lives.  Nicole 
has  been  promoted  to  Associate  Director  of  the  Charles  River  Conservancy  and  is  in  the  process  of  applying  to  graduate  school.  Alexis  married 
Kris  Kennedy  from  Lenox  on  August  15"’.  A perfect  Tyringham  summer  day!  Both  Alexis  and  Kris  are  in  grad  school  and  living  in  Shutesbury, 
MA.  We  feel  truly  blessed  to  have  our  children  nearby.” 

Edgar  Chamorro’s  daughter  Linda  and  Jaoquin  Mendoza  are  “Happy  Parents.”  Linda  is  in  her  final  year  at  Harvard’s  School  of  Design. 

Joaquin  works  and  takes  care  of  their  baby.  Son  Edgar  Ignacio  moved  to  LA  where  he  enjoys  surfing  and  working  at  the  Natural  History 
Museum.  Father  Edgar  teaches  at  the  John  Dew'ey  Academy  in  Great  Barrington. 

“WTio  w'ould  have  imagined... still  in  Austin,  Texas!”  writes  Nan  Freed.  “It’s  Season  Four  of  ‘Friday  Night  Lights.’  Paul  has  been  involved 
with  Dell  Children’s  Hospital  and  children  with  cancer.  He  is  also  preparing  a couple  of  courses  for  Austin  Film  School.  The  summer  w'as 
bmtal....one  of  the  worst  in  many,  many  years.  There  were  triple  digits  for  months  and  absolutely  no  rain.  But.  autumn,  as  it  is  here,  is  here.  A 
long  hiatus  will  be  ours  from  Christmas  until  the  third  week  in  February.  We  hope  to  be  home  for  a spell.  Have  a very  healthy,  happy  holiday. 
Hello  everyone!” 

Viggo  and  Catha  Rambusch  celebrated  their  50"’  wedding  anniversary  this  fall.  A veteran  newsletter  writer,  Catha.  includes  a thoughtful  note 
to  the  team  who  prepare  the  Tyringham  Topics.  “Thank  you  for  this  effort.  1 know  it  is  a lot  of  work!” 

Virginia  Gorman  sends  greetings  to  all.  Her  daughter,  Susan  Moran,  has  returned  to  full-time  employment  as  a social  worker  at  a residence  for 
formerly  homeless,  mentally  ill  adults.  Conor,  Susan’s  son,  continues  to  teach  guitar  at  a music  school  in  Chappaqua,  NY.  He  has  not  reported 
any  Bill  or  Hillary  Clinton  sightings. 

After  years  of  silence  Jeannette  Van  Ballegooyen  reports  on  her  and  Ed  Nardi’s  tribe  of  eight  boys!  Jason  lives  in  Orlando  FL  with  his  wife 
Sheila  and  2 year  old  daughter,  Zoey.  Damon  lives  in  New  Haven  with  his  partner  Sarah  and  2 year  old  daughter,  Adriana.  Dylan  McCullough 
lives  in  Pittsfield  with  his  wife  Stephanie.  They  are  expecting  their  first  baby  in  January.  Colin  lives  in  Bridgewater,  MA  with  his  partner 
Kathleen.  He  graduated  from  UMass  in  Amherst  in  2007  and  is  continuing  his  studies  towards  a master’s  degree  at  Bridgewater  State  College  in 
the  Athletic  Training  Program.  His  twin  brother  Tyler  graduated  from  UMass  Amherst  in  2007  and  is  working  as  a food  service  manager  for 
Aramark  at  Brandeis  University.  He  lives  in  Brighton  MA.  Ed’s  son  Micah  Nardi  graduated  from  Virginia  Tech  in  2008  and  is  pursuing  a 
master’s  degree  in  organizational  psychology  at  Springfield  College,  Springfield,  MA.  His  twin  brother  Elan  graduated  in  2007  from  the 
University  of  Rhode  Island  and  has  been  working  as  a contractor  on  International  Fisheries  Resources  and  Treaties  for  the  National  Oceanic  and 
Atmospheric  Administration  in  Silver  Springs  MD.  Isaac  Nardi  is  a senior  at  Virginia  Tech,  studying  biology  and  is  participating  in  cancer 
research!  Jeannette  also  writes  “We  would  like  to  thank  the  Hop  Brook  Club  for  their  generous  scholarships  given  to  the  McCullough  boys  to 
continue  their  education.  It  was  greatly  appreciated!” 

And  finally  a message  from  Chick  and  Joe  Coco  of  Lee.  “We  are  both  now  in  our  80’s  which  does  not  seem  possible,  but  have  grandchildren 
AND  great-grandchildren  to  keep  us  in  computers,  fax  machines  and  cellular  phones!  We  pray  for  a peaceful  2010  and  a “Joyful  Christmas  to 
All.”  “Chicken ’joe  Coco” 
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Barbara  & all  the  Adams  family 
Robin  & Kenny  Almgren,  Gunnar  & Suzanne 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop;  Christina  Alsop  & Greg 
Juskalian;  Denny  Alsop  & Nina  Ryan;  Suzette 
Alsop  & Tom  Jones;  Delly  Alsop 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Betty,  Bill  & Sylvi  Bean 

Jennifer  Bishop,  Daniel  Epstein,  Theodore  & Nathaniel 

Judith  Bishop  and  Maia  Bookoff 

Teresa  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 

Lisa  & Jack  Brandreth 

Larry  Bravo 

Andy  & Sharon  Brov/n,  Kelsey,  Evelyn,  Carina  & Eliza 

Bob  & Mary  Ann  Brown 

Jack  & Irmgard  Bucher 

Henning,  Joyce  & Kimberly  Carlson, 

Michael,  Zachary  & Ryan 
All  the  Cerniks 

Edgar  Chamorro,  Linda  Chamorro,  Joaquin  Mendoza  & 
Mateo,  Edgar  Ignacio  Chamorro 
Peter  & Gail  Charpentier,  Elisabeth  & Matthew 
Dot  Choquette  & Ed  Choquette 
Chuck  & Terry  Clark  & Jon;  Kevin,  Jaymee  & Kayden, 
David,  Shannon  & Jacob  Clark 
In  memory  of  the  Clark  and  McCarthy  Families 
Francis  & Betty  Clark  & family 
Pat  Clark  & family 
“Chick”  & Joe  Coco 

Jim  & Karen  Consolati,  Ben,  Austen,  Darrin,  & Evan 
Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gabey  & Molly 
In  loving  memory  of  Terry  Curtin  Sr.  We  love  and  miss 
you  Poppy! 

Butch,  Lisa  & Darby  Curtin 
Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Chrissie, 

Quinn  & Paige  Barry;  Larry  & Chrissy  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin, 

In  loving  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy-10  year 
anniversary  of  her  death 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joe  & Jess  Davis;  Jim, 
Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin;  Tim  & Shawn  Murphy 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin 

Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Missy  & Peter  Curtin  Jr., 

& sons  Ethan  & Collin;  Trish  & Jamie  Curtin  & 
family;  Joshua,  Nissa  & Asia;  Matt  & sons  Dillon 
& Devin; 

Tina  Eral,  Joshua  & Megan 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 
Philip  & Hilary  Deely,  Maisie  & Pip 
In  memory  of  Arnold  & Elizabeth  Hale 
Sue  & Joe  Delmolino,  Brody,  Mariah,  & 

Amara  Hale;  Brian  & Nicole  Delmolino 


Tom  & Therese  Dillon  & family 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penny  Borax,  David  & Jill  & Adam 
In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath  & Eddie 
Fennelly 

Donna  & Gerald  Drake 
Bob  & Josiane  DuVernois 
Clint  & Elizabeth  Elliott  & Susannah,  Rosy, 

Alex  & families 

In  loving  memory  of  Uncle  Terry  Curtin,  David  Curtin  & 
Sissy  Curtin 

Gino,  Mary  & Nick  Errichetto 
Mark  & Sandy  Farnham 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett,  Nan,  Rob,  Zachary  & Elliot 
Sedgwick,  James  & Kathy  & Richard  & Clara  Fawcett 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 
Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker  & Ethan; 

Katherine,  Brian  & Phoebe  Bailey 
In  memory  of  Ed  Fennelly 
Dianne  Fennelly 

Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly;  Everett  Jr, 

MaryBeth  & Luke;  Amy  Fennelly  & 

Byron  Renderer.  Kathleen  & Terrence  Harris 
Thomas  Fennelly  Sr.  & Jr. 

Nan  & Paul  Freed 

Joe,  Ann,  Adriana,  Francesca  & Phoebe  Gallo 
Allan  & Mary  Garner;  Nancy  Wood,  David 
Garner,  Levi  & Deanna. 

Helena  (Palmer),  Stefan,  Damian,  Francesca 
& Therese  von  Gatterburg 
Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard  & Nannina 

Virgina  Gorman;  Susan  & Conor  Moran 
The  Griffins  of  Goose  Pond 
In  memory  of  David,  Elizabeth  & Willis  Hale 
George  Hale 
Jean  Hale 

Dorothea  R.  Hanson 
Kate  Harding 

Judy  & Steve  Hartman  & Nadia  &David  Watts; 

Tess  Moore 

Ruth  & John  Heath;  Nancy  & Randy,  Robert,  Adam, 

Lora,  Tyler,  Cameron  Wade;  James  Heath,  Christina, 
James  Jr.,  Jacob  & Rhiannon  Heath,  Jessica 
Thorne;  Donald  & Karie  Heath;  Sue  Casey;  Steve 
& Ruth  LeCompte,  Shannon  LeCompte  & Anatoly 
Davidenko,  Tim,  Erin,  Olivia  & Owen  Hart; 

Herb  & Deb  Heath,  Connie&Kevin  Keenan,  Eric, 
Shawn,  Brian,  Teri  & Dylan  Heath,  Amy,  Nick,  Abby  & 
Lily  Fredsal,  Joe  & Karen  Pulver 


38 


SEASON’S  GREETINGS!  SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 


Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
Maggie  Howard 

Holiday  Greetings  and  Wishes  for  Peace  on  Earth 
Sarah  Hudson 

Chris,  Tracy,  Alex  & Sam  Johnson 
Karen  & Allen  Kaplan;  David,  Karyn,  Ava  & Eli  Kaplan; 
Jonathan,  Maureen,  Benjamin  & Ryan  Kaplan;  Todd  & 
Sara  Grossman 

Holly  & Roger  Ketron  & the  whole  family 

Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & Sophie,  Willem; 

Nick  & Lisa,  Hopper,  Lilabel  Virginia 
Celia  Kittredge,  Kit  Clucas,  the  Ogden  families, 

the  Sullivans,  the  Charlie  Kittredges,  the  Scotts  & the 
Rowleys 

Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Jane  Thrailkill  & Hawley  Truax, 
Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & Charlie  & George 
Lainie  & Larry  Krasnoff 
In  memory  of  Douglas  Leach 
Marion  Leach 

Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Dick  Loring;  Debbie,  Henry  & Lizzy  Hall  & Chris 
Peppe;  Ricky,  Ann,  & Alisha,  Amy  Hunt,  Ashley,  Drew  & 
Alissa  & Ayden  Rivers;  Ed  & Marian  Loring 
Olive  Loring 

In  memory  of  William  & Jane  Bond  & Charles  & Beatrice 
Loring 

Russ  & Margaret  Loring 

Tunk  & Dede  Loring;  Rhonda,  Don  LaBombard, 

Dylan  & Isaac,  Chris  Jordan  and  Nick 
LaBombard;  Elaine,  Ed,  Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold; 

Tony,  Sara,  Megan,  Will  & Charlie  Loring 
Jill,  Yo-Yo,  Nicholas,  and  Emily  Ma 
Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante;  Rustin  McIntosh, 
Nathaniel  McIntosh,  Amy  Pullen,  Ethan 
& Lydia  McIntosh 
Angelica  McLennan  & family 
Katharine  McLennan  & family 

Ginny  Miller,  Mary  Beth  O’Connor,  Christopher  Nuttle, 

Molly  Kornblum 
Peace,  love  & joy  to  all! 

Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 
Warm  greetings  to  our  Tyringham  friends  and  neighbors: 
Bob  & Lynn  Moskin,  Mark,  David,  Camilla,  Nancy, 

Isaac,  Lillian,  Mae  Rose  & Talley 
Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Ineke  & Savannah,  Niall, 

Siobhan  Murphy 
Greetings  to  all  in  Tyringham! 

Roberta  Myers,  Tyringham  Topics  editor 
Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer,  Walter  Palmer,  Spring  & 

John  Homschek,  Andrew  & Jacob 


Merry  Christmas  & A Happy  A/ew  Year! 

Leroy  & Marge  Palmer 

Tonio  & Barbara  Palmer,  Caroline,  William  & Henrik 
Petey  Perkins,  Louie,  Neddy,  Jamie,  David 
& Kate  & all  their  families 
Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  & Liz  Potter  & Jeffrey 
Lauria  & Donald  Puntin 

Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon,  Kenzie 
& Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie,  Nicholas,  Jackson 
& Fritz;  Neil  & Lucia,  Marygrace  & Katrin  Adam; 
Kristin  & Sandy  von  Thelen. 

Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun 
Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 
The  Reich  family:  Chuck  & Julie;  Gabriel  & Isabella; 
Benjamin  & Thao  & Hosea 

In  memory  of  Margaret  Clapp  & Lois  Clapp  Olds  S\A/ift 
Margaret  Olds  Richards  & the  Luchars:  Barrie; 

Alex,  Susan,  Thomas,  Robert,  Catherine;  Charles; 
Jim,  Betsy,  Ian  & Teddy 
Michael  Rood,  Lindsey,  Andrew,  Eliza 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Charles,  Alice,  Andy,  Ellie,  Liza,  Julie  & Craig, 

Ryan  & Melissa  Slater 

In  memory  of  Charlie  & Liz  Slater  & Grace  Slater 
Sam  & Debbie  Slater,  Daniel  & Megan 
Peggy  Donald  Snider,  Gypsy  Snider  & Patrick 
Leonard,  Laska  & Galia  Leonard,  Lorenzo  Pisoni 
Seasons  Greetings  from 
Kathy,  Ted  & Tommy  Stern 
Philippa  Claude  & Tony  Stretton 
In  loving  memory  of  Gerald  & Reed  Swart 
Ruth  Swart 

Charlie  Urquhart  & Heather  Caldwell  & Elias 
Rachel  Urquhart  & John  Herrera;  Theo  & Simon 
& the  little  dogs 

Sidney  & Brian  Urquhart  & family 
A warm  and  safe  holiday  to  all  our  neighbors 

Jeannette  VanBallegooyen  & Ed  Nardi  their  sons, 
wives,  and  partners 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation 
Seasons  Greetings! 

Joseph  Whalen  & Ken  & family  in  Manchester  NH 
Alan  Wilcox  & Lynn  Bertelli 
In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Ken  Winters 

Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley, 
Linsey,  Cayce  Williams;  Tim,  Diane  & Dominic 
Williams 

Mark  & Liz  Williams 

Mr.  & Mrs.  Frederick  Witherby 
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Winter  2010 


P"yriQgham  Topics 


Published  annually  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  in  the  interest  of  church  and  community 


Our  theme  for  this  year,  “Tyringham  Underground; 

The  Arts  and  Hobbies  of  our  Town”  has  enabled  us  to 
take  a peek  into  your  basements,  garages,  attics  and 
studios,  and  we  are  delighted  by  what  we  have  seen  and 
read.  This  could  be  called  our  “Who  Knew?”  issue.  Who 
knew  that  there  was  so  much  talent,  imagination  and 
creativity  hiding  in  our  little  village,  and  we  have  probably 
only  scratched  the  surface. 

We  are  grateful  to  Adrienne  Cosel  for  dreaming  up 
this  idea,  and  for  her  advice  along  the  way.  As  always, 
our  thanks  to  Toodie  Alsop  for  her  delightful  drawings. 

We  are  endebted  to  all  of  our  readers  who  provided 
photos  for  your  literary  and  artistic  contributions,  and 
for  your  generous  financial  donations  which  help  us  to 
publish  the  Topics  and  provide  scholarships  that  enable 
Tyringham  children  to  continue  their  educations  beyond 
High  School. 

Counted  Cross-Stitch 

Gordon  Van  Orman  (interview) 

In  1985  I had  a bypass  operation.  Back  then  they 
didn’t  send  you  to  rehab;  they  just  told  you  to  go  home 
and  take  it  easy.  So  I couldn’t  do  anything. My  niece, 
Syd’s  daughter,  came  one  day  to  see  me  and  she  brought 
me  a little  kit  to  cross-stitch.  Now  why  she  thought  this 
up,  God  only  knows.  I guess  she  thought  it  would  keep 
me  occupied.  Well,  I started  and  it’s  not  a hard  thing  to 
get  into.  She  kind  of  gave  me  hints.  Then  I kept  doing 
bigger  ones  and  bigger  ones,  and  I’ve  been  doing  it  ever 
since,  mostly  in  the  winter  when  there’s  not  much  to 
do.  Over  the  years,  it’s  evolved  into  bigger  projects  and 
bigger  projects.  To  me  it’s  very  relaxing  but  also  it’s  very 
intricate.  You  have  to  pay  attention  all  the  time.  There  are 
many  colors  you  have  to  change.  But  I use  charts.  They 
have  printed  cross-stitch,  but  I don’t  like  that.  I use  plain 
cloth  of  different  sizes  and  whatever  the  pattern  calls  for. 

I buy  just  the  patterns.  I have  used  a lot  of  kits  but  I don’t 
really  like  kits  because  you  have  to  separate  all  the  colors 
and  strands.  I have  a sewing  cabinet,  and  in  one  of  the 
drawers,  I have  zip  lock  bags  of  DMC  brand  craft  thread. 

The  cloth  I sometimes  use  is  linen.  But  you  can  buy 


special  cloth.  The  pattern  is  separate.  You  start  in  the 
center.  Every  pattern  has  the  center  of  the  pattern  marked 
and  you  fold  your  cloth  from  the  center.  And  the  pattern 
will  tell  you  how  big  a piece  of  cloth  you  need.  Once 
you  find  the  middle,  you  start.  Every  color  has  a different 
symbol  on  the  chart.  You  have  to  watch  that  very  carefully. 
You  go  ten  stitches  this  way  and  ten  that  way.  It’s  not 
hard.  But  you  have  to  count.  Everything  is  counting.  That’s 
why  they  call  it  “counted  cross-stitch”.  You  have  to  count 
each  symbol  and  you  thread  your  needle  and  sometimes 
you  use  one  or  two  or  three  strands.  I’ve  used  as  many 
as  six  strands  on  an  Afghan.  It’s  hard  to  explain  without 
showing  you.  You  just  keep  working.  Once  you  get  started 
in  the  middle  you  can  go  up,  down  and  sideways.  Your 
first  stitch  goes  left  to  right  and  the  next  right  to  left.  That 
makes  tjj^  cross. 

Here’s  one  I did  of  my  cat,  Jake.  You  can  see  the  cloth 
and  the  crosses.  Every  one  of  the  stitches  has  many 
colors.  Here’s  a Christmas  stocking  I made.  I wish  you 
could  see  the  real  thing.  It’s  in  Colorado.  There  was  so 
much  stuff  on  that  stocking,  it  took  me  from  March  to 
November.  So  intricate.  I made  this  one  for  my  son-in- 
law.  It’s  General  Lee  and  General  Jackson,  and  it’s  huge, 
taken  from  the  painting  of  the  last  meeting  of  the  Civil  War. 
The  horses  were  so  hard  to  do.  Here  is  a free  hand  one 


Gordon  Van  Orman  with  cross-stitched  banner 
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I did  of  the  School  House  in  Tyringham.  I think  Clint  Elliott 
has  the  original.  I took  a lot  of  artistic  leeway  with  that 
one.  This  one  I did  of  Chuckie  and  Terry’s  house.  And 
here’s  an  Afghan  I made  for  my  grandson.  Those  were  all 
cross-stitched  bears. 

Here’s  a wedding  sampler  I made  for  a friend  in  Lee. 

I’ve  done  quite  a few  of  those.  Here’s  a banner  I made 
for  my  niece  in  Pittsfield.  She’s  big  on  Christmas  and  she 
really  decorates.  Here’s  one  of  a bear’s  picnic  with  all  the 
different  expressions  on  their  faces.  Here’s  one  I made  for 
our  daughter  Barbara,  of  the  state  of  Colorado  where  she 
lives. 

I remember  the  weather  man  on  channel  10.  He  was 
a big  pet  person.  He  had  a Siberian  Husky  that  died  in 
Boston.  So  I found  a pattern  and  made  just  the  head  and 
I had  it  framed  and  sent  it  to  him.  He  showed  it  on  TV  and 
then  he  called  me. 

This  has  been  a great  hobby  for  me  and  quite  a 
few  men  do  it.  But  you  have  to  concentrate.  I’ve  done 
calendars  where  I had  two  Tuesdays  and  one  Monday  or 
whatever.  You  have  to  tear  it  out  and  start  over  and  that’s 
not  fun.  Sometimes  I can’t  stand  to  leave  it,  so  I take  it  out 
no  matter  how  hard  it  is.  When  you  frame  these,  you  have 
to  stretch  them.  They  need  to  be  ironed  and  stretched 
because  otherwise  the  cloth  will  wrinkle. 

Was  I ever  teased  as  a kid?  I would  have  been!  But 
I didn’t  do  this  as  a kid!  I would  never  have  done  this  as 
a kid!  No  way!  Well,  everybody  says  to  me,  “Rosie  Grier 
does  it  so  you  can  do  it.”  But  he  doesn’t  do  this.  He  does 
needlepoint. 

It’s  a habit.  It’s  fun.  I haven’t  done  as  much  in  the  last 
two  or  three  years  because  I just  don’t  see  as  well  as  I 
used  to.  It’s  hard  on  the  eyes. 


Gordon  s Christmas  stocking 


Needlepoint 

Petey  Perkins 


“Are  you  listening.  Mom?” 

No.  I was  having  a quick  snooze  on  the  bottom  of  one 
of  my  children’s  beds  as  they  stumbled  over  “See  Dick 
and  Jane  Run”.  I started  needlepoint  then  as  a way  to 
keep  me  awake  so  that  I could  appreciate  their  developing 
reading  skills. 

I have  needlepointed  pillows  and  chairs.  While  I was 
working  on  eight  dining  room  chairs  some  yhears  ago, 

I had  the  privilege  of  sitting  next  to  the  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury,  Bishop  Coggen,  at  dinner  while  he  was  on 
a visit  to  the  U S.  I was  carrying  a decorative  Buddhist 
monk’s  bag  and  he  inquired  whether  I carried  my  knitting 
in  it.  I said  no,  but  told  him  that  sometimes  I had  my 
dining  room  chair  tapestry  with  me.  He  said  he  was 
needlepointing  dining  room  chairs  also.  We  threw  our 
arms  around  each  other  in  mutual  admiration. 

I completed  my  last  two  chairs  with  a Canterbury  Cross 
in  the  center.  Do  you  think  he  stitched  a Bethlehem  blond 
in  one  of  his? 


TfK 
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Gardening  and  How  I Learned 

Dot  Loring 


Pottery 

Adrienne  Miesmer  (Cosel) 


I lived  in  Hoyt,  Colorado.  I was  next  to  the  youngest 
in  our  family.  I had  three  sisters  and  three  brothers.  My 
mother  had  one  girl,  three  boys  and  then  five  years  later 
she  had  three  more  girls,  18  months  apart.  We  were  a 
working  crew  - the  older  ones  teaching  us  younger  ones 
how  to  work.  We  lived  on  a 360-acre  farm.  Most  of  it  was 
irrigated.  We  raised  beans,  corn  and  alfalfa  hay  for  winter 
feed.  We  also  raised  dry  level  wheat  on  the  part  that 
wasn’t  irrigated 

My  mother  raised  a huge  garden,  and  we  girls  all 
helped  her.  We  raised  most  of  our  own  food  for  winter, 
which  had  to  be  canned.  We  also  had  a root  cellar  where 
canned  and  root  crops  kept  real  well.  It  was  also  a safe 
place  to  go  if  a tornado  came  in  during  the  rain  storms  we 
got.  We  raised  our  own  strawberries  and  rhubarb.  They 
were  so  good  with  fresh  cream  from  our  cows. 

Then  in  the  Fall,  Mom  and  Dad  and  we  three  girls 
would  go  to  the  western  slope  near  Grand  Junction, 
Colorado.  We  would  pick  peaches,  plums,  pears  and 
cherries  to  can  for  the  winter  pies.  Mom  was  always  a 
patient  person  and  taught  us  well.  She  would  help  us 
plant  the  flower  beds,  and  then  we  would  weed  and  take 
care  of  them,  watering  and  all.  I guess  I’m  a lot  like  her 
except  we  don’t  have  to  water  every  day  like  one  does  in 
Colorado.  My  mom  made  all  our  clothes  when  we  were 
young,  and  then  she  taught  us  to  sew  later  in  our  growing 
up  years.  She  made  all  the  home-made  bread,  and  she 
taught  us. 


It  began  when  my  daughter  Molly,  age  14,  decided 
that  pottery  would  be  the  perfect  hobby  for  her  mother. 

I would  get  to  play  with  mud,  draw,  paint,  sculpt,  and  be 
very  compulsive,  all  rolled  into  one  pastime.  Perfect.  She 
saved  up  her  babysitting  money  and  with  a little  help  from 
her  Pop,  Bill,  they  bought  me  a wheel.  Alas,  it  sat  in  the 
basement  for  at  least  five  years  until  one  day  I got  some 
clay  and,  with  a summer’s  worth  of  lessons  from  Ellen 
Grenadier  of  Monterey  under  my  belt,  I threw  something 
that  looked  like  a mug.  Amazing.  My  family  made  me  feel 
as  proud  as  a first  grader  delivering  the  ultimate  in  paper 
clip  containers.  While  it  was  too  soon  to  empty  out  my 
cupboards  and  replace  them  with  only  my  own  hand-made 
dishes,  little  by  little  I learned  this  craft  and  the  infinite 
possibilities  of  creativity  it  affords.  My  favorite  aspect,  it 
turns  out,  is  hand-painting  the  pieces  I make  with  patterns 
drawn  from  centuries  of  clay-rompers  before  me  with  my 
own  imagination  thrown  in. 

Make  no  mistake,  by  any  standards  I am  still  a novice. 
The  mix  of  science  (kiln  temperatures,  glazes,  clay  body 
types),  methods  of  structure  (wheel  or  hand  building, 
mold,  sculpture,  slab,  coil  etc.)  and  of  course  decoration 
(infinite)  combine  to  make  the  decisions  both  heady  and 
exhilarating.  But  the  clay  talks  back  and  the  kiln  has  a 
mind  of  its  own,  and  risk  is  a compelling  player  in  the  mix. 
In  the  end,  as  I listen  to  the  pieces  “ping”  in  the  cooling 
down  process,  I know  they  are  talking  to  me,  brand  new 
members  of  the  household  (mine,  or  hopefully  someone 
else’s)  who  have  delivered,  to  my  endless  delight,  their 
own  surprises. 
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Quilting 

Penny  Borax 

I learned  to  sew  when  I was  young,  and  got  inspired 
to  learn  to  quilt  after  I received  a colorful  homemade 
patchwork  quilt  as  a baby  shower  gift.  I love  playing  with 
the  colors,  juxtaposing  them  and  seeing  the  results,  and 
I find  hand-quilting  relaxing.  Like  many  in  this  town,  my 
hobby  is  strongly  influenced  by  the  beauties  of  nature 
in  this  rural  setting.  My  favorite  subject  these  days  is 
reproducing  in  patchwork,  the  impression  of  the  myriad 
greens,  the  background  browns,  the  changing  skies  and 
light,  and  the  wild  creatures  that  color  our  summer  days  in 
Tyringham. 


Sue  catches  up  on  reading  on  an  enforced  vacation 

The  Unwanted  Collection 

Sue  Delmolino 

Working  the  night  shift  as  a nurse  for  two  decades 
has  left  me  the  owner  of  a collection  I never  wanted  to 
start.  In  order  to  keep  up  with  news  and  current  events. 
I’ve  subscribed  for  many  years  to  The  Berkshire  Eagle, 
which  arrives  without  fail  each  morning.  Left  with  only 
the  day  for  sleep,  I’m  often  unable  to  delve  deeply  into 
these  knowledge-filled  bulletins,  let  alone  briefly  glance 
at  their  front  pages.  Displeased  with  being  ignored,  the 
newspapers  have  formed  an  insidious  army  of  inanimate 
invaders.  Doing  battle  for  control  of  my  dining  room  with 
these  wood-based  foes  has  become  a part  of  my  life. 

1 hey  swarm  over  the  end  of  my  dining  room  table,  as 
termites  feasting  on  a rotten  log,  and  crawl  down  to  pile 
on  a nearby  chair. 


My  weapon  of  choice  for  fighting  these  intruders  is 
vacation.  On  vacation,  I can  vanquish  my  foes  by  finally 
reading  and  then  recycling  them!  Vacation  lets  me  gain 
the  upper  hand  in  this  war  with  my  collection.  I fear 
however  it  will  only  be  permanently  eliminated  when  I am 
able  to  use  my  weapon  of  mass  destruction,  retirement, 
and  this  won’t  be  for  a good  number  of  years  yet! 


My  Fascination  with  Beads 

Virginia  Demos 

I first  got  interested  in  beads  when  I was  working  in 
Nigeria  in  the  early  sixties,  and  came  across  the  trade 
beads  that  were  being  sold  in  the  markets  in  Nigeria  and 
Ghana.  I brought  back  many  strands  and  wore  them 
throughout  graduate  school.  Only  slowly  did  I begin  to  get 
into  finding  other  beads  and  stringing  them  myself.  There 
is  a wonderful  bead  store  in  Harvard  Square,  Cambridge 
that  has  both  interesting  beads  and  a very  helpful  staff  that 
taught  me  how  to  finish  off  pieces  and  sold  me  various 
materials  and  tools,  like  needle  nose  pliers  and  small 
circular  files  for  enlarging  bead  holes. 

I am  most  interested  in  old,  semi-precious  beads  such 
as  agates,  amber,  amethyst,  carnelian,  coral,  hebron, 
jade,  lapis  and  turquoise,  as  well  as  old  silver  and  brass 
pieces  I can  use  as  a center  focus  or  as  spacers.  For  me 
the  fun  is  in  finding  sources  - dealers,  auctions. 

E-bay  - and  learning  from  where  these  beads  come,  such 
as  Nepal,  Tibet,  China,  South  East  Asia,  Pre-Columbian 
Mexico,  Cambodian  rice  fields,  or  American  Indians. 

The  other  source  of  deep  pleasure  is  in  designing  the 
necklaces  - finding  just  the  right  combination  of  texture, 
color,  weight,  size  and  length. 
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Travelling 

Jim  and  Kathy  Curtin 

Our  hobby  is  travelling,  Jim  and  I recently  returned 
from  a 15-day  European  whirl  where  we  visited  eight 
countries.  London,  Belgium,  Netherlands,  Germany, 
Austria,  Italy,  Switzerland  and  France. 

Our  first  stop  was  London.  We  spent  two  days 
sightseeing.  The  highlight  was  seeing  the  changing  of 
the  guard  which  only  happens  every  other  day,  weather 
permitting.  Next,  we  crossed  the  English  Channel, 
viewing  the  Cliffs  of  Dover,  and  then  on  to  Calais,  France. 
From  there  we  travelled  to  Amsterdam  where  we  visited 
the  Dam  Square,  the  Mint  Tower,  and  then  we  took 
another  cruise  in  a glass-bottomed  boat.  Then  we  went 
on  to  Cologne,  Germany.  The  landscape  was  beautiful; 
we  stopped  to  see  a gothic  cathedral  and  to  enjoy  a cruise 
down  the  Rhine,  observing  many  castles.  After  breakfast 
the  next  day,  we  followed  the  Rhine  valley  through  the 
picturesque  region  of  Bavaria,  and  then  on  to  Austria. 

From  our  hotel  in  Innsbruck,  we  could  see  the  golden 
roof  and  St.  Jakob’s  Cathedral.  Then  it  was  time  to 
walk  around  and  do  some  shopping.  Actually,  every  stop 
included  time  to  spend  our  Euros. 

Then  we  enjoyed  an  exhilarating  drive  across  the 
Brenner  Pass  which  took  us  on  to  Italy.  Venice  was  our 
first  stop.  After  three  canal  cruises,  one  of  which  gave  us 
a view  of  the  Bridge  of  Sighs  and  the  Doge’s  Palace.  On 
the  gondola,  we  travelled  through  many  small  canals. 
There  were  six  people  to  a boat  and  we  enjoyed  a bottle  of 
champagne.  We  ended  up  at  St.  Mark’s  Square  to  enjoy 
a pizza  party.  The  waiters  just  kept  bringing  out  various 
types  of  pizza.  Finally  we  told  them  we’d  had  enough. 
There  was  lots  of  wine  and  beer  to  go  with  it. 

On  the  road  again,  we  headed  south  through  the 
Veneto  Plain  to  get  to  the  “eternal  city  of  Rome”.  Our 
tour  included  a visit  to  Vatican  City,  where  we  visited  St. 
Peter’s  Basilica,  and  then  saw  the  Forum  and  Coliseum. 
You  have  to  see  it  to  appreciate  the  construction  of  these 
massive  buildings  that  were  built  thousands  of  years  ago. 

We  continued  on  from  there  to  Florence,  famous  for  its 
gold  and  leather,  and  again,  we  saw  cathedrals.  Nothing 
in  the  U.S.A.  can  compare  to  these  massive  buildings. 

We  then  passed  through  the  center  of  Milan  and  went 
on  to  Lugano,  Switzerland.  The  view  was  awe-inspiring: 
crystal-clear  lakes  set  in  the  mountains.  After  just  a short 
stop,  we  continued  on  to  Lucerne  for  a two-day  stay.  Our 
orientation  included  the  poignant  lion  monument  and 
the  wooden  chapel  bridge.  Then  we  took  a cog  train  up 
7,000-foot  Mt.  Pilatus.  The  views  were  spectacular.  Then 
down  we  came  on  a cable  car.  Kathy  was  a little  nervous 
as  she  doesn’t  like  heights,  but  it  all  went  well.  We  also 
took  another  cruise  on  Lake  Lucerne.  This  was  the  most 
beautiful  country  with  its  mountains  and  lakes.  It  was  very 
safe  to  walk  the  streets  or  just  to  sit  and  people-watch, 
unlike  Italy  where  you  have  to  watch  out  for  pickpockets. 

Our  last  country  to  visit  was  France.  We  travelled 
through  wine-producing  Burgundy  to  get  to  Paris.  Our  tour 
included  the  Place  de  la  Concorde,  Arc  de  Triomphe  and 


.i»X 


Eiffel  Tower.  We  never  realized  how  big  the  Eiffel  Tower 
was  until  we  stood  under  it.  That  night  we  took  a magical 
cruise  down  the  Seine  with  the  Eiffel  Tower  behind  us. 
When  it  got  dark,  they  lit  it  up  with  sparkling  lights.  It  was 
awesome. 

Next  day  we  went  to  the  Palace  of  Versailles,  home  to 
the  “Sun  King”,  Louis  XIV.  The  grounds  cover  850  acres 
of  palace,  fountains  and  gardens,  and  inside  we  viewed 
the  Hall  of  Mirrors  and  his  living  quarters. 

On  Sunday,  August  29*^,  we  headed  to  Charles  De 
Gaulle  airport  to  catch  our  flight  to  London  and  on  to 
Boston.  Happy  to  be  back  in  our  beautiful  Tyringham 
Valley,  with  many  memories  of  a fantastic  trip. 


Jim  and  Kathy  Curtin  celebrate  their  50th  anniversary 
with  champagne  in  Venice,  in  Aug.  2010 
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Brody's  favorite  root  beer:  Virgil:  the  hardest  to  find:  Dad's: 
the  first  bottle  Brody  collected:  Mug. 


An  Uncommon  Collectable 

Brody  Hale 

Over  the  years,  many  have  \A/ondered  why  I began 
collecting  root  beer.  Most  people  consume  this  sweet 
soft  drink;  I place  a full  can  of  each  new  brand  I find 
into  a cardboard  box.  The  project  took  shape  when  I 
traveled  to  Boston  to  see  a Celtics  game,  on  January 
3,  1997.  As  I prepared  to  open  a bottle  of  MUG  Root 
Beer,  I realized  no  one  had  probably  ever  undertaken  the 
assembly  of  a collection  of  the  world’s  different  root  beer 
brands.  Instantly,  my  dinner  beverage  then  became  the 
foundational  bottle  of  this  new  venture.  Over  the  years 
I’ve  amassed  several  dozen  cans  and  bottles  of  the 
sweet  sassafras-flavored  elixir,  accumulated  through  my 
travels,  and  the  donations  of  others.  The  only  drawback 
to  collecting  root  beer  is  when  a bottle  bursts,  spewing  its 
contents  over  the  rest  of  the  collection.  I’m  then  forced  to 
replace  the  lost  specimen. 


Moonshine  Holler 

Paula  Bradley  and  Bill  Dillof 

We  are  Paula  Bradley  and  Bill  Dillof,  Tyringham’s  “old- 
time”  musicians  (but  we  don’t  consider  ourselves  old!) 
Old-time  music,  sometimes  called  “hillbilly  music”,  is  the 
music  of  the  rural  south  and  Appalachian  Mountains  that 
first  was  recorded  commercially  in  the  early  1920s,  and 
later  recorded  for  the  Library  of  Congress.  Played  on 
instruments  such  as  the  fiddle,  banjo  and  guitar,  old-time 
music  encompasses  many  traditions,  including  folk  song, 
blues,  topical  songs  and  the  sentimental  “heart  songs”  of 
the  19'^  century  parlor.  It  is  the  forerunner  to  bluegrass, 
but  one  of  the  main  differences  is  that  the  emphasis  is  on 
the  collective  sound  - there  are  no  “solos”  taken  by  any 
instrument. 


We  have  played  old-time  music  for  many  years  and,  in 
fact,  first  met  at  one  of  several  festivals  where  the  music  is 
carried  on  to  this  day. 

Playing  as  the  duet  “Moonshine  Holler”,  we  both 
perform  and  teach  our  music  at  music  festivals  and  camps 
across  the  country  (and  occasionally  overseas),  as  well 
as  at  many  venues  here  in  Western  Massachusetts. 

In  our  travels,  we  have  formed  friendships  with  other 
old-time  musicians  as  far  away  as  Japan;  we  old-time 
musicians  regard  ourselves  as  an  extended  community, 
sharing  a common  passion.  Wherever  we  travel,  there 
is  usually  someone  we  know  with  whom  we  can  visit  and 
“jam”.  In  fact,  when  Paula’s  former  job  at  MeadWestvaco 
Specialty  Papers  (now  Onyx  Papers)  first  brought  us  to 
Massachusetts,  we  already  knew  several  musicians  living 
in  the  Northampton/Greenfield  area,  and  it  wasn’t  long 
before  we  connected  with  musicians  in  Vermont  as  well 
as  here  in  Berkshire  County.  Our  wedding  at  Eastover 
on  Sept  8,  2001  included  our  many  musical  friends  from 
all  over  and  a very  special  “instrument  arch”  processional. 
Between  learning,  practicing  and  informal  jamming  with 
frequent  musical  guests,  there  is  always  music  in  our 
Tyringham  home.  Sometimes  on  the  porch,  too! 

Paula  had  the  good  fortune  to  perform  on  extended 
tours  in  both  Germany  and  Sweden  this  past  year. 

There  is  a lot  of  interest  abroad  in  traditional  “roots” 
American  music,  and  these  trips  were  immensely  positive 
exchanges  as  music  is  a universal  language.  We  feel  truly 
blessed. 
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Mary  Garner  and  Rival,  1 970s 


Horses,  Horses,  Horses 

Mary  Garner 

Growing  up,  my  fondest  wish  was  to  own  a horse,  but  it 
wasn’t  until  I moved  to  Tyringham  that  this  wish  came  true. 
When  our  real  estate  agent  showed  us  the  Shaker  Seed 
House,  she  happened  to  mention  that  there  were  more 
horses  in  this  little  town  than  there  were  children.  That 
fact  and  the  fact  that  we  loved  the  house  convinced  us  this 
is  where  we  wanted  to  live. 

Our  next  move  was  to  the  Gilmore  house  where  with 
the  blessing  of  our  landlord,  Dick  Cabral,  we  bought  our 
first  Shetland  ponies  - they  were  the  right  size  for  our 
children,  David  and  Nancy,  although  a little  small  for  me. 
However,  my  wish  came  true.  I had  my  first  horse. 

Three  ponies  weren’t  enough.  This  hobby  was  really 
taking  off.  So,  we  decided  to  buy  the  Canon  Farm  where 
there  would  be  enough  room  to  increase  our  herd.  The 
hobby  eventually  became  a business.  We  bred  and  raised 
ponies  for  sale  for  a number  of  years.  But  - children  grow 
and  I really  wanted  something  big  enough  for  me  to  ride. 
We  added  a few  horses  and  as  the  children  grew  older 
we  sold  the  pony  herd  and  concentrated  on  larger  horses. 
Nancy’s  horse,  Apache,  lived  to  be  at  least  40  years  old. 
David’s  horse.  Velvet,  gave  birth  to  Dynamite,  who  was 
half  horse  and  half  pony,  sired  by  one  of  our  stallions.  We 
never  knew  which  one.  My  first  horse  was  Charm,  a camp 
horse  that  I took  care  of  winters  for  several  years  before 
buying  him. 

The  first  horse  projects  involved  the  children  in  the 
newly  formed  Tyr-Lee  Rough  Riders  4H  horse  club  with 
mother  as  4H  club  co-leader.  Nancy  started  riding  in 
horse  shows  sponsored  by  various  Berkshire  County  4H 
clubs.  Next  we  became  involved  in  competitive  trail  riding 
which  meant  trips  far  and  wide.  One  memorable  ride 
put  on  by  a 4H  club  in  the  Sturbridge  area  was  through 
Sturbridge  Village. 

Children  grow  up  and  move  on  and  I continued  to 
ride  with  my  good  friends  Pat  Clark,  Sheila  Caseley, 

Dot  Loring,  Sissy  Curtin  and  Jeannette  Rotondo.  Some 
of  us  got  heavily  involved  in  competitive  trail  riding. 

We  competed  in  rides  25,  35  and  50  miles  long  in 
Massachusetts,  Connecticut,  Vermont  and  New  York. 


My  competition  horses  were  Hannibal,  Whiskey  and  my 
favorite  Rival,  my  Blue  Ribbon  Arabian  gelding,  who  was 
my  companion  for  many  years. 

My  long  time  dream  finally  came  true  on  moving  to 
Tyringham  and  I will  always  treasure  the  memories  of  my 
horses  and  my  horseback  riding  days. 


Thrills  of  a Bird  Watcher 

Dot  Choquette 

Last  year,  there  were  many  blossoms  on  the 
nasturtiums  in  one  of  my  raised  garden  beds.  In  mid- 
September,  since  frost  was  about  to  arrive,  I was  picking 
a big  bouquet  to  enjoy  them  a little  longer.  While  adding 
to  the  ones  I was  holding,  I noticed  a female  humming 
bird  feeding  on  the  flowers  in  my  hand;  and  then  darting 
back  to  those  in  the  box.  Hardly  daring  to  breathe  for  fear 
of  scaring  her  away,  I watched  her  feeding  for  several 
minutes.  Suddenly  she  hovered  about  a foot  from  my 
face  before  she  flew  away.  Only  another  bird-watcher  can 
imagine  how  thrilled  I was. 

This  year,  I was  delighted  to  have  the  Merganser  nest 
in  the  hollow  apple  tree  again.  To  my  surprise,  the  eggs 
did  not  all  hatch  on  the  same  day.  I was  lucky  enough  to 
watch  the  last  egg  hatch.  After  several  attempts  to  leave 
the  tree,  the  duckling  flew  out  of  the  tree  and  started 
walking  toward  the  brook.  Again,  to  my  surprise,  it  started 
following  me  around,  giving  me  a chance  to  take  some 
pictures.  It  stopped  to  rest  in  some  weeds  on  the  way 
towards  the  brook  so  I didn’t  get  to  see  it  go  into  the  water. 


Dot 's  Merganser  duckling  photo  Sue  Choquette 
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Painting  on  Rocks 

Rachel  Urquhart 

I never  thought  of  myself  as  the  painting-on-rocks 
type.  For  one  thing,  I’m  large-handed  and  not  much  good 
with  a tiny  brush.  For  another,  I’m  self-conscious  about 
making  things  that  are  cute,  and  there  are  an  awful  lot  of 
cute  painted  rocks  out  there.  In  the  end,  though — once 
I’m  sitting  down  with  a kid’s  paint  set,  a Dixie  cup  of  water, 
some  paper  towels  and  a rock — none  of  that  seems  to 
matter.  I just  channel  my  not-so-inner  five-year-old  and... 
paint. 

Okay,  so  the  roly-poly  stones  I’ve  decorated  with  rocket 
ships,  fat  cars  and  the  kind  of  farm  scene  you  might  find 
in  a badly  illustrated  children’s  book  are  on  the  cute  side. 
But  the  flatter  rocks  I work  on  seem  a bit  less  silly  to  me. 
They’re  the  ones  that  usually  wind  up  with  a picture  of  a 
bird  on  them — one  I’ve  copied  from  photographs,  or  an  old 
wildlife  guide. 


I choose  each  bird  with  a specific  person  or  memory  in 
mind.  I painted  a great  blue  heron  for  my  father  because 
it  reminded  me  of  being  with  him  at  Shaker  pond  on  a 
summer  evening.  Once,  when  my  husband  came  home 
from  Guatemala,  he  got  a rock  with  a bright  green  quetzal 
on  it.  (The  “resplendent  quetzal”  is  Guatemala’s  national 
bird.)  Another  year,  I kept  things  a little  closer  to  home  and 
gave  him  a loon  because  I wanted  him  to  recall  the  eerie 
sound  of  its  laughter  echoing  over  a lake  we  sometimes 
visit  in  Maine. 

I probably  should  have  thought  twice  about  painting 
that  one.  After  all — poor  guy — how  could  he  look  at  a 
picture  of  a loon  and  think  of  anything  but  me? 

Anyone  for  a Game  of  Mah  Jongg? 

Lainie  Krasnoff 

There  is  no  doubt  about  it.  Larry  and  I are  games 
people.  We  have  a collection  of  puzzles  - jigsaws  for 
snowy  days  and  wooden  and  metal  “mind  benders”  for  the 
coffee  table.  We  also  both  enjoy  crosswords  and  Sudoku, 
Scrabble  and  Rummy  Q. 

One  of  our  favorite  pastimes  when  we  spend  time 
in  ^he  Berkshires  is  golf.  When  in  New  York,  playing 
means  either  calling  for  reservations  a week  in  advance 
or  waiting  several  hours  for  a walk-on  time.  At  Greenock 
and  Pontoosuc,  we  have  a standing  joke  going.  On  the 


mornings  we  want  to  play,  we  call  for  a tee  time.  Usually 
we  like  to  play  at  around  11  o’clock.  We  call  and  ask 
what’s  available  and  they  usually  say,  “How  about  11:04 
or  11 :08?”  To  which,  Larry  asks,  “Is  that  the  best  you  can 
do?”  It’s  become  a little  tradition  and  his  sense  of  humor. 
Then  we  commend  each  other  on  what  a good  idea  it  was 
to  own  a house  in  “The  Hinterlands”  and  be  able  to  play 
here. 

A new  pastime  for  me  is  not  really  a new  game  at 
all.  Mah  Jongg  has  been  played  for  centuries  in  China 
by  men,  but  for  some  reason  when  it  hit  the  shores  of 
the  United  States,  it  became  a game  for  women  in  the 
suburbs.  In  the  late  '40s  or  early  ‘50s,  my  mother’s 
generation  began  playing  the  game.  It  was  often 
something  of  a ritual  for  them.  One  night  a week,  after 
the  dinner  was  done  and  the  children  were  put  to  bed, 
they  gathered  for  a night  of  friendship,  entertainment  and 
a little  gambling.  The  stakes  were  small,  usually  just  a 
few  dollars,  but  they  were  serious  about  the  game.  Often 
they  played  into  the  early  morning  and  the  weather  never 
seemed  to  deter  them.  Lifelong  friendships  were  formed 
and  many  of  the  problems  of  family  and  the  world  were 
probably  discussed  and  solved  during  the  game.  Many 
of  my  generation,  who  often  went  to  sleep  listening  to 
the  click  of  the  tiles,  shunned  the  game  just  because  our 
mothers  played  it.  We  thought  we  were  too  modern  and 
wanted  to  be  different.  Now  that  we  are  older,  many  of  us 
have  gone  back  to  the  game  and  have  learned  its  value. 

The  game  is  easy  to  learn.  It  involves  tiles  similar  to 
dominoes,  in  numbered  suits  like  with  cards,  except  there 
are  symbols  of  dots,  bamboo,  cracks  and  winds.  Once 
a year  a new  “card”  comes  out  with  specific  “hands”  on 
it  and  you  have  to  follow  the  card  to  make  the  hand  and 
win  the  game.  In  a given  afternoon  or  evening,  anywhere 
from  a half  dozen  to  several  dozen  hands  might  be 
played.  The  gathering  would  not  be  complete  without  a 
little  fruit  salad,  often  a pineapple  cut  and,  in  my  mother’s 
generation,  served  with  maraschino  cherries,  and  maybe 
some  candy,  a cake  or  cookies.  More  important  than  the 
game  I’ve  learned  is  that  there  is  great  value  in  the  ability 
to  get  away  from  everything  and  just  enjoy  the  devotion 
of  friends.  Although  I never  got  to  play  with  my  mother,  I 
have  her  case  with  the  game.  Every  time  I play,  I think  of 
her  and  thank  her  for  encouraging  me  to  learn.  She  was 
right  all  along,  as  mothers  usually  are.  I’ve  made  some  of 
the  best  friends  I have  playing  Mah  Jongg. 
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Hobbies  - the  Pain  and  Pleasure  of  it  all 

Gerald  James  Fawcett 

My  “hobbies”  relate  to  the  pain/pleasure  principle 
— hard  to  have  one  without  the  other.  In  college,  I 
never  (alas)  took  an  art  course,  but  as  I got  going  as  an 
English  teacher,  the  intertwining  of  art  (painting,  sculpture, 
music...)  became  glaringly  apparent.  So,  I bought  several 
good  cameras,  and  for  the  last  forty  years  have  taken 
pictures  in  museums,  from  books,  from  outdoor  displays, 
and  have  turned  them  into  slides  (old  tech).  I have  more 
than  10,000  slides  which  I use  in  my  classes  each  week  to 
back  up  themes  in  literature.  Alas,  I’m  now  having  to  go 
digital. 

My  second  hobby  is  flat  water  canoe  racing.  Over 
thirty  years  ago,  I developed  this  incredible  pain  in  my 
right  shoulder.  The  doctor  called  it  a “calcium  cloud” 
which  would  get  worse  if  I didn’t  “tend  to  it”,  which  means 
“exercise”.  So,  I began  to  paddle  in  a C-2  (two-person 
racing  canoe)  and  have  been  doing  so  for  over  thirty 
years,  the  last  twenty-five  or  better  with  my  paddling 
partner  (he  is  in  the  stern.  I’m  in  the  bow),  Gary  Miller, 
of  Stockbridge.  Our  early  morning  paddles  (six  miles 
with  six  sprints)  are  a combined  workout/gripe  session/ 
remembrance  of  things  past/speculation  on  the  cares  of 
the  world.  I feel  very  fortunate  to  have  had  such  a long- 
term partnership,  and  we  have  talked  each  other  through 
the  ups  and  downs  that  life  is  made  up  of.  He  and  I have 
paddled  in  the  “Josh  Billings  Run  Aground”  for  close  to 
thirty  years. 


How  It  All  Began... 

Maureen  Lenti 

You  look  at  the  calendar  and  realize  it  is  your  Mother’s 
birthday,  your  in-law’s  anniversary,  or  worst  of  all  your 
child’s  special  birthday  and  you  don’t  have  a card  and  you 
have  no  time  to  run  to  the  store.  What  do  you  do?  Well,  in 
my  case,  I run  downstairs  to  the  craft  room  and  make  one. 

My  passion  for  stamping  started  about  20  years  ago 
with  the  advent  of  a new  craze,  scrapbooking.  I bought 
a few  stamps  to  start;  it  was  FUN!  I bought  a book  to 
showcase  some  photos,  creative  paper  arranging,  and  my 
stamps.  Oh,  it  looked  so  good... I was  hooked! 

As  my  passion  has  grown,  so  has  my  collection  of 
stamps,  paper,  and  tools  to  transform  what  is  in  my  head 
and  come  to  life  in  a card.  Pretty  soon  I had  a substantial 
stash  of  cards  ranging  from  Anniversary  to  Wedding.  I 
was  limited  to  these  because  I couldn’t  come  up  with  a 
category  for  the  letter  “Z”. 

I sent  them  to  family  and  friends  and  before  long, 
family  and  friends  were  asking  me  to  make  cards  for  them 
to  send  out.  I have  a small  cadre  of  recurrent  customers 
I supply.  Occasionally  I sell  them  at  craft  fairs,  but  my 
mainstay  is  my  handy  box  of  cards  to  send  to  others.  The 
cellar  area  that  served  as  my  beauty  shop  for  so  long  is 
now  my  sanctuary  for  peace  and  solitude.  My  cards  are 
my  therapy. 


...If*  i 


Jim  Fawcett,  bow,  with  Gary  Miller,  at  Josh  Billings 
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Collecting  Hummingbirds 

Dianne  Fennelly 

Over  twenty  years  ago,  I became  infatuated  with 
“Hummingbirds”  after  seeing  one  feeding  from  the 
fuschia  plant  on  my  front  porch. 

I bought  a Hummingbird  feeder  in  1989.  Sharing  my 
excitement  about  having  a pair  soon  after  hanging  the 
feeder,  my  friends  from  work  gave  me  a hummingbird 
ornament  for  my  birthday  which  I hung  over  my  kitchen 
sink.  Thus  started  my  “Collection”.  Over  the  years  I 
received  many  gifts  and  purchased  hummingbird  items 
ranging  from  jewelry,  window  sun  catchers,  T-Shirts, 
lamps,  wall  paper  border,  plant  hangers,  books  etc. 
etc.  I have  collected  over  300  different  items,  the  really 
special  one  being  a hummingbird  weather  vane  from  my 
late  husband,  Eddie.  This  is  mounted  on  the  Old  Maple 
Syrup  House. 

My  interest  and  enthusiasm  has  spread  throughout 
the  Tyringham  Valley  to  many  of  my  friends  who  also 
started  feeding  the  hummingbirds  every  year. 

Hummingbirds  winter  in  southern  Mexico  and  Central 
America  and  will  return  to  the  same  feeders  the  following 
Spring.  Their  life  span  is  about  five  years. 

Oh,  I nearly  forgot  to  mention  my  first  pair  who  were 
named  Norma  and  Charlie.  Just  think  of  all  the  names  I 
would  have  had  if  I had  named  each  one!!!!!! 


Multiple  Passions 

Lynn  Goldberg  (Moskin) 

I’m  responding  for  the  Goldberg/Moskin  gang.  We 
have  passions,  but  I’m  not  sure  they  are  hobbies. 

Bob  is  a writer.  He  started  a newspaper  when  he 
was  twelve  years  old  and  hasn’t  stopped  writing;  he 
just  completed  a book,  more  than  a dozen  years  in  the 
writing  on  the  US  Foreign  Service.  Writing  is  his  work 
and  his  love  and  his  joy. 

I love  to  read  and  think  about  books  and  I am  lucky 
enough  to  do  this  as  work.  I am  also  passionate  about 
music,  but  I can’t  call  it  a hobby  ~ my  piano  teacher 
fired  me  for  not  practicing  (I  was  24  years  old),  and 
my  attempt  to  study  the  cello  (at  age  56)  was  a total 
failure.  I care  about  music  deeply  and  I would  call  it  a 
joy  and  discipline  not  a hobby.  I moved  from  Requiems 
and  Masses  to  Opera  and  Lieder,  am  passionate  about 
Mozart  and  Schubert,  but  am  now  immersed  in  Mahler 
and  Chopin.  What  to  call  all  this  passion,  and  how  to 
share  it  with  others,  is  a mystery. 

Oh  yes,  we  share  a passion  in  Talley,  our  bright, 
funny,  responsive  Springer.  She  thinks  Tyringham  is 
another  name  for  Heaven. 
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Girls  in  the  Garden 
(Rondeau  for  Granddaughters) 

Jean  P.  Moore 

In  the  garden  sweat  and  toil 
So  slow  at  first  hands  in  soil 
Then  it  happens,  life  is  a race 
A profusion — how  to  keep  pace 
All  accomplished  just  for  the  girls 

Tomatoes  parsley  and  basil 
All  will  be  well  ever  the  whirl 
If  by  June  my  loves  in  their  place 
In  the  garden 

Year  by  year  there  they  dance  and  twirl 
“Life’s  fleeting,”  I am  left  to  mull 
But  here  I dig,  all  for  this  grace 
Enna,  Maddie,  and  Lilly  in  lace 
Playing,  running,  singing,  my  girls 
In  the  garden. 


Hop  Brook  Brewery  and 
“Cobble  Ale” 

Geoff  Ashworth 


I came  to  live  in  the  USA  from  Manchester,  England, 
in  1982.  I loved  the  people,  the  country,  my  Job,  and 
the  weather,  but  the  one  thing  I really  missed  was  a 
pint  of  good  English  hand-crafted  cask-conditioned  real 
ale.  Back  then  the  only  choice  of  beer  was  watery,  thin, 
overly  cold  and  super  gassy  mass-produced  mass- 
marketed  glop.  So  I resolved  to  make  my  own!  After  all, 
my  great  grandfather  was  the  landlord  of  the  Victoria 
lnn,Ancoats,  Manchester,  UK. 

Making  beer  is  easy.  Making  good  beer  is  not. 


First  are  the  key  ingredients  of  pale  ale  malt,  light 
crystal  malt  and  flaked  barley.  Next  come  the  processes 
of  the  steeping,  the  running  off,  the  delicate  boiling 
with  Fuggles  and  Goldings  hops,  the  cooling,  the  final 
addition  of  brewer’s  yeast  and  a week’s  patience  as 
the  wonderful  yeast  ferments  the  wort  to  beer.  Cask 
conditioning  refers  to  the  final  live  fermentation  in  the 
cask  from  which  the  beer  is  to  be  served.  The  beer 
has  only  natural  carbon  dioxide  from  the  fermentation 
dissolved  in  it  and  is  smooth  and  malty,  yet  slightly  bitter 
from  the  hops.  And  it  tastes  fantastic! 

Tyringham’s  Gentleman’s  Improvement  Society  was 
formed  in  2006  to  drink  and  appreciate  the  wonders  of 
Cobble  Ale,  yet  remain  a gentleman.  Anyone  is  welcome 
to  try  the  ale  when  it  is  on;  call  first  for  sampling.  Also 
call  for  tours  of  the  brewery  (actually  my  garage).  Open 
to  both  gentle  men  and  gentle  ladies  of  course.  Contact 
Geoff  Ashworth  to  get  advanced  notice  of  new  brews 
and  special  events.  A hobby  to  drink  to! 
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Is  Running  a Hobby? 

Lisa  Palmer 

This  was  my  question  to  The  Tyringham  Topics,  and  I 
received  an  encouraging  nod  - it  could  be  included  along 
with  all  those  other  esoteric  hobbies  flourishing  in  the 
Valley. 

When  we  returned  from  Brazil  as  a family  in  1977, 

I discovered  to  my  surprise  that  New  York  was  full  of 
people  running  around  in  very  short  shorts,  sporting  fancy 
shoes,  wearing  headbands  and  looking  very  dedicated. 
This  intrigued  me  and  since  I liked  to  run,  I decided  to 
go  out  and  join  the  fun.  Helena,  then  a fourteen-year  old 
ninth  grader  at  the  Chapin  School,  was  game  to  go  with 
me  on  a week-end,  around  the  Central  Park  Reservoir. 

Off  we  trotted  in  our  blue  jeans  and  US  Keds  , (probably 
from  Ben’s  in  Lee).  It  was  hard  work,  but  we  managed 
and  from  then  on  I was  hooked.  A friendly  co-runner 
advised  me  to  get  proper  clothing  and  especially,  running 
shoes.  Reluctantly  I did,  hating  to  spend  the  money,  but 
soon  realizing  that  it  made  all  the  difference  and  I could 
actually  move  better  and  faster,  and  with  less  discomfort. 
One  Saturday,  I ran  into  a group  of  women  who  were 
being  coached  by  Fred  Lebow,  the  founder  of  the  NYC 
Road  Runners  Club.  Timidly  I went  over  to  him  and  asked 
if  I could  join,  and  he  said,  ‘sure,  what’s  your  speed?”  I 
admitted  to  a 10  minute  mile,  and  he  signed  me  on.  And 
so,  I ran  the  first  Woman’s  Legg  Race  in  Central  Park,  all 
the  way  around,  up  Heartbreak  Hill,  and  into  the  goal. 
What  a wonderful  feeling! 

Around  that  time  in  Tyringham,  road  races  were  being 
organized  by  Pad  Spence  and  I thought  that  would  be  a 
lot  of  fun  to  do.  Gilly  Palmer  was  one  of  the  organizers  and 
of  course  any  able-bodied  family  member  joined  in.  Well, 
running  around  the  valley,  over  Fernside,  through  the  flats 
and  back,  “aint  no  picnic!"  At  one  point  I felt  chased  by  a 
heavily-breathing  person  and  looked  around;  she  looked 
around  my  age  and  not  from  Tyringham!  So  I put  on  the 
extra  charge  and  pushed  ahead.  When  I headed  up  the 
hill  by  Sunset  Farm,  Willis  Hale  was  sitting  on  his  porch  in 
a wheelchair,  and  I remember  calling  out  to  him  “Willis,  the 
last  mile  is  for  you”!  He  waved  and  I did  get  a trophy  (for 


my  age  group)!  From  then  on,  running  has  been  my  life’s 
companion.  While  working  in  New  York,  while  traveling 
on  business,  wherever  I went,  my  shoes  and  shorts  went 
with  me.  It  helped  me  clear  my  head  in  difficult  times, 
and  it  helped  me  retain  my  stamina  for  often  physically 
strenuous  work  schedules.  Best  of  all,  I handed  the  baton 
onto  my  children  Tonio  and  Helena,  who  have  become 
superb  runners,  marathoners  even,  and  seem  to  get  the 
same  joy  out  of  this  special  kind  of  a hobby! 


Teddy  Bears 

Marion  Leach 


I have  been  collecting  teddy  bears  for  years,  every 
since  Doug  gave  me  a girl  and  boy  teddy  bear  who 
would  sing  love  songs  when  you  pushed  a button  in  their 
stomachs.  After  that,  it  snowballed,  and  friends  and 
relatives  would  give  me  teddy  bears  as  gifts  and  on  every 
possible  occasion,  or  just  as  a kind  thought.  I have  some 
dressed  for  the  fourth  of  July,  Halloween,  Thanksgiving 
and  Christmas,  and  I have  some  dressed  just  for  fun. 

My  collection  has  slowed  down  in  the  last  few  years, 
as  I am  running  out  of  space  for  their  housing.  But  it  has 
been  fun  and  I enjoy  the  many  different  faces  - some  with 
smiles,  some  with  frowns  and  some  with  just  a natural 
bear  look.  I have  small  ones,  large  ones  and  some  with 
families. 

My  teddy  bears  are  fun  and  a nice  addition  to  my 
home,  and  they  are  comforting  to  have  around. 
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Manure 

Robert  Alsop 


kid  playing  in  a sand  pile,  and  raised  it  high  over  the  back 
of  the  truck  and  then  let  it  pour  down  until  the  truck  goes 
down  on  the  springs,  and  then  away  they  go,  pleased  as 
punch. 

The  year-old  stuff  should  go  on  the  land,  but  the  timing 
is  difficult.  It  freezes  over  the  winter  and  can’t  be  budged 
until  spring.  The  thawing  process  is  slow  and  by  the  time 
it  is  complete  the  ground  is  soft  and  the  grass  is  starting  to 
grow,  and  the  cows  won’t  eat  a manured  field  for  a month 
or  so.  So  most  of  the  time  I wait  until  the  autumn  when 
the  land  is  gold  and  red  and  russet  and  brown,  and  the 
spreader  throws  it  out  to  enhance  the  next  year’s  growth. 

Loading  the  spreader  is  a little  tricky  because  I only 
have  one  tractor.  I have  to  load  it  while  it  is  standing  free 
and  then  back  the  tractor  carefully  into  the  hitch,  connect 
the  power  take-off,  and  then  get  under  way.  Big  farms 
have  big  spreaders  that  could  handle  my  entire  annual 
production  with  only  a few  trips  to  the  fields,  but  that 
would  not  be  a viable  investment  for  me.  I have  to  go 
back  and  forth  a good  many  times  with  my  small  piece 
of  equipment,  but  I rather  enjoy  it,  driving  along  with  the 
manure  splattering  out  behind  and  sometimes  with  the 
swallows  diving  overhead. 


I straightened  up  and  looked  out  the  open  barn  door.  I 
had  pitched  the  last  fork  full  of  cow  manure  off  the  floor  of 
the  barn.  It  had  gone  in  an  arc  and  fallen  where  aimed 
in  the  front  end  loader  or  bucket  of  my  small  John  Deere 
tractor.  It  was  a good  sized  area  to  clean  and  I tried  to  do 
it  at  least  once  a week.  It  usually  took  about  four  or  five 
trips  with  the  tractor  from  the  barn  to  the  manure  pile  to  do 
the  job. 

The  cows  were  standing  outside  the  door  watching 
what  I was  doing.  They  were  beef  cattle,  free  to  come 
and  go  as  they  wished.  They  knew  that  as  soon  as  I was 
finished  I would  spread  half  a bale  of  last  year’s  around 
the  barn  as  bedding,  and  they  were  anticipating  coming 
slowly  in,  as  soon  as  I got  the  tractor  out  of  the  way,  to 
check  out  the  job  and  eat  most  of  what  I had  put  down. 
They  would  then  stand  around  in  a contented  sort  of  way 
and  quietly  let  fly,  undoing  in  a moment  of  two  much  of  the 
work  of  the  preceding  hour. 

Manure  is  a very  basic  sort  of  commodity.  Our  farm 
produces  more  manure  per  acre  than  any  other  product. 

I thought  once  of  reporting  this  on  the  Department  of 
Agriculture  forms  that  arrive  periodically,  but  have  never 
been  able  to  develop  a sufficiently  accurate  estimate  of 
the  annual  volume  per  acre. 

I have  three  manure  piles.  First,  there  is  the  active 
pile  which  receives  current  production.  Then  there  is  last 
year’s  pile  which  is  ready  to  go  on  the  land  if  I can  find 
the  time.  And  then  there  is  the  old  pile.  Every  now  and 
then  I turn  them  over  with  the  bucket  on  the  tractor  to  let 
in  the  air  and  mix  the  stuff  around  a bit.  The  old  pile  is  a 
thoroughly  matured  dark  black  consistency  and  is  really 
worth  its  weight  in  gold  for  a vegetable  or  flower  garden. 
Friends  come  over  with  their  pickups,  owned  or  borrowed, 
and  beg  for  it.  I pick  up  a scoop  with  the  tractor,  like  a 


Photo  Peggy  Reeves 


Sleight  of  Hand 

Carl  Seiger 

I am  a native  of  the  Berkshires,  born  in  the  wonderful 
town  of  South  Egremont,  and  have  lived  on  Stonebridge 
Way  in  Tyringham  since  2001  with  my  wife  and  business 
partner,  Maura,  and  our  two  cats,  Francesca  and  Rylie. 

My  introduction  to  sleight-of-hand  magic  occurred 
when  I was  11  years  old.  My  mother  gave  my  younger 
cousin  a magic  set  which  he  put  aside  to  examine 
other  presents.  FI  is  older  brother  and  I “borrowed”  it 
and  became  enthralled  with  the  contents.  That  was  the 
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beginning.  As  time  went  on,  I realized  magic  is  truly 
fascinating;  it  became  an  absorbing  hobby,  and,  nearly 
forty  years  later,  has  grown  into  an  extensive  career.  I am 
self-taught,  have  accumulated  a comprehensive  library, 
and  I read  and  practice  constantly.  The  practioners  of  the 
early  20th  century  inspire  me  the  most,  as  their  approach 
to  the  true  art  of  magic  is  one  of  respect,  thought, 
dedication,  and  hard  work.  I have  both  learned  from 
and  taught  other  magicians,  and  my  wife  and  I are  lucky 
enough  to  share  friendships  and  business  associations 
with  some  of  the  best  performers  in  the  world. 

Maura  and  I have  produced  many  shows  and  I perform 
in  a wide  variety  of  venues  both  locally  and  nationally. 

Few  people  experience  wonderful  magic,  and  I am 
committed  to  bringing  fine  magic  to  the  forefront.  My 
concentration  is  on  what  the  trade  calls  sleight-of- 
hand  magic.  This  is  not  about  the  flash  and  dazzle  of 
special  effects.  Sleight-of-hand  is  differentiated  from 
other  styles  primarily  by  the  type  of  props  used  (coins, 
cards,  a wine  glass,  a length  of  rope)  and  the  performing 
conditions,  whether  it  is  performed  in  the  audience’s 
hand,  or  on  the  stage.  Since  it  is  my  goal  to  create  a truly 
entertaining  experience,  I prefer  the  intimacy  of 
sleight-of-hand  versus  using  a large  illusion  that  only 
a magician  would  own.  Magic  should  be  a shared 
experience,  and  the  closer  one  is  to  the  action,  the  larger 
the  impact,  and  thus,  the  greater  the  experience  for  the 
audience. 

Yes,  it  all  started  with  a child’s  magic  set  ...and  it  has 
led  to  one  of  the  most  satisfying  experiences  of  my  life... 
Making  a living  entertaining  people  and  making  them 
laugh.  Magic  is  timeless  and  will  remain  in  style  as  long  as 
people  enjoy  getting  together  and  being  entertained. 


How  I Began  My  Elephant  Collection 

Betty  Jean  Cernik 


Once  upon  a time,  many,  many  years  ago,  during 
the  Depression,  in  the  Thirties,  my  father  had  a 
refrigeration  business.  Lots  of  times,  he  would  go  to 
reoair  someone’s  appliance,  or  a farmer’s  milk  cooler,  or 
whatever,  and  come  home  carrying  a bag  of  veggies  or 
a gallon  of  milk,  or  a pound  of  butter  or  a piece  of  meat 
from  a farmer  who  needed  his  milk  cooler  fixed  and  had 


no  money  to  pay  for  the  services.  So  he  would  offer  to 
pay  for  the  services  by  trading  material  things  for  my 
Dad’s  repair  knowledge. 

One  day,  my  father  came  home  from  a service  call  at 
the  little  old  lady  who  had  the  antique  shop  in  town.  Back 
then,  no  one  had  a lot  of  money  to  buy  antiques:  “no 
money,  no  sale”,  so  she  gave  my  Dad  a little  elephant.  It 
was  about  1/4  inches  high,  with  a black  onyx  base  and  an 
ivory  mother  elephant  with  her  baby  beside  her.  When  he 
came  in  the  door,  he  handed  me  the  elephant  and  said, 
“This  one  is  for  you  to  keep”.  That  did  it.  To  this  day, 
every  time  I go  shopping  and  see  an  elephant  for  sale,  I 
buy  it  (when  it  is  within  my  price  range). 

My  family  keeps  getting  me  elephants  for  my  birthday. 
Mother’s  Day,  Christmas,  or  whatever  day.  Once,  Larry 
saw  a collection  of  elephants  for  sale  in  the  Penny  Saver 
and  lo  and  behold  didn’t  he  buy  them  (all  350  of  them). 

He  gave  them  to  me  for  our  anniversary. 

I now  have  over  600  elephants.  I think  my  favorite 
elephants  are  two  white  porcelain  ones  that  Mrs.  Julia 
Reber  gave  to  me.  She  had  them  on  her  mantel  for  many, 
many  years.  They  had  names  (which  I regret  I do  not 
remember),  and  they  stand  about  9 to  10  inches  tall.  I am 
sure  many  of  you  have  seen  them  at  her  house. 

The  largest  elephant  I have  is  about  two  feet  tall  and 
weighs  nearly  75  pounds.  (My  son  brought  it  on  a plane 
from  Phuket,  Thailand  to  Singapore,  where  he  and  his 
family  lived  for  four  years.  Several  months  later,  Randy 
and  my  elephant  boarded  another  plane  to  the  U S.  and 


Part  of  Irma  Clark ’s  thimble  collection  acquired  by  Betty  Cernik 
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then  traveled  by  land  to  my  home  here  in  the  Berkshires.) 
My  smallest  elephant  is  less  than  one-half  inch  tall,  I have 
elephants  from  all  over  the  world,  and  even  two  from  the 
Tyringham  Flea  Market.  Maybe  someday  I will  have  to  put 
on  an  addition  to  house  them  (or  move  out  and  let  them 
take  over). 


Call  of  the  Wild 

Tunk  Loring 

Hunting  and  wildlife  are  my  hobbies.  I’ve  been  hunting 
since  I was  fifteen  years  old  and  I inherited  the  love  of 
it  from  my  dad  and  my  uncle.  Some  years  were  good 
years  for  deer,  and  some  years,  no  deer.  I never  hunted 
coyotes.  Tried  hunting  turkeys  one  year  but  I didn’t  care 
for  that.  I’d  just  as  soon  see  them  running.  We  did  do 
some  coon  hunting.  John  Heath  had  coon  dogs;  he  sent 
down  South  for  them.  If  they  didn’t  do  what  he  wanted 
them  to  do,  he’d  put  them  on  a train  send  them  right  back. 

I love  hunting  because  I love  being  outdoors;  no  cars, 
nobody  bothering  you.  If  we  had  a good  year  for  deer, 
we’d  skin  them  out  and  cut  them  up,  and  my  wife  (Dede) 
and  I ground  the  meat  and  we  always  had  a “hamburg 
Sunday”,  with  all  the  hunters  here.  We  didn’t  hang  the 
deer.  We  just  ground  them  up  and  kind  of  banged  them 
out. 

One  of  the  first  deer  I ever  shot  was  at  the  back  of 
Palmers’  pond.  I shot  it  and  it  went  down  the  bank  down 
though  the  brush.  I was  so  excited,  I ran  down  and  when  I 
got  there  the  deer  was  sitting  on  his  haunches,  so  I put  my 
hand  out.  I was  going  to  grab  him  by  the  horns  but  then 
my  dad  came  along  and  he  said  “No,  no,  no,  don’t  do  that! 
The  deer  will  tear  you  apart!  When  you  do  something  like 
that,  make  sure  the  deer  is  dead  before  you  do  anything!” 
The  deer  would  have  gone  right  at  me  with  his  horns. 

Why  don’t  we  have  many  deer  any  more?  We’ve  got 
too  many  predators  around.  Bear,  mountain  lion,  lynx, 
wolves,  coyotes,  fishers.  We’ve  got  them  all.  We  didn’t 
used  to  have  them  around. 

They  claim  a bear  can  tell  when  a doe  is  getting  ready 
to  drop  one.  And  I’ve  seen  wolves.  I was  going  down 


Sodom  Road  one  day,  and  I saw  this  big  dog  come 
across  the  meadow  over  near  where  Holly  Mclennan’s 
(Ketron)  house  is  now,  and  it  came  over  the  fence  near 
McLennans’,  and  it  disappeared.  I asked  myself,  where 
did  it  go?  Finally  I looked  in  the  bush  right  by  the  road  and 
there  it  was  standing  there  glaring  right  at  me,  and  I said 
to  myself,  “That’s  no  coyote.  Too  big.  That’s  a wolf.”  It 
darted  out  of  there  and  went  into  the  old  gravel  bed  and 
looked  at  me.  Mean  looking.  And  Neil  Curtin  saw  the 
same  one  right  near  the  swimming  pool.  Tom  Kasprzak, 
the  game  warden,  wouldn’t  believe  it.  He  said,  “Nah, 
there’s  no  wolves  around  here,”  So  Arnold  Hayne  took 
pictures  of  two  wolves  eating  apples  up  at  his  place.  Tom 
didn’t  believe  it.  Arnold  said  they  were  there,  eating  dead 
apples.  Coyotes  wouldn’t  eat  apples. 

We  went  to  Arnold  Hayne’s  funeral  one  day  and  the 
guys  up  there  at  the  deer  camp  said  they’d  seen  an  old 
mother  mountain  lion  with  two  young  ones  out  in  the 
pasture.  They  wouldn’t  say  where.  So  I opened  up  and 
told  them  they  were  right  back  of  Sarah  Hudson’s  house. 
The  mother  was  teaching  the  cubs  to  hunt  mice.  Tom  K. 
asked  me  how  I knew  that.  And  I said  to  him,  “Tom  I’ve 
been  in  this  valley  as  much  as  you  have”. 

Then  I was  on  Route  23  and  I saw  of  saw  a pair  of  lion 
cubs  right  in  the  road.  So  beautiful.  I was  going  to  put 
my  coat  over  one  of  them  and  bring  it  home.  Someone 
told  me  later  it’s  a good  thing  I didn’t.  All  they  had  to  do 
was  give  one  squawk,  and  the  mother  would  have  been 
right  on  me.  The  mother  was  in  there  hiding  somewhere. 
I’ve  seen  six  mountain  lions.  First  one  came  up  the 
bank  and  hit  the  road  off  Graden  Hill  and  ran  off  toward 
Ashintully.  Then  I saw  a half-grown  up  one  right  up  near 
here.  Then  there  was  one  sunning  itself  right  here  by  the 
road,  and  then  I saw  one  up  by  the  Beaver  Pond. 


Ferg  Ian  Deusen  with  Fred,  John,  Harry  and  Charles  Loring,  1936 


My  father  always  hunted.  He  worked  for  Moore  at 
Four  Brooks  and  so  we  always  hunted  back  of  the  Seed 
House,  Four  Brooks  and  then  by  Ashintully.  There  was 
more  hunting  years  ago,  and  there  were  more  deer.  I was 
hunting  one  time  with  the  Stantons  back  of  the  mansion, 
and  we  brought  five  deer  down  and  brought  them  down 
by  the  gravel  pit  on  Sodom  Road.  I’ll  bet  there  aren’t  five 
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deer  this  end  of  the  valley  right  now. 

One  time,  I was  working  in  Vermont  and  living  with 
Eddie  Pierce,  and  we  decided  to  come  down  here  on  a 
Saturday  and  go  deer  hunting.  Dick  Birkett  was  with  us. 
People  said  there  were  no  deer  any  more,  but  Eddie  said 
there  have  always  been  deer  on  Round  Mountain.  So 
Eddie  told  us  guys  go  up  to  the  top  of  Round  Mountain 
and  he’d  come  up  from  Ward  McCarthy’s.  So  Dick  and 
I went  up.  After  being  there  for  awhile,  lo  and  behold 
there  came  a deer,  so  we  shot  it  and  down  it  went.  But 
we  spooked  it  too  quick  so  it  got  up  and  went  over  the 
mountain  again  down  toward  the  Fenn  place.  And  a 
hunter  stole  it.  We  never  got  the  deer. 


Stone-walling 

Peter  Risatti 

I have  many  hobbies  but  my  favorites  of  all  time  are 
stone  walls  or  stone  towers.  There  is  a certain  therapy 
in  the  piecing  of  stone  to  form  a barrier  wall  or  object. 
Some  people  consider  it  an  art  form  (obelisks),  but  I will 
term  it  nature’s  therapy.  My  favorite  is  the  two-sided, 
placed,  random  native  stone.  When  possible,  the  walls  are 
capped,  when  cap  stones  are  available.  I have  built  them 
as  retaining  walls,  markers,  monuments  and  art.  I have 
constructed  or  repaired  existing  walls  for  neighbors  at  no 
cost.  The  exchange  of  money  would  change  the  passion 
of  creation.  A solid  gift  not  many  are  willing  to  give. 

There  is  something  fascinating  about  stone  structures 
that  go  on  into  infinity.  The  labor  we  performed  today, 
immortalized.  My  walls  are  not  the  professional  walls  of 
the  “Loring  Quality.”  Hoppy  probably  shudders  when  he 
passes  by?  When  I complete  a wall,  it  is  no  wonder  they 
bring  me  such  great  satisfaction.  They  are  labor-intensive. 
They  are  walls  of  enjoyment,  again  and  again. 

They  are  mind  challenging  from  the  start.  Thought  must 
be  given  to  the  space  to  fill,  and  the  material  on  hand  to 
accomplish  the  task.  The  builder’s  imagination  determines 
how  the  wall  will  look.  We  all  appreciate  the  look  of  aged 
stone,  looking  like  it  had  been  there  a very  long  time. 

Many  walls  are  never  completed  initially  and  are  just 
waiting  for  the  next  builder  to  bring  them  to  closure. 

Twenty  five  years  ago,  I built  a small  stone  parapet, 
pentagon  shaped,  to  support  my  cannon.  Of  course, 
the  shifts  of  the  earth,  with  freezing  and  thawing,  affect 
every  wall.  I have  repaired  it  many  times.  The  shifting 


Photo-  Bess  Hochstein 


stones  add  character  with  each  move.  Walls  can  make 
use  of  stone  objects.  When  they  are  organized  they  are 
appreciated. 

Walls  are  like  people,  living,  moving  and  marking  time. 
Stones  are  about  history,  history  in  the  making  and  not 
anyone’s  to  tell.  There  are  stories  the  town  walls  could  tell, 
whether  on  the  Cobble  or  the  back  side  of  Johnson  Hill, 
of  the  experiences  they  have  endured.  Can  we  wonder 
whether  the  walls  can  relate  the  hours  of  labor  it  took  to 
construct  them  and  the  purpose  of  the  builder?  They  do, 
to  other  wall  builders,  all  with  a shared  bond  of  their  own. 
Pasture  divisions  without  a name.  There  was  a time  in  our 
history  when  walls  were  regulated  and  required  building. 
I’m  sure  they  remember  when  they  were  so  important? 

Years  ago,  when  the  George  Canon  was  the 
Appalachian  Trail,  hikers  would  stop  and  rest  sitting  on 
one  of  my  walls,  often  having  lunch.  It  pleased  me  to  see 
them  used  for  a practical  purpose  and  enjoyed  by  others. 

When  building,  we  have  voids  in  the  wall  waiting  for 
the  perfect,  or  near-perfect  fitting  stone.  There  is  great 
personal  reward  in  spotting  the  perfect  filler  rock.  Only 
other  rock  builders  can  relate  to  that  pleasure.  When  other 
non-wall  builders  enjoy  the  wall’s  completion,  it  rewards 
the  builder  yet  again. 

Of  course,  the  therapy  is  demanding:  a pinched  finger, 
a throbbing  toe  or  a strained  back  muscle.  All  indicate 
a moment  of  inattention.  I would  not  trade  the  pleasing 
hours  my  stone  creations  have  given  me,  and  the  lessons 
they  have  taught  me. 
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Three  “Hobbies” 

Carey  McIntosh 


My  Underground:  Painting 

Margaret  Olds  Richards 


Gardening 

In  1943  or  1944,  the  five  McIntosh  children  onsidered 
weeding  chores  as  slave  labor  - not  a hobby. 


Jim,  Carey,  Sue,  Ken  and  Dick. 


Camping 

In  1 950,  or  thereabouts  the  family  camped.  A tent  that 
weighed  around  25  pounds.  Dad  hauled  us  all  to  camp 
out  at  Steadman  Pond,  Hayes  Pond,  and  later  on  Lake 
Temagami  and  Algonquin  Park  in  Canada. 


Back:  Jim,  Milly,  Rusty;  Front:  Carey,  Sue,  Dick  and  Ken 


Music 

Music  gets  played  at  our  house  every  day  by  me  and 
Joanie,  and  also  by  Jim,  Ken,  Sue  and  Dick  when  they  are 
here. 


Carey,  Ken,  Beth  (Dick’s  daughter)  and  Sue  (and  dog  Pat),  c.  1995 


After  my  grandmother  died  in  1950,  my  mother  and 
aunt  looked  for  a country  retreat  of  equal  distance  from 
New  York,  where  my  mother,  Lois  Olds,  lived,  and  from 
Wellesley,  where  my  aunt,  Margaret  Clapp,  was  president 
of  the  college.  My  mother’s  good  friend,  Olivia  Kammerer, 
helped  us  find  “Merrybrook”  (later  Alsop,  now  Kittredge). 

I was  fifteen.  I guess  my  first  “artistic”  feat  was  peeling 
wallpaper  in  the  two  front  parlors. 

The  1950’s  were  a fun  time  to  be  a teenager  in 
Tyringham:  weekly  square  dances,  annual  Firemen’s 
picnics,  swimming  in  the  Lee  quarry  (there  was  no  Town 
pond,  then),  and  the  Town  Block  Party,  for  which  Maggie 
Howard  and  I made  posters  one  year,  I think.  For  Holly 
McLennan,  Philip  Littell  and  me,  there  also  were  art 
classes  given  by  George  Picken,  recognized  painter 
and  Head  of  the  Painting  School  at  Columbia  University. 
We  painted  the  Tyringham  Cemetery  from  his  front  yard 
(now  Dillon’s),  and  at  a different  abandoned  quarry 
in  Lee.  I drew  pictures  of  “Merrybrook”  for  Christmas 
cards.  Someone  had  greeting  cards  made  of  a picture  of 
“Cobble"  which  Philip  Littell  drew  in  our  side  yard. 

I went  to  college  in  1953.  Although  no  studio  major 
was  offered,  I took  as  many  painting  classes  as  possible, 
and  did  “Independent  Painting”  in  my  senior  year.  In 
June  1957,  I both  graduated  and  married  Bob  Luchars  in 
Tyringham’s  Union  Church,  the  Rev.  Franklin  L (“Cap”) 
Couch  co-officiating.  When  our  children  began  to  arrive, 
my  mother  and  aunt  urged  us  to  move  our  increasing 
family  into  their  barn,  authorizing  us  to  convert  it  into  living 
quarters.  Figuring  out  how  with  architect  Norman  Day,  five 
houses  to  the  north,  and  getting  it  done  by  builder  Walter 
Stedman,  nine  houses  to  the  south,  were  exciting  and  all- 
consuming. 

In  time,  my  mother  acquired  Olivia  James’  property, 
which  consisted  of  the  field  behind  “Merrybrook” 
(extending  north  to  “Orchard  House”  and  east  to  Carlson’s 
field),  two  1920’s  pre-fabricated  cottages,  “Portapple”  and 
“Windfall”  (later  Dukakis,  now  Gallo),  and  a dark  shutter- 
green  garage  without  a driveway  (because  my  relatives 
didn’t  want  Mrs.  James’  caretaker  carving  one  with  his 
truck  driving  back  and  forth  across  the  field  to  her  little 
houses).  From  1963  to  1967,  I painted  my  five  “Italian” 
oil  paintings  in  the  “Green  Garage”,  one  each  summer, 
a couple  of  hours  in  the  morning,  while  seeking  refuge 
from  my  lively  kin.  I borrowed  heavily  from  Evelyn  Hofer’s 
superb  photographs  published  in  Mary  McCarthy’s  Stones 
of  Florence. 

My  husband  and  our  four  sons  spent  many  summer 
nights  at  “Portapple”,  tramping  over  to  “Merrybrook”  Barn 
in  the  mornings  for  meals  and  daily  life.  Our  baby  sitter, 
when  we  had  one,  slept  in  “Windfall”  (where  Mrs.  James 
used  to  house  her  cook).  We  resorted  to  this  plan  when 
we  found  that  in  modernizing  our  barn  and  glazing  its  two 
end  gables,  we  allowed  too  much  daylight  to  pour  into  the 
children’s  sleeping  balcony,  waking  them  up  way  too  early 
in  the  morning. 
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During  those  summers,  we  held  informal  art  classes 
at  our  barn  on  rainy  days.  The  parent-child  classes  I’d 
taken  with  Barrie  and  Alex  at  the  MoMA  were  the  model: 
twenty  minutes  of  modeling  in  clay,  twenty  minutes  of 
painting  fold-ups,  and  twenty  minutes  of  making  sticky 
pictures  (collages).  Julia  Tiffany  Miller  (Hartman)  was  my 
invaluable  assistant. 

For  many  summers,  on  Tuesday  afternoons,  more  or 
less  the  same  group  of  artists  came  to  the  barn  to  paint 
and  draw  from  a live  model.  The  building  provided  ideal 
space,  light  and  privacy. 

Now  in  my  75th  year.  I’m  painting  still,  definitely  not  all 
the  time  or  very  well,  but  well  enough  to  enjoy  it.  I take 
watercolor  classes  one  block  from  my  NY  apartment  at 
the  National  Academy  of  Design.  In  summers,  I attend 
painting  workshops  in  Maine  and  a weekly  painting  class 
in  Stonington,  CT. 


Where  Writing  Has  Taken  Me 

Andrew  Cort 


Many  years  ago,  as  a very  young  man,  I came  to  the 
conclusion  (like  most  of  my  peers)  that  the  Bible  was  to  be 
taken  with  a grain  of  salt.  I’d  heard  it  said,  and  completely 
agreed,  that  if  a human  father  were  to  treat  his  children 
the  way  the  God  of  the  Hebrew  Bible  treated  His  children, 
we’d  want  him  arrested  and  locked  up.  This  hardly 
seemed  like  the  sort  of  fellow  whose  opinions  on  morality 
and  appropriate  behavior  needed  to  be  taken  seriously. 
The  ethics  of  the  New  Testament  were  admittedly  less 
horrific,  but  they  seemed  rather  trite  and  unrealistic. 
Anyway,  the  more  I learned  about  science  and  history,  the 
more  irrelevant  the  whole  thing  became. 

A few  years  ago  this  all  changed.  I was  working  on 
a book  in  which  I was  exploring  historical  ideas,  and  at  a 
certain  point  it  seemed  appropriate  to  include  a chapter 
on  the  ancient  Israelites  and  to  say  something  about  their 
influence  on  the  history  of  philosophy.  So  I began  reading 
a bit  of  Genesis,  with  the  intention  of  writing  a simple  short 
chapter  and  then  moving  on  to  more  important  matters. 

Several  years  later  I finally  stopped  writing  about  all 
the  wonders  I was  finding  in  western  Scripture! 


What  happened  was  that  I discovered  a whole 
new  way  in  which  the  stories  spoke  to  me.  It  wasn’t 
the  history  that  interested  me,  or  the  teachings  about 
morality.  It  certainly  wasn’t  the  fantastic  claims  that 
defied  all  scientific  logic.  What  interested  me  was  the 
symbolism:  the  symbols,  images  and  metaphors  that 
tell  an  inner  psychological  story  - not  about  the  journey 
of  a nation,  but  about  the  journey  of  a human  soul.  This 
journey  of  transformation,  from  inner  slavery  to  spiritual 
awakening  and  enlightenment,  has  been  called  ‘The 
Return  to  the  Promised  Land’,  ‘The  Quest  for  the  Holy 
Grail’,  ‘Muhammad’s  Journey  to  the  Seven  Heavens’,  and 
many  other  symbolic  names.  The  different  ways  that  this 
universal  story  is  told  attests  to  the  marvelous  range  of  the 
human  imagination,  but  the  commonality  of  method  and 
purpose  that  links  these  stories  together  is  infinitely  more 
striking  than  any  of  the  differences. 

When  this  common  purpose  is  understood,  the 
stunning  underlying  Unity  ot  a\\  our  Traditions  is  revealed, 
and  the  major  motivation  for  religious  hatred  and  war 
disappears. 


The  Sisters’  Hayride 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation 

Do  you  know  how  something  can  turn  out  better  than 
you  ever  imagined  it  would?  Well  that  is  what  happened 
to  us  on  Saturday,  Oct.  23.  This  year’s  Epiphany  Queen 
ordained  that  we  should  have  four  recreation  days,  one 
per  season.  The  Spring  Recreation  wasn’t  so  good;  we 
forgot  it.  The  Summer  Recreation  was  much  better.  The 
good  town  ofTyringham,  represented  by  Alan  Wilcox 
kindly  lent  us  some  picnic  tables,  and  we  had  a wonderful 
picnic  out-of-doors  (this  is  remarkable  because,  believe  it 
or  not,  our  “picnics”  are  usually  held  indoors).  We  really 
do  intend  to  return  those  tables! 

The  next  recreation  was  set  with  an  Autumnal  theme. 
The  Queen’s  intention  was  to  plan  a day  of  relaxation 
for  the  Sisters,  a day  that  would  provide  for  laughter  and 
enjoying  one  another’s  company.  The  bonfire  was  can- 
celed due  to  worry  about  the  wind.  The  square  dance 
was  postponed  because  the  directions  we  sent  for  were 
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too  cryptic  to  figure  out  (and  so  we  must  study  the  subject 
a bit  more).  What  was  left?  A HAYRIDE! 

Our  trusty  maintenance  man,  Bill  Tyre  offered  to  scope 
out  the  hayride  situation.  He  talked  to  Mike  Curtin,  who, 
handily  enough,  said  that  he  gave  hayrides.  The  price?  A 
donation  to  us!  May  he  be  rewarded  in  heaven! 

So.  We  had  the  right  man  for  the  right  price.  All  that 
remained  was  the  right  weather  (not  as  difficult  as  one 
might  think,  as  praying  is  our  business),  and 
a way  to  get  our  wheelchair  bound  Sister  up 
into  the  thingamajig  whereon  rest  the  bales 
of  hay. 

On  Saturday  morning  at  ten  o’clock  we 
heard  the  hay  wagon  coming  up  our  road. 

The  Queen  greeted  Mike  and  his  friend, 

Andrew  Goodfellow.  They  quickly  located 
the  ramps  that  Tom  Fennelly  had  made  for 
us  for  Sister  Gemma  Maria’s  wheelchair  and 
did  a dry  run  around  the  property.  They  re- 
turned to  the  loading  area  to  find  13  Sisters 
all  bundled  up  and  chattering  and  laughing. 

Then  came  Trooper.  Trooper  was  coming 
on  the  hayride?  But  of  course!  Then  came  Bill  with  his 
dog,  Gabe.  Pandemonium. 

It  was  time  to  start  loading.  Mike,  Andy,  and  Bill  as- 
sisted Sr.  Gemma  Maria  up  the  ramp.  They  did  this  with 
tender  delicacy,  gently,  gently  up  the  ramp  and  then 
packed  her  in  with  fresh,  sweet  hay.  She  said  her  chair 
never  bobbled  once,  far  superior  to  her  bumpy  rides  in 
the  cabulance.  Once  we  were  all  ensconced  with  great 
comfort  on  our  couches  of  hay,  there  ensued  a discus- 
sion with  Mike  about  the  route  to  be  taken.  The  ground  in 
the  meadow  was  still  quite  soggy.  Would  we  bog  down? 
There  are  some 
places  in  the 
meadow  that 
are  horren- 
dously bumpy. 

Then  there  was 
the  fact  that 
the  hay  con- 
veyance and 
tractor  were 
so  large  that 
the  meadow 
seemed 
dwarfed. 

Mike  offered 
to  take  us  down 
Main  Road 
and  go  up  on 
Jerusalem 
Road,  past  the 
dump,  urn,  I mean  Transfer  Station,  and  then  back  home. 
Thirteen  pairs  of  eyes  turned  to  the  Reverend  Mother.  Our 
collective  breath  was  held.  The  proposal  was  beyond  our 
enclosure.  Papal  enclosure,  no  less.  Mother  spoke. “Yes,” 
said  she,  with  unwavering  authority.  “It  seems  much  safer 


than  our  meadow.”  Cheers!  Applause!  A prayer  to  our 
Lady  of  the  Highways  for  a safe  journey.  We  were  off  and 
soon  singing  Pumpkin  Carols.  Andy  followed  us  in  his 
truck,  presumably  to  pick  up  anyone  who  fell  off. 

Soon  we  were  approaching  the  bustling  center  of  town. 
“Where  is  Maryann’s  house?”  Sr.  Gemma  wanted  to  know. 
“I  wonder  if  we’ll  see  Tom?”  Mother  wondered  out  loud. 
“Who  lives  in  that  house?"  another  Sister  asked. 

My  goodness,  there  seemed  to  be  an  unusual 
amount  of  people  and  activity  in  town!  We 
— went  around  back  of  the  post  office  to  pick  up 
our  mail.  Who  did  we  see  but  our  fine  and 
upstanding  enforcer  of  the  law,  Patrick  in  his 
Police  truck.  We  were  not  speeding  this  time, 
Patrick!  One  woman  in  town  did  a double  take 
as  we  drove  by. 

We  turned  and  headed  up  Jerusalem  road  to 
parts  hitherto  unknown  to  most  of  us.  How 
lovely  the  homes  and  barns  and  farms  are  on 
this  road.  Even  the  cows  are  beautiful.  We 
smelled  plenty  of  “barn-yard  perfume”  and 
wood  smoke  in  the  air.  We  saw  two  incredible  hawks  fly 
low  over  us.  A startling  number  of  people  were  out  in  their 
yards  that  morning.  We  waved  and  laughed  at  the  expres- 
sions on  their  faces.  Surely  they  were  wondering  “Hey, 
aren’t  those  the  cloistered  nuns  up  on  the  mountain?” 

Well,  as  one  Sister  observed,  we  were  traveling  with  our 
portable  enclosure  around  us. 

We  passed  the  entrance  way  to  the  Cobble.  Hey! 

Look  on  the  left:  a tennis  court  of  all  things!  Whoda  thunk 
it?  Many  pretty  streams  were  noted  even  as  another 
Sister  remembered  that  we  have  a number  of  picturesque 
streams  on  Mont  deux  Coeurs.  Well  now.  So  that’s  the 

Transfer  Station. 

We  never  knew  so 
much  was  back 
here. 

All  too  soon,  we 
were  chugging  back 
up  Beach  Road, 
disembarking  with 
hearts  full  of  laugh- 
ter, lungs  full  of 
fresh  air,  and  habits 
full  of  hay.  Mike  and 
Andy  and  Bill  very 
carefully  reversed 
their  tender  minis- 
trations assisting 
Sr.  Gemma  Maria 
down  the  ramps  to 
the  familiar  safety  of 
earth. 

Applause  and  cheers  all  around  for  Mike  and  Andy  who 
so  generously  gave  of  their  time,  resources  and  them- 
selves! We  are  so  thankful  to  live  surrounded  by  bountiful 
beauty.  The  Almighty  has  surely  blessed  our  little  hamlet, 
has  He  not? 
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Adrienne  Cose!  at  work  in  her  studio 


Gordon  Van  Orman’s 
Counted  Cross-stitch  horses 


Joyce  (Robbins)  Glickman’s  quilt  displayed  at  the 


City  Quilter  Williams  Club  in  NYC,  2009 


Rachel  Urquhart ’s  Quetzal  bird  rock  painting 


Maureen  Lend 's  cards 
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Penny  Borax  and  quilt 


Peggy  (Donald)  Snider  s ceramic  sculpture 


Margaret  Olds  Richards  painting 


“ Just  a few  ” of  Betty  Cernik 's  elephants 


Rod  Miller 's  glass  knobs 
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Olive  Miner  Loring 
(1914-2010) 

Olive  was  born  and  raised  in  Otis.  She  married  Harry 
Loring,  and  they  made  their  home  in  Tyringham.  Olive  and 
Harry  had  one  son,  Richard. 

Olive  worked  for  several  families  in  Tyringham  and  did 
babysitting  for  the  some  of  them.  She  was  the  custodian 
at  the  Tyringham  School  for  many  years,  and  she  also  was 
the  custodian  at  the  church.  She  was  a member  of  the 
church. 

One  Sunday  afternoon  Harry  decided  to  teach  Olive  to 
drive  so  the  three  of  them  loaded  into  the  ‘37  Coupe  and 
went  to  Goose  Pond.  (Richard  says  to  this  day  he  doesn’t 
know  why  they  went  there).  They  stopped  at  Mary  Soules’ 
corner,  and  Olive  tried  to  drive.  It  didn’t  work  out  so  well 
and  she  never  drove  again. 

The  highlight  of  the  year  was  to  get  a ride  to  Lee  and 
take  the  train  to  Pittsfield  to  buy  school  clothes  for  Richard 
the  year. 

Olive  was  presented  the  golden  cane  at  the  age  of  90 
being  the  oldest  resident  of  Tyringham.  She  had  three 
grandchildren  and  loved  having  them  next  door.  Olive 
enjoyed  early  spring  and  making  maple  sugar.  She 
canned  all  of  her  own  vegetables  and  really  knew  how  to 
grow  a garden.  She  used  to  say  she  was  afraid  of  snakes 
because  her  brothers  used  to  chase  her  with  them.  She 
loved  her  cats  and  dogs.  She  enjoyed  needlepoint  and 
puzzles.  Glaucoma  took  her  sight,  and  she  was  always 
saying  how  dark  it  was.  My  grandmother  was  my  hero; 
she  lived  her  life  by  appreciating  what  she  had.  She  will  be 
missed  by  all. 


Larry  T.  Griffin 
(1951  - 2009) 

Born  and  raised  in  East  Lee,  Larry  came  to  the  Goose 
Pond  area  of  Tyringham  looking  for  a place  where  he 
could  bring  up  his  family  surrounded  by  woods  and 
wildlife.  With  his  wife,  Sally,  he  built  a house  on  Goose 
Pond  Road  beside  the  Appalachian  Trail  in  1985.  From 
here  he  loved  to  hunt  and  fish,  and  he  taught  his  two 
children,  Eric  and  Laura,  his  woodsman’s  ways. 

Larry  was  the  son  of  Elmer  and  Mabel  Stafford  Griffin. 
He  graduated  from  Lee  High  School  in  1969,  and  went 
immediately  into  Basic  Training  for  the  Army  Reserve. 

Back  in  Lee  he  worked  as  a mechanic  for  Lee  Texaco, 

Lee  Shell,  Lee  Sunoco  and  Lee  Automotive.  In  2004  he 
joined  LePrevost  Plumbing  & Heating. 

In  the  1 960s  and  70s  he  was  an  avid  member  of  the 
Lee  Sportsman’s  Club  and  also  a member  of  the  Lee 
Muster  team.  In  May  1976  he  married  Sally  Fresia,  and  at 
first  they  lived  in  an  apartment  in  Lee.  After  the  births  of 
their  two  children  and  settling  into  his  new  house  at  Goose 
Pond  Larry  concentrated  on  his  home  and  family. 

He  was  diagnosed  with  pancreatic  cancer  only  five 
weeks  before  his  death  on  November  10,2009.  In 
addition  to  his  wife,  Sally,  and  children,  Eric  and  Laura, 
he  leaves  a son-in-law  Matthew  Ranzoni  and  two 
grandchildren,  Emma  and  Gabe. 

Sally  Griffin 


Debbie  Loring  Hall 
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Mary  Ellen  Gilder 
(1926-2009) 


Mellie  died  peacefully  on  December  1,  2009,  after  a 
long  battle  with  breast  cancer. 

Mellie  was  born  in  1926.  She  grew  up  in  New  York 
City  enjoying,  among  other  things,  rollerskating,  art,  and 
school  in  Manhattan.  She  had  a life-long  love  of  New 
York,  its  streets  and  skyline,  rivers,  and  especially  the 
people.  She  attended  Oberlin  College,  the  City  College 
of  New  York,  and  then,  on  scholarship,  Sarah  Lawrence 
College.  She  met  Rod  Gilder  while  taking  his  physiology 
course  at  Sarah  Lawrence  in  1946.  They  were  married 
in  1948  and  started  a family  in  1950.  She  and  Rod  lived 
and  worked  in  Scarsdale,  NY.  Rod  practiced  psychiatry 
and  psychoanalysis.  Mellie  devoted  herself  to  raising 
her  three  sons.  She  was  intimately  involved  in  their  lives 
as  children  and  was  devoted  to  them  throughout  her 
life.  She  was  also  active  in  the  PTA,  the  Friends  Service 
Committee,  and  in  making  pottery,  which  she  loved  more 
than  any  of  her  other  artistic  hobbies.  After  her  sons 
reached  adolescence,  Mellie  returned  to  her  career  as 
a clinical  psychologist,  working  in  a community  clinic  in 
White  Plains,  NY,  mostly  with  disadvantaged  children  and 
mothers. 

After  their  marriage,  Mellie  and  Rod  and  their  three 
sons  began  coming  regularly  to  Singlebrook  in  the 
summers.  Typically,  the  family  would  come  to  Singlebrook 
during  the  month  of  July.  Rod  would  continue  his 
practice  of  psychiatry  during  the  week,  coming  up  on 
the  weekends.  Those  weekends  were  filled  with  sports: 
tennis,  canoeing,  hiking  and  wonderful,  special  picnics  at 
the  Night  Pasture  at  Four  Brooks  and  on  Baldy.  During 
the  weekdays,  my  mother  played  the  central  role  in  our 
lives:  catching  salamanders  and  frogs  at  the  duck  pond, 
butterfly  collecting,  swimming  at  Fludson’s  pond,  reading 
together  in  the  evenings,  and  excursions  to  unlit  fields  to 
see  the  latest  comet  or  planet  in  the  night  sky.  For  me, 
memories  of  those  years  with  my  mother  are  filled  with  the 
sights,  smells,  and  sounds  of  Tyringham  summers  and  the 
good  fellowship  and  love  of  the  relatives  and  friends  who 
lived  in  the  Valley. 

In  her  final  years,  as  her  life  constricted  more  and 
more  around  essential  things,  Mellie  prized  her  time  in 
Tyringham,  with  her  family  and  friends  of  so  many  years, 
more  than  anything  else. 

David  Gilder 


In  Memory  of 

Candace  (“Chick”)  Heath  Coco 
(1929-2010) 


I wish  to  have  but  one  more  day 
To  hug  and  hold  you  near 
To  say  the  words  I want  to  say 
And  whisper  in  your  ear. 

I wish  to  share  that  special  time 
That  only  sisters  share. 

Like  this  is  yours  and  that  is  mine 
And  what  have  you  done  to  your  hair? 

Our  memories  will  be  my  treasure 
That  no  one  can  take  away. 

How  can  one  ever  measure 
The  shared  times  of  a together  day? 

It  seems  this  came  about  so  fast 
So  little  time  we’ve  had. 

Our  lives  ahead  have  now  been  cast 
Without  you  - How  sad. 

My  sister  was  my  only  one 
We  only  had  each  other. 

So  as  God  gave  his  only  son 
I now  send  her  to  our  Mother. 

My  wish  is  that  she  looks  above 
As  she  climbs  those  golden  stairs. 

For  earth  behind  will  darken  at  the  loss  of  her  love. 

Please  dear  Heavenly  Father  listen  to  my  prayer 
She’s  the  Best  of  the  Best,  a child  of  God 
We  now  give  her  to  your  care. 

Donna  Heath  Drake 
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David  Gamer  driving  Tyringham 's  antique  fire  truck  , with 
Jim  Curtin,  passenger,  in  the  Lee  Founder 's  Day  Parade,  2010 


Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company 


Molly  Curt  in-Schaefer 


Selectmen  News 


The  Fire  Company  had  55  calls  this  past  year.  The 
calls  were  in  15  different  categories,  with  the  most  being 
medical.  A few  were  for  detectors  going  off.  This  kind  of 
call  is  taken  very  seriously  by  us  as  we  believe  that  on  at 
least  two  of  these  calls,  lives  were  saved  by  the  devices 
working  properly.  The  lesson  that  should  be  learned 
is  that  you  should  always  keep  your  detectors  working 
properly  and  keep  the  batteries  updated.  If  you  need 
help  in  installing  them  or  with  the  batteries,  please  call 
me  and  I will  get  you  help  with  them. 

We  also  had  a good  year  at  our  fundraisers  and 
events.  Thank  you  for  all  your  support. 

James  J.  Curtin,  Fire  Chief 


Installing  a new  fire  house  roof 


This  project  is  supported  in  part  bv 


Fli  folks  - I thought  I would  let  you  all  know  what’s 
going  on  in  our  office. 

The  Town  has  applied  for  an  Art  Council  grant  to 
design  a town  flag.  The  design  will  be  chosen  by  the 
Board  in  the  next  couple  of  months.  We  are  working 
with  Karen  Amanti  for  the  flag  design.  When  this  is 
completed  we  will  provide  a Tyringham  Town  Flag  for  the 
State  House  in  Boston,  MA. 

The  Board  is  working  with  the  Town  of  Lee  supporting 
their  efforts  to  secure  funding  to  reconstruct  the 
Tyringham  Road  in  Lee. 

Our  Main  Road  that  was  reconstructed  last  year  was 
dedicated  to  Peter  Curtin  for  his  efforts  to  secure  funding 
for  this  project.  The  Town  calls  that  portion  of  Main  Road 
the  “Peter  L.  Curtin”  Scenic  By-Way. 

At  a small  ceremony  this  spring  Dick  Pratt  was 
presented  with  the  “Town  Cane”  at  94  years  young,  Dick 
is  the  oldest  resident  in  town. 

Our  representative  for  Broadband  and  Wired  West 
is  Holly  Ketron.  If  you  would  like  to  be  a member  of  the 
Broadband  Committee  please  let  us  know.  If  you  have 
any  questions  about  broadband  in  Tyringham  please  give 
Holly  a call. 

Donald  and  Emily  Bernard  donated  the  marble  water 
tub  to  the  Town.  Water  is  collected  from  the  road  drain 
and  pumped  through  to  the  tub.  It  sits  in  the  center  of 
town  near  the  post  office. 

The  highway  department  has  replaced  several  culverts 
across  Main  Road.  They  are  currently  working  on  George 
Canon  Road. 

The  Police  Dept,  agreed  to  change  from  Berkshire 
County  Sheriff  Dispatch  and  go  through  Lee  Dispatch. 
With  the  help  of  a grant  the  Lee  Police  Dept,  will 
purchase  $26,000.00  worth  of  car  radios,  hand-held 
portables  and  repeaters  for  the  Tyringham  Police  and 
Fire  Departments. 

Remember  our  door  is  always  open,  and  we  welcome 
your  input  to  help  improve  our  operations. 

For  the  Board  of  Selectmen 
Alan  B.  Wilcox,  Chairman 
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Council  on  Aging 


This  past  summer  the  very  capable  Town  Crew,  with 
the  help  of  Joe  Delmolino,  cleaned  the  basement  of  the 
library  of  1 08  years  of  accumulated  debris.  The  floor  was 
sealed  off  and  this  fall  the  much  anticipated  dehumidifier, 
purchased  by  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  was  installed. 
Rather  than  install  an  expensive  commercial  dehumidifier, 
it  was  decided  by  plumber  Glenn  Wilcox  and  Selectman 
Al  Wilcox  that  a smaller  unit,  drained  to  the  outside  would 
be  sufficient  to  keep  us  dry.  Thanks  to  all  who  made  this 
project  a reality. 

Thanks  to  the  Town  appropriation  and  generous 
donations  we  have  been  able  to  keep  up  a steady  stream 
of  new  books  and  DVD’s.  Unfortunately,  because  of 
state  cuts  to  Library  services  we  sadly  saw  the  end  of  the 
Bookmobile  which  had  served  us  well  for  so  many  years. 
The  Western  Mass  Regional  Library  System  office  is  still 
open  with  a greatly  reduced  staff  to  serve  the  libraries  of 
the  western  counties. 

This  year  we  added  the  Bidwell  House  Museum  to  our 
Museum  Pass  offerings.  We  offer  passes  to  The  Clark, 
Norman  Rockwell  Museum,  MassMoCa,  Ventfort  Hall,  The 
Mount  and  the  Berkshire  Museum.  Unfortunately,  we  had 
to  drop  Hancock  Shaker  Village  because  it  increased  its 
membership  fee  significantly  and  we  were  no  longer  able 
to  afford  it.  We  continue  to  offer  free  “high  speed"  internet 
and  wireless  service  at  the  Library. 

We  are  open  twice  a week  - Tuesday  afternoon  from  3 
to  5 pm  and  Saturday  morning  from  10  to  noon. 

Mary  Garner.  Librarian 


Barbara  Hollworth,  Kate  Van  Orman,  Barbara  Adams.  Dot  Choqiiette, 
Jackson  Choquette,  Sue  Choquette 

next  column,:  Marion  Leach,  Tom  Fennelly,  Al  Hollworth,  Alan  Garner 


The  Tyringham  Council  on  Aging  had  an  active  year 
with  our  coffee  hours  on  Tuesday  and  Thursday  mornings, 
our  weekly  osteoporosis  prevention  exercise  classes, 
coordinated  by  Mary  Garner,  and  our  monthly  pot  luck 
luncheon  meetings  with  interesting  speakers. 

We  had  two  notable  people  visit  us  this  year.  In 
October,  Mark  Twain  (Richard  Clark)  came  to  give  us 
a lecture  about  his  life.  Then  in  February,  Abe  Lincoln 
(Myron  Hood)  also  did  a lecture  about  his  life.  Our  own 
Brian  Urquhart  also  spoke.  Our  programs  are  arranged  by 
our  program  coordinator,  Barbara  Adams. 

The  goal  of  the  COA  is  to  keep  our  seniors  healthy 
and  involved  in  social  and  town  affairs,  and  to  help  them 
remain  in  their  homes  when  they  are  ill.  We  arrange 
for  drivers  for  transportation  to  medical  appointments 
and  other  needed  trips.  We  also  hold  a flu  clinic.  We 
sponsored  two  flu  clinics  this  year:  the  regular  flu  clinic 
and  the  H1N1  clinic. 

A pot  luck  picnic  was  held  for  seniors,  town  residents 
and  friends  at  the  town  pool  on  a beautiful  summer  day.  It 
was  well  attended  and  enjoyed  by  all.  We  hope  that  this 
will  be  an  annual  event. 

The  Tyringham  COA  is  now  a member  of  the  Triad 
program.  Triad’s  purpose  is  to  keep  us  informed  regarding 
safety  issues  and  to  alert  us  to  scams  being  carried  out 
against  seniors.  We  also  now  have  the  yellow  dot  for  our 
cars.  This  Triad  project  consists  of  a card  and  a yellow 
dot  placed  on  the  rear  window  of  your  car.  The  card  is 
filled  out  with  information  on  your  medical  history  and 
medications,  and  placed  in  your  car  glove  compartment. 
The  yellow  dot  is  available  to  everyone  in  town,  and  we 
encourage  everyone  to  obtain  it  from  Sergeant  Pat  Holian 
at  the  town  office.  On  July  14'^  Sergeant  Holian,  Thomas 
Fennelly  and  Marion  Leach  attended  the  Triad  picnic  in 
Dalton. 

Judy  Morehouse  is  our  new  secretary,  replacing 
Barbara  Hollworth.  Thank  you,  Barbara,  for  your  years  of 
dedication  as  our  secretary. 

All  residents  aged  sixty  or  older  receive  our  monthly 
newsletter  of  events.  This  is  made  possible  by  a state 
grant  from  the  Executive  Office  of  Elder  Affairs,  as  are  our 
exercise  classes. 

We  always  welcome  new  friends  to  our  coffee  hours, 
lunches  and  exercise  classes.  Please  come  and  join  us! 
We  have  a wonderful  social  time  and  very  good  food. 

Marion  Leach,  Chairman 
Thomas  Fennelly,  Co-Chair 
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Holly  Ketron  and  Angelica  McLennan  singing 


Hop  Brook  Community  Club 

The  Hop  Brook  Club  was  very  busy  this  year,  we 
tackled  some  challenging  and  unusual  projects  which 
were  outside  the  “norm”  of  what  we  usually  deal  with. 

The  first  of  these  projects  was  the  purchase  of  a high 
definition  projector  which  can  be  run  off  a computer.  After 
much  research  it  was  decided  that  in  this  world  of  ever 
changing  technology,  the  model  purchased  would  have 
some  “staying  power”  and  would  be  a good  investment. 
This  piece  of  equipment  will  be  used  for  some  of  our 
lectures  and  will  also  be  available  for  use  by  the  Town. 
There  will  be  a training  session  to  make  sure  that  a 
number  of  us  are  well  versed  in  getting  the  projector  to 
work. 

Another  interesting  project  was  the  purchase  of  a 
dehumidifier  for  the  library.  The  library  had  to  dispose  of  a 
large  number  of  books  due  to  a mold  problem.  There  are 
several  measures  that  have  been  put  in  place  to  prevent 
this  from  happening  again  and  the  dehumidifier  was  one 
piece  of  the  puzzle  to  ensure  the  success  of  the  plan. 

Our  spring  lecture  this  year  took  place  in  late  June. 
Brody  Hale  gave  an  extremely  interesting  talk  about  his 
experiences  teaching  students  in  the  public  school  system 
in  New  Orleans  for  the  Teach  for  America  program.  His 
experiences  were  sometimes  harrowing  and  always  awe- 
inspiring. We  greatly  admire  Brody  for  his  persistence 
and  fortitude.  In  November,  we  enjoyed  hearing  about 
Tyringham’s  earliest  settlement  patterns  from  Robert 
Hoogs,  land  surveyerand  president  of  the  Bidwell  House 
Museum. 

This  year  the  Georgia  Birkett  Good  Citizenship  Award 
was  presented  to  Julie  Slater,  who  is  attending  D’Ouville 
College  in  Buffalo.  Julie  was  very  curious  as  to  why  she 
was  summoned  to  Nini’s  house  for  “tea”  and  was  delighted 
to  learn  that  she  would  have  some  extra  money  to  use  for 
books  and  other  college  related  expenses. 

Each  autumn  season  as  the  days  grow  shorter  and  the 
nights  get  cooler,  we  look  forward  to  our  annual  luncheon 
in  the  barn  at  Ashintully.  This  event  is  hosted  by  our  own 
Katharine  McLennan  and  her  crew  who  lovingly  tend  to 
every  detail  required  to  make  everyone  feel  welcome 
and  cozy.  This  year  our  luncheon  was  enlivened  by 
some  beautiful  music  sung  by  Holly  Ketron  and  her 
sister  Angelica  McLennan,  who  traveled  all  the  way 


from  Burlington  for  this  event.  These  two  grew  up  here. 
Their  long  history  with  the  property  was  reflected  in  their 
beautiful  voices. 

Our  thanks  to  the  Tyringham  Cultural  Council  for  their 
financial  support  each  year.  The  monies  that  we  receive 
go  directly  to  help  cover  printing  and  other  expenses 
related  to  producing  The  Tyringham  Topics. 

On  a more  personal  note,  I want  to  express  what  a 
pleasure  it  is  to  be  a member  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club.  This 
group  of  ladies  with  such  diverse  skills  definitely  has  the 
formula  to  work  as  a group  and  make  all  these  projects 
happen.  The  camaraderie  during  our  meetings  makes 
everyone  feel  welcome  and  valued  as  a member  and  as  a 
human  being,  I feel  honored  to  be  a part  of  it. 

We  continue  to  welcome  all  Tyringham  ladies  at  our 
meetings  which  are  held  the  3rd  Wednesday  of  each 
month  at  11:30.  Many  hands  make  light  work! 

Wishing  you  all  a happy  and  healthy  holiday  season 
and  a joyful  new  year! 

Lynn  Bertelli 
President 


Sharon  Biasin  Brown,  Tracy  Johnson  , Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 
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Hop  Brook  Community  Club  Scholarship  News 

The  Hop  Brook  Scholarship  Committee,  composed 
of  Kate  Van  Orman,  Marion  Leach,  Lauria  Puntin,  Ricki 
Cowell,  and  Betty  Bean  interviewed  three  scholarship 
candidates.  We  interviewed  the  high  school  students  in 
our  newly  revamped  library  and  found  all  three  scholars 
were  impressive  while  explaining  their  future  plans  and 
sharing  their  current  academic  activities. 

Nathan  Dilego-Heath  was  accepted  at  Berkshire 
Community  College  to  study  business  administration 
or  computer  engineering.  John  Schneider,  whose 
family  has  been  at  Goose  Pond  his  entire  life,  was 
accepted  under  the  Early  Action  plan  at  the  University 
of  Massachusetts  to  major  in  Engineering.  Megan  Cort 
is  following  a different  path  to  college.  She’s  going  to 
Simon’s  Rock  to  immerse  herself  in  a more  academic 
environment  along  with  pursuing  her  love  of  acting  and 
singing.  We  also  awarded  John  Felix  an  educational 
grant  for  entering  public  service  as  a police  officer  in 
training.  Hopefully,  we  will  be  seeing  him  soon  as  an 
officer  in  our  Berkshire  Hills. 

Thank  you  all  for  your  contributions  to  Hop  Brook, 
which  enables  us  to  give  these  candidates  scholarships. 
We  are  also  deeply  indebted  to  the  Fawcett,  Truax 
and  Kierstead  Families  for  their  generous  annual 
contribution  to  our  scholarship  fund. 


Joe  Whalen  and  Petey  Perkins 


Robin  Almgren,  Marge  Currie,  Barbara  Palmer 


Tom  Fennelly  mowing  the  cobble 


Artist  Needed  to  Design  Tyringham  Flag 

The  Tyringham  Cultural  Council  and  the  Town  of 
Tyringham  are  seeking  an  artist  to  design  the  official 
Tyringham  Town  Flag.  This  flag  would  be  flown  in  the 
State  House  in  Boston  and  here  in  town.  Some  funding 
is  available  through  the  Cultural  Council.  Interested? 
Please  contact  the  Tyringham  Cultural  Council, 
c/o  Town  Hall,  for  more  information. 

Deadline  for  submission  of  designs  is  January  31 , 201 1 . 


Broadband  Committee 

Broadband  Internet  News:  The  current  situation 
is  "hurry  up  and  wait,”  but  there  is  a lot  going  on.  The 
Massachusetts  Broadband  Initiative  will  definitely  bring 
fiber  optic  cable  to  the  town  hall  and  fire  department  and 
other  anchor  institutions  by  July,  2013,  using  their  own  and 
federal  funds.  How  that  helps  bring  internet  to  our  homes 
is  not  yet  known,  as  it  will  depend  on  which  providers, 
if  any,  wish  to  use  the  signal  to  extend  service  out  to 
residences.  At  the  same  time,  a group  called  WiredWest, 
representing  40  or  so  under  and  un-served  towns,  is 
hoping  to  raise  enough  money  to  take  it  from  the  town 
centers  to  every  home,  using  fiber  optic  cable.  Much  will 
depend  on  raising  the  necessary  funds,  but  at  the  moment 
Tyringham  is  proceeding  as  an  active  member  of  this 
group  so  that  we  can  be  part  of  this  terrific  effort  all  the 
way. 

Wi-Spring,  a wireless  internet  company,  is  currently 
applying  to  the  state  for  access  to  the  Mt.  Wilcox  tower  in 
Beartown  State  Park  to  transmit  their  signal:  This  would 
give  Wi-Spring  the  opportunity  to  bring  a good  signal  via 
wireless  to  Tyringham  and  other  towns.  Wi-Spring  has  not 
yet  applied  to  Tyringham. 

Finally,  rumors  are  circulating  about  the  huge  fiber 
optic  cable  that  Verizon  is  currently  stringing  through  the 
Tyringham  Valley  - some  Verizon  workers  have  insisted  it 
is  for  a 4G  tower  in  Otis,  which  would  provide  a massive 
mobile  cellular  signal  including  excellent  internet  to 
Tyringham.  Others  have  said  that  the  fiber  is  reserved  for 
use  for  Verizon  to  bring  a better  land-line  phone  signal  to 
larger  region. 

So,  while  you’re  waiting  for  broadband,  concentrate  on 
having  a great  holiday  season  and  a happy  new  year! 

Holly  Ketron,  Chair 
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The  Valley  Club 

The  highlight  of  our  summer  was  the  great  flea 
market.  We  owe  a big  THANKS  to  the  firemen  for  the 
success  of  the  event,  which  was  held  in  the  Terrence 
F.  Curtin  Pavilion.  Alan  Wilcox,  Carl  Curtin  and  Jimmy 
Curtin  were  right  there  setting  up  tables,  checking 
to  see  if  we  needed  anything  and  then  taking  out  a 
couple  of  bags  of  trash.  Of  course  our  sales  reflected 
the  economy,  but  that  didn’t  stop  us  from  enjoying  a 
beautiful  day. 

We’ve  enjoyed  the  company  of  Dede  Loring  as  our 
newest  member.  She  brings  a new  dimension  with  her 
viewpoints. 

Chris  Curtin  opened  the  beautiful  Curtin  home  for  our 
Christmas  party.  Betty  brought  the  punch  which  was 
plentiful  and  delicious.  We  exchanged  gifts  and  yummy 
treats.  What’s  a party  without  plenty  to  eat? 

Our  cooks  did  an  awesome  job  at  our  covered  dish 
supper  in  Ruth’s  new  kitchen.  Her  grandson,  Brian, 
did  the  hard  work  of  remodeling  the  kitchen  so  that  it’s 
welcoming  with  a bright  and  airy  coordinating  design. 

Our  other  meetings  were  usually  held  in  the  Town 
Hall  where  we  watched  movies,  played  board  games  or 
just  chatted  after  our  business  was  done.  Our  annual 
spring  dinner  was  celebrated  at  Salmon  Run  in  Lee. 
Everyone  left  full  and  satisfied. 

Members  could  be  seen  in  their  gardening  attire 
planting  and  tending  flowers  in  the  center  of  town  this 
past  Spring.  There  is  nothing  like  a good  chat  among 
friends  while  working  with  the  soil  of  “Mother  Earth”. 
We’d  also  like  to  thank  the  flower  angels  who  pitched  in 
when  noticing  that  the  flowers  needed  extra  loving  care 
throughout  the  season. 

Ruth  Heath,  President 

Barbara  Adams,  Secretary 

Betty  Cernik,  Treasurer 

Marion  Leach,  Goodwill  Ambassador 


Tyringham  Union  Church 


Greetings  to  you  all  from  The  Union  Church 

The  church  has  always  been  a place  where 
people  offer  their  talents  of  art  in  many  different  ways. 
We  are  so  fortunate  to  have  Anne  Palmer,  our  music 
director,  share  her  gift  of  playing  the  piano.  Every 
Sunday  we  are  blessed  with  a wonderful  selection 
from  great  composers  such  as  Haydn,  Handel, 

Mozart,  Bach,  and  Schubert.  In  our  church  basement 
Louisa  Gilder  and  Mary  Pappenheimer  have  painted  a 
beautiful  mural  with  all  of  the  houses  in  the  Tyringham 
valley.  Many  in  our  congregation  bring  bouquets 
of  flowers  from  their  gardens  and  of  course  we  all 
share  in  our  love  of  singing  hymns.  Betty  Cernik  has 
shared  her  love  of  hymns  in  giving  the  gift  of  chimes  to 
the  whole  community.  Our  church  suppers  are  a way 
for  the  whole  community  to  taste  the  talent  of  local 
culinary  artists.  With  the  help  of  Ruth  Heath  and  Helen 
Curtin  and  all  of  you,  our  ham  supper  was  a great 
success. 

Last  year  our  church  received  a generous  grant 
from  Janet  Knowles  which  I used  to  fulfill  a dream 
I have  always  had  of  having  a marionette  puppet 
theater.  My  hobby  for  the  past  15  years  is  making 
marionettes  and  now  they  have  a beautiful  home  in 
which  to  perform  for  local  children  in  our  area! 

The  Union  Church  continues  to  support  local 
people.  Last  Spring  we  supported  Sue  Choquette  in 
her  long  time  dream  to  work  as  a medical  missionary 
with  children  in  Kenya,  and  helped  her  to  acquire 
medical  supplies  and  crayons.  At  Christmas  we 
brought  gifts  of  thermal  underwear  and  warm  socks 
to  the  homeless  in  our  area  through  Construct 
in  Great  Barrington.  We  certainly  appreciate  the 
community’s  contributions  which  enable  us  to  do  this 
kind  of  outreach.  We  are  grateful  for  Lori  Curtin’s 
donation  toward  our  “Sissy  Curtin  Bible  Fund” 

Please  join  us  for  worship  and  share  your  talents! 
Our  evening  Vespers  Service  is  at  5 pm.  On  Christmas 
Eve,  our  Candlelight  Service  is  at  5 pm. 

Blessings, 

Rev.  Janet  McKinstry 
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Louisa  Gilder  and  friend  on  the  Cobble  with  goats 

Tyringham  TTOR  Properties  Committee 

Our  11*^  annual  Cobble  Work  Day  was  held  on  October 
9.  We  had  a beautiful  fall  day  which  enticed  volunteers 
from  Chicopee  and  New  Marlboro  to  join  our  Tyringham 
friends  and  Trustees  of  Reservations  (TTOR)  staff  in 
efforts  to  clear  brush  from  the  fence  lines  and  combat 
invasive  plants  along  the  Loop  Trail  at  the  base  of  the 
Cobble.  Instead  of  using  loppers  or  chain  saws,  three  of 
our  volunteers  merrily  chewed  their  way  through  the  brush 
and  invasive  plants.  Our  four-legged  friends,  supervised 
by  Louisa  Gilder,  were  diligent  workers  and  seemed  to 
enjoy  their  outing.  Apparently  the  goats  really  like  multi- 
flora rose,  one  of  the  invasive  plants  found  on  the  Cobble. 

In  an  effort  to  return  cattle  to  the  Cobble  and  provide 
a water  source  without  affecting  the  banks  of  Hop  Brook, 
TTOR  has  installed  two  manual  “nose”  pumps  near  the 
brook.  The  pumps  use  no  electricity.  Water  is  pumped 
from  the  brook  when  a force  is  applied  to  a flat  surface 
that  is  part  of  the  pumping  mechanism.  Typically  the 
force  is  supplied  by  the  cow’s  nose.  The  cows  have  not 
yet  read  the  owner’s  manual,  and  we  are  looking  for  a 
volunteer  with  a distinguished  proboscis  to  demonstrate 
the  use  of  the  pumps  for  the  cows.  Cattle  owner  Fred 
Havill  is  also  working  on  it. 

Last  May,  Committee  member  Lois  Jensen 
organized  a work  day  for  removing  garlic  mustard  at 
McLennan  Reservation.  We  are  targeting  key  areas  of 
the  reservation  for  mitigation  and  await  invasive  plant 
management  plans  that  TTOR  has  been  developing  for 
all  the  Tyringham  properties,  which  include  the  Cobble, 
Ashintully,  McLennan  Reservation 
and  the  Goose  Pond  Reservation. 

Last  winter  TTOR  staff  was  able 
to  clear  brush  from  a significant 
portion  of  the  Cobble  face  and 
plans  to  continue  that  work.  We 
are  hoping  to  obtain  grants  that  will 
complement  the  brush  cutting  and 
vista  maintenance  work  by  TTOR 
staff  and  volunteers. 

Thanks  to  Jim  Curtin  and  the 
Fire  Company  for  the  use  of  the 
Terrence  F.  Curtin  Pavilion,  and 


to  TTOR  staff,  committee  members  and  volunteers  who 
support  efforts  in  maintaining  these  special  properties. 
Special  thanks  to  Tom  Fennelly  and  Bob  Alsop  for  all  the 
mowing  they  have  done  on  the  Cobble. 

Larry  Bravo,  Chair 


Is  Affordable  Housing  in  Danger? 

Chapter  40B  was  rejected  by  Massachusetts  voters  on 
November  2 What  does  this  mean  for  affordable  housing 
in  Tyringham? 

It  certainly  doesn’t  eliminate  the  need.  The  town 
still  needs  to  include  homes  that  teachers,  nurses,  and 
highway  workers  can  afford  to  live  in.  Older  folk  who, 
for  whatever  reason,  can  no  longer  stay  in  their  homes 
shouldn’t  have  to  move  to  Great  Barrington.  Tyringham 
should  continue  to  be  a community  for  all  kinds  of  people, 
even  though  second  homes  now  outnumber  year-round 
residences. 

I’m  not  sure  that  people  realize  how  important 
affordable  housing  is  to  the  basic  character  of  a town. 
When  land  and  homes  get  more  expensive,  the  population 
gets  richer.  Non-wealthy  people  move  out.  Small, 
inexpensive  houses  are  just  torn  down  when  they  come 
on  the  market,  and  replaced  with  McMansions.  The  town 
includes  fewer  middle-  and  working-class  families.  This 
can  happen;  it  h^  happened  on  the  Cape  and  on  the 
eastern  end  of  Long  Island. 

Chapter  40B  has  been  seen  as  a threat  to  the  rural 
character  of  Tyringham.  It  would  be  good  not  to  fear  the 
kind  of  unwanted  development,  violating  all  our  zoning 
laws,  that  40B  makes  possible.  On  the  other  hand,  fear 
of  unwanted  development  was  a reason  for  promoting 
and  supporting  affordable  housing  - some  of  our  most 
generous  donations  have  been  motivated  by  fear  of  40B. 

The  Tyringham  Housing  Commission,  which  will 
continue  to  try  to  create  affordable  housing  in  town.  By 
my  count,  we  have  investigated  fourteen  possible  sites  for 
affordable  housing  over  the  last  five  years,  and  actually  put 
money  into  exploring  options  for  four  of  them.  None  has 
so  far  worked  out.  We’ll  keep  trying. 

Carey  McIntosh 


View  from  Meadow  Street.  Gabey  Cose 1 2006 
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Marcia  Powdermaker 

Tyringham  Green 

Tyringham  Green  had  a productive  second  year, 
helping  our  town  learn  more  about  ways  to  cut  energy 
consumption  and  costs.  The  greatest  accomplishment, 
reported  this  April  in  our  first  newsletter,  was  that  a 
proposal  prepared  by  Tyringham  Green  and  the  Town 
Office  garnered  $51,102  in  federal  stimulus  funds, 
awarded  by  Governor  Deval  Patrick,  to  implement 
energy-efficiency  measures  in  Tyringham’s  municipal 
buildings,  which  will  dramatically  reduce  our  town’s 
fuel  oil  and  propane  consumption  and  costs.  Other 
initiatives  included  organizing  a public  talk  by  Alan 
Silverstein,  Director  of  the  Center  for  Ecological 
Technology,  on  saving  energy  at  home;  an  interactive 
display  of  solar-powered  gadgets  during  the  annual 
Town  Picnic  at  Shaker  Pond;  donating  books  to  the 
library  for  kids  and  adults  on  saving  energy  and  the 
environment;  and  sharing  easy  energy-saving  tips. 

Many  residents  have  signed  up  for  no-cost  energy 
audits  by  Western  Mass.  Electric  Company,  which  can 
identify  air  leaks,  improve  efficiency,  and  cut  energy 
bills.  If  you’d  like  to  find  out  how  to  reduce  your  energy 
bills  by  making  your  home  more  energy-efficient  - 
including  reimbursement  on  some  home-improvement 
costs  - call  WMECO  at  1-800-666-3303. 

Tyringham  Green  continues  to  explore  sustainable 
energy  options  suitable  for  the  town.  Some  of  our 
neighbors  have  already  switched  to  green,  locally 
generated  power,  such  as  solar  and  geothermal. 

Other  options  include  wind-  and  hydro-power.  If  you’ve 
got  ideas  and  want  to  get  involved  with  Tyringham 
Green,  contact  Marcia  Powdermaker  at  marcia. 
powdermaker@Qmail.com. 

Bess  Hochstein 


Bidwell  House  Museum 
Anniversaries  in  2010 


Two  hundred  and  sixty  years  ago,  the  Reverend 
Adonijah  Bidwell  was  ordained  as  minister  of  the  first 
church  in  Tyringham,  on  October  3rd,  1750.  He  ministered 
to  the  earliest  families  of  our  town  for  34  years,  until 
his  death  in  1784.  His  home  remained  in  the  Bidwell 
Family  until  the  1850s.  Twenty  years  ago  this  summer, 
in  1990,  his  home  and  property  opened  as  a historic 
house  museum,  telling  the  story  of  the  early  settlement 
of  our  part  of  the  Berkshires.  The  museum  celebrated 
these  anniversaries  this  summer  at  the  Township  No.1 
Day  event,  with  all  residents  of  Tyringham  and  Monterey 
invited,  thanks  to  grants  from  the  Tyringham  and  Monterey 
Cultural  Councils.  It  was  a beautiful  day,  with  music  by 
the  Adams  Brothers  and  Moonshine  Holler  of  Tyringham, 
an  exhibit  of  old  photos  taken  around  1902  by  Clarence 
Hale  of  Sunset  Farm  brought  by  the  Tyringham  Historical 
Commission,  a pie-baking  contest  judged  by  Selectman  Al 
Wilcox,  among  others,  as  well  as  games,  talks,  and  a hike 
from  Tyringham  on  the  historic  old  Royal  Hemlock  Trail. 

The  Bidwell  House  Museum  in  the  old  town  center  off 
Art  School  Road  (now  in  Monterey)  is  open  from  Memorial 
Day  to  Columbus  Day,  the  grounds  are  open  for  hiking  and 
picnics  year  round.  Come  and  visit! 

Barbara  Palmer,  Executive  Director 


Sissy’s  Stroll 
Photos  from  Lori  Curtin 


Lori  Curtin,  John  Curtin  with  Candy 
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Joe  Whalen 


Barbara  Adams  and  Andy  Scott 


Mary  Ann  and  Everett  Fennelly 


And  they  're  off. 


What  a team! 


Lori  and  Madison  Curtin 
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Dr.  Andy  Potler 


Alan  Garner 


Toodie  Alsop 


Mary  Garner  and  Chuck  Slater 


Happy  Loring  and  Bill  Bean 


Joe  Delmolino 


Sandy  and  Mark  Farnham 
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Pvt.  Cody  Schaefer 


Molly  Cosel 


Dot  Choquette 


Tom  Curtin 


Julie  Slater  and  Richard  Gilder 


David  Carriere  and  Lois  Jensen,  Larry  Bravo  behind 
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Across 


1.  Agatha’s  Hercule 

123.  anger 

7.  ultimate  somewhere 

124.  make  again 

20.  casual  computer 

125.  affirmative 

25.  3 and  you're  this 

126.  vocal  part 

26.  mean  embroidery  ? 

127.  Charlie  Chaplin  tune 

29.  cook’s  tool 

128.  neither 's  partner 

30.  not  real 

129.  "is  not”  retort 

33.  driver’s  salvation 

130.  to  and 

34.  magician’s  lingo 

132.  rascal 

36.  mama  sheep 

133.  US  spy  agency  (abbr.) 

37.  Durocher  or  Dicaprio 

136.  Euji  or  Baldy  (abbr.) 

38.  mail  to 

137.  dove-speak 

39.  offensive 

138.  Williams  or  Warhol 

40.  fits  and 

140.  bro  or  sis  (variant) 

42.  little  kid 

141.  she  rules  the  waves 

43.  a track  activity 

146.  Harvard  rival 

44.  these  can  be  loose 

147.  possess 

45.  Pierre’s  salt 

148.  tic  and  toe’s  partner 

46.  administered  meds 

151.  mammal  in  a carapace 

47.  no  (constantly) 

153.  beads  of  prayer 

50.  Adriatic  and  Aegean 

154.  pig-speak 

53.  cyclical  irritability(abbr) 

155.  to  err  badly 

56.  assistant 

156.  mendacity 

58.  stoat  fur 

157.  to  is  human 

61.  large  flightless  bird 

1 59.  on  roofs  of  churches 

63.  NNE’s  opposite 

162.  fuel  for  warming 

65.  dance 

163.  behave  listlessly 

66.  spare  one 

165.  Dwight  D.’s  nickname 

67.  Nero’s  201 

166.  Orbison  or  Rogers 

68.  beer  mug 

169.  Scotsman  "NO” 

69.  spring  greens 

171.  alias  (abbr.) 

71.  lose  due  to  (2  w'ds) 

173.  painterly  month 

73.  pick 

175.  Dahl’s  title  hero 

76.  lees  and 

177.  w/191  across,  pie  style 

77.  33  1/3  RPMs 

178.  lump  of  slimy  stuff 

78.  name  or  freeze  » 

181.  element  Sn 

79.  close  to 

183.  starts  "Margery  Daw” 

80.  holiday  drink 

186.  partner  of  "aah” 

83.  Gk  goddess  of  dawn 

187.  Bolivia’s  La 

84.  Pinafore 

188.  Hold ‘em’s  " -in” 

85.  hither,  thither  & 

189.  Land’s  or  Rear 

86.  anguish 

190.  22"'*  letter  Gk.  alphabet 

88.  gardener's  tool 

191.  w/ 177  across,  pie  style 

90.  fender-bender 

192.  navigation  tool  (abbr.) 

92.  Maria  wore  one 

194.  in & out  the  other 

94.  painting  or  sculpting 

195.  an  English  TV  service 

95.  frequently  (poetic) 

198.  San  Fran’s Valley 

96.  to  be  in  debt 

200.  low  (clarity) 

98.  without  knowledge  of 

202.  squid  spurt 

1 0 1 . it  pays 

205.  modeling  wood 

104.  ET’s  home 

207.  fitting 

105.  Spanish  gold 

210. de  Janeiro 

106.  tried  for  office 

211.  not  even 

108.  funeral  songs 

212.  suffix  w/Siam  or  legal 

1 10.  place  to  be  pampered 

213.  prefix  w/  logy  & type 

111.  commotion 

214.  metal-bearing  rock 

1 12.  unit  of  tennis 

215.  indigenous  Alaskan 

113.  unit  of  beer 

217. bono 

1 14.  Mom  or  Dad’s  sister 

218.  stops  flowing 

115.  19*  letter  of  alphabet 

220.  Gk.  goddess  of  ruin 

116.  painter  Angelico 

221.  boy  child 

119.  Tex- 

222.  Made  in  the 

120.  long  time 

223.  Indian  dress 

121.  Cockney  amor 

225.  exhumed 

227.  gardner’s  tool 

229.  politically  delete 

4 1 . esteemed 

23 1 . car  company  (abbr.) 

48.  short-term  employees 

234.  in  a short  while 

49.  proprietor 

235.  Eden  (2  wds) 

50.  shop 

239.  Art  (period) 

5 1 . shaped  to  hear 

242.  abode  of  the  deck? 

52.  cruelest  month  (abbr.) 

245.  Ph  >7 

53.  sewing  fastener 

247.  Grendel’s  slayer 

54.  Mr.’s  woman 

249.  other-worldly 

55.  create  with  fabric 

252.  it  comes  & goes 

57.  - dong 

253.  3"'*  person  singular 

59.  beliefs 

254.  stretchable 

60.  photo  originals  (abbr.) 

256.  lash  enhancers 

62.  primitive  shelter 

257.  before  and 

64.  -Soviet 

260.  author  James 

66.  criticize  (3  wds) 

262.  peel  away 

70.  coin  for  poor  (sing.) 

264.  answered  back 

72.  auto  valve  shaft 

265.  hobo 

74.  threatened  (2  wds.) 

266.  T-ham  gathering 

75.  you  (FR.  fam.) 

270.  payable  (abbr.) 

78.  ripped 

271.  pea’s  home 

81.  pickle  type 

275.  fishing  & quilting 

82.  flapjacks  (2  wds.) 

276.  Augustus’s  54 

84.  abode  for  the  plebs? 

277.  down  under 

85.  Himalayan  bovine 

278.  Indian  baby  sling 

86.  next  to 

282.  coke  competitor 

87.  completely 

283.  start  of  golf  hole 

88.  abode  of  retching? 

284.  tiny  amphibian 

89.  make  available 

285.  week’s  end  cry  (abbr.) 

91.  trip  treasure  (2  wds) 

286.  prefix  on  log  or  gram 

93.  garlanded 

287.  long  time  past 

97.  winds  through 

288.  he  had  an  apprentice 

99.  forestry  agency  (abbr) 

289.  abode  that  fixes? 

100.  plays  low  woodwind 

290.  Hamlet’s  people 

101.  sticky  and  sweet 

102.  to  a Grecian  Urn 

Down 

103.  UPS  container 

1.  fashionable 

105.  birds’  perch?  (2  wds) 

2.  yours  & mine 

107.  aviation  prefix 

3.  suffix  w/un  & graph 

109.  infrequency 

4.  cephalopod  mollusk 

1 16.  of  interest  (abbr.) 

5.  horse  gait 

117.  sleep  state  (abbr.) 

6.  baubles  & bangles 

118.  Nile  snake 

7.  cry  of  hurt 

122.  extremely 

8.  bark  eater 

131.  fight 

9.  poetic  "before” 

133.  brief  appearance 

10.  movie  studio  (abbr.) 

134.  heartbeat 

1 1 . washes  down 

135.  sum  up 

12.  -Steven 

139.  puppy  speak 

13.  tears 

140.  snow  skidders 

14.  with  "ifs”  & "buts” 

142.  boy  scout  art 

15.  Indian  bread 

143.  schnoz  hemorrhages 

16.  sib  of  sis 

144.  egg  of  a louse 

17.  Redding  or  town 

145.  suffix  w/  lup  & bov 

18.  smart  aleck 

148.  Wasteland  ^ooX  (\r\\X.) 

19.  he’s  tiny 

149.  Into  Thin 

20.  Scottish  girls 

150.  all  news  station 

2 1 . changed 

152.  part  of  a glass 

22.  road  adhesive 

158.  decorated  again 

23.  cereal  plant 

160.  places  to  chow  down 

24.  used  in  drawing 

161.  epidermis 

27.  e-highway 

1 64.  abode  of  strength? 

28.  tennis  call 

166.  type  of  music 

31.  acid  in  B complex 

167.  Spanish  for  wave 

32.  yield 

168.  Red  Sox  hitter 

35.  campaigns  for 

170.  online  mail  service 
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ARTFUL  TYRINGHAM 

AdriGnnG  COSGI  • Answers  w puzzle  found  on  page  37 


172.  common  conjunction 

174.  fix  porch 

175.  marsh 

1 76.  dandy 

179.  yield  of  180  dn  (2wds) 

180.  to  gain  179  dn  (2wds) 

182.  blue  period  artist 

183.  food  curing  apparatus 

184.  long  period  of  time 

185.  no  evil... 

193.  analyze 

195.  small  wire  nails 

196.  the cheese 

197.  formerly  Zaire 

199. to  Grecian  Urn 


201.  large  land  possessions 

203.  military  leader  (abbr.) 

204.  gorilla  card  of  garden? 

205.  Jean-Paul’s  mouth 

206.  skinny 

207.  gorilla  card  of  love? 

208.  cavort 

209.  rocky  peak 

216.  in  or  hind 

219.  provoker 
224.  Latin  for  “art” 

226.  hangman’s  tool 
228.  Albee  & Kennedy 
230.  corpses  (slang) 

232.  Andree’s  “me” 


233.  cows  chew  it 

236.  hunters  use  it 

237.  Greek  ultimatum 

238.  wealth 

240.  from  France  & China 

241.  bivalve  or  dollar 
244.  resisting  control 

246.  Cicero’s  199 

247.  naughty 

248.  what  4 down  is 

250.  roof  support 

251.  Pierre’s  summer 

255.  more  flaccid 

256.  maxima  culpa 

258.  snakey  fish 


259.  German  river 

26 1 . mucho 

263.  commerce  safety  org. 

266.  hit  musical 

267.  cookie  sandwich 

268.  Roll Beethoven 

269.  rodent 

271.  Nicholas  or  bird 

272.  Ad  award 

273.  Ron  Howard  role 

274.  O’  My  Heart 

279.  interest  term  (abbr.) 

280.  - out  (decline) 

281.  self-esteem 

282.  de  deux 
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2010  Tyringham  Topics  News  From  Near  and  Far 


The  Tyringham  Topics  mailbox  was  filled  this  year  with 
newsy  responses,  but  also  many  readers  told  us  about 
their  pastimes.  Some  wrote  stories  about  what  they  love 
to  do  and  others  just  teased  us  with  what  they  “might  have 
written  about.”  Brewing  seems  a popular  hobby.  Writing 
from  Maryland,  Gene  Curtin  enjoys  micro-brewing  and  so 
do  Tim  & Allison  Kearns,  who  live  next  door  to  Gene’s 
brother  Carl  in  Tyringham,  so  they  should  all  get  together 
and  compare  brews  John  Donald  gardens,  Don  Bernard 
bicycles,  and  Bob  Moskin  writes.  Larry  Bravo  enjoys 
photography,  canoeing  and  pasta-making.  Walter  Palmer 
likes  to  write  songs  and  follow  Boston  sports,  while  his 
relatives,  Caroline  Palmer  and  Louisa  Gilder  tend  goats. 
There  are  a number  of  artists  and  photographers  among 
the  Sisters  of  the  Visitation,  and  Sister  Gemma  Maria  is 
a gifted  seamstress  of  liturgical  vestments.  The  Pat  Clark 
family  is  also  happy  making  things  - quilts,  upholstery, 
photography,  pottery  and  mosaics.  But  the  ultimate  Clark 
pastime  is  "porch  gathering". 

No  gathering  on  a porch  is  complete  without  news  to 
which  we  now  turn: 

Two  weddings  and  a new  house  in  one  year!  Roger  and 
Holly  Ketron  send  warmest  greetings  and  from  their  kids; 
Emma  and  Jeremy  Lefkowitz  and  baby  Ruth,  Maisie  and 
her  brand-new  husband  Brewster  Birdsall,  Henry  Wheel- 
wright and  his  brand-new  wife  Kim,  and  Susanna  Ketron. 

Al  Wilcox  and  Lynn  Bertelli  write  of  the  recent  wedding 
of  Al’s  son,  Brian,  to  Beth  Furnum  of  Sheffield.  Everett 
and  Mary  Ann  Fennelly  had  two  visits  from  their  Austra- 
lian newlyweds  this  year.  Kathy  and  Terrence  Harris  were 
married  in  Australia  on  Nov.  4,  2009.  “We  had  a party  in 
February  to  celebrate  their  marriage  and  they  returned  in 
September.  It  was  great  to  have  them  here  twice  in  one 
year.” 

From  Bill  and  Adrienne  Cosel  we  have  news  of  the 
whole  family.  Adrienne  had  her  first  show  of  hand-made 
painted  ceramics  at  the  Welles  Gallery,  Lenox  Library 
in  September.  This  exhibit,  together  with  Susie  Crofut’s 
watercolors,  was  a big  success.  Gabey  has  moved  to  D.C. 
for  the  Pew  Charitable  Trust.  And  is  planning  a 2011  wed- 
ding. Molly  is  finishing  her  MAat  Lesley  University  in  Early 
Childhood  Development.  She  won  a scholarship  based  on 
an  essay  she  wrote  about  how  Geoff  Ashworth's  teaching 
style  inspired  her  to  a career  in  education.  She  continues 
to  freelance  as  a photographer.  Bill  directed  a DVD  for 
Clasart,  Munich  of  the  Cleveland  Orchestra  playing  Bruck- 
ner’s Eighth  Symphony  conducted  by  Franz  Welser-Mbst. 

Enjoying  one  last  year  with  all  their  children  at  home, 
Tonio  and  Barbara  Palmer  write  “It  has  been  a good 
year  at  Hickory  Farm:  the  chickens  are  laying,  the  guinea 
hens  produced  chicks,  and  we  have  a baby  goat.  Caroline 
is  applying  to  colleges,  Tonio  invented  a reusable  gift  wrap 
and  started  a company  - take  a look:  www.wizzvwrap. 
com.  The  kids  have  lots  of  hobbies:  soccer,  rowing,  run- 
ning, Shakespeare,  guitar,  piano,  tennis,  swimming... and 
we’re  busy  driving  them. “Joyce  Glickman  writes,  “Alan’s 
main  hobby  is  composing  folk  rock  music.  Matthew  (13) 
is  following  in  his  dad’s  footsteps  composing  and  playing 
the  piano,  guitar  and  harmonica.  They  have  performed 
together  at  the  Guthrie  Center  at  open  mic  night.  Julian 
(4)  shows  an  interest  in  music  as  well,  often  joining  in  on 
percussion. I enjoy  quilting  and  knitting.”  (see  p.  20.) 


“Our  three  grandchildren  keep  us  busy  and  entertained,” 
Larry  and  Lainie  Krasnoff  write  as  they  anticipate  some 
long-awaited  travels  in  2011.  Veteran  travelers  Jim  and 
Kathy  Curtin  are  proud  to  report  that  the  Red  Cross 
awarded  their  daughter  Denise  a gold  key  chain  for  donat- 
ing five  gallons  of  blood. 

Donald  and  Lauria  Puntin  are  pleased  with  a new  ad- 
dition to  the  family  - a granddaughter,  Allie  Spring,  born 
June  9,  to  Matt  & Amy  Puntin  of  Goose  Pond.  Catherine 
Fennelly,  daughter  of  Marilyn  and  Bill,  and  her  husband 
Brian  Bailey  have  a new  baby,  Phineas  Patrick  Bailey, 
born  on  April  1 8,  a little  brother  for  Pheobe.  He  weighed 
7.68  lbs  and  is  named  for  Bill’s  grandfather  Phineas. 

Writing  from  Chester,  VA,  Helena  Palmer  von  Gatterburg 
writes  “We  are  adjusting  to  life  in  America!  We  moved  this 
summer  which  meant  the  kids  could  spend  lots  of  time  in 
Tyringham!  They  thoroughly  enjoyed  learning  to  sail  on  the 
Stockbridge  Bowl  and  tending  the  goats  and  chickens  at 
Hickory.  We  are  basking  in  this  strange,  warm  climate  in 
Virginia,  and  the  kids  are  learning  about  Southern  ways. 
We  are  happy  to  be  closer  to  family  and  hoping  that  Ger- 
man relatives  will  come  visit  us.” 

In  May  Petey  Perkins’  grandson.  Max  Hoblitzell,  gradu- 
ated with  honors  from  Georgetown  and  is  working  in 
Washington  D.C. 

Molly  and  Tim  Schaefer  celebrated  their  25th  Wedding 
Anniversary  this  year  with  family  and  friends.  “We  were 
married  on  Oct.  4,  1985  at  the  Tyringham  Union  Church. 
Benjamin  is  a senior  in  high  school  and  currently  applying 
to  colleges.  On  November  12,  2010,  Pvt.  Dakota  David 
Schaefer  graduated  from  boot  camp  at  U.S.  Marine  Corps 
Recruit  Depot,  Parris  Island,  S.C.  He  will  be  heading  to 
Camp  Geiger,  N.C.,  for  Marine  combat  training,  where  he 
will  get  training  in  combat  and  field  scenarios. 

Gerry  Curtin  writes  “Wow!  2010  is  coming  to  a conclu- 
sion. I am  still  hanging  on  at  the  Middle  School  in  Great 
Barrington,  5 14  years  now.  We  are  quite  proud  of  nephew 
Dakota  “Cody”  Shaeferwho  graduated  from  Marine  Boot 
Camp  at  Parris  Island.  He  enlisted  in  August  for  six  years 
and  wants  to  get  in  the  Reserves.  Way  to  go  Cody!” 

Throughout  2010  the  Sisters  of  the  Visitation  have  been 
celebrating  the  400th  anniversary  of  the  founding  of  their 
order  with  special  masses  and  festivities.  “Our  final  cel- 
ebration was  held  on  October  16  and  October  17.  We  had 
over  1 50  guests  from  Tyringham,  from  other  parts  of  the 
Berkshires,  and  from  Wilmington,  Delaware.  Now  as  the 
year  comes  to  a close,  we  are  returning  to  our  usual,  quiet 
life,  with  occasional  guests  who  take  advantage  of  spend- 
ing a few  days  with  us  in  our  guest  quarters.” 

Last  year’s  Tyringham  Topics  news  ended  with  well  wishes 
for  2010  from  Candace  “Chick”  Heath  Coco.  We  are  sad 
to  report  she  died  on  in  October  in  Lee.  She  spent  her 
childhood  in  Tyringham  and  worked  for  many  years  at 
Suburban  Medical  Center.  Her  husband  Joe  survives  her, 
as  well  as  her  daughter,  Karin  and  son  William  Abdehal- 
den  and  four  grandchildren  and  one  great  grandson.  Her 
sister  Donna  Drake’s  commemorative  poem  is  on  p.  23 
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2010  Tyringham  Topics  News  From  Near  and  Far 


Alice  Hale  Nominated  for  Award 


The  Hop  Brook  Club  extends  its  warm  congratulations  to 
Alice  Hale  for  a special  award  this  fall.  The  name  Hale 
has  been  synonymous  with  farming  since  1862,  and  sure 
enough,  Alice  Hale,  a member  of  the  fifth  generation  of 
Hales  to  milk  cows  at  Sunset  Farm,  was  nominated  by  the 
Berkshire  County  Farm  Bureau  for  the  John  Ogonowski 
Award,  in  recognition  of  her  long  service  to  the  Farm 
Bureau,  the  larger  agricultural  community,  and  her  home 
town. 


After  her  graduation  from  Lee  High  in  1945,  Alice 
attended  the  University  of  Massachusetts  Stockbridge 
School  of  Agriculture  until  she  was  needed  at  home  be- 
cause of  a family  illness.  She  grew  up  in  the  4-H,  milking 
and  showing  Ayrshires  for  years,  and  serving  as  a leader 
in  the  Dairy  Club  and  the  4-H  Horse  Club.  She  and  her 
family  were  involved  in  dairy  cattle  organizations  and 
associations  too  numerous  to  name  here.  Her  lifelong 
service  to  the  Farm  Bureau,  farming  and  the  agricultural 
community  are  legendary. 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS  ! 


SEASON’S  GREETINGS  ! 


Barbara  & all  the  Adams  family  & Andy  Scott 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop;  Christina  Alsop  & Greg 
Juskalian;  Denny  Alsop  & Nina  Ryan;  Suzette 
Alsop  & Tom  Jories;  Delly  Alsop 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Betty,  Bill  & Sylvi  Bean 
Jennifer  Bishop,  Theo  & Nathaniel 
Lisa  Palmer  Brandreth  & Jack  Brandreth 
Happy  Holidays! 

The  Brandmeyer/Hoefer  family  - Dennis, 

Denise,  Alex  & Tracy 
Larry  Bravo 

Jack  & Irmgard  Bucher 
Henning,  Joyce  & Kim  Carlson, 

Michael,  Ryan  & Zack  Carlson 
David  Carriere 
All  the  Cerniks 
Feliz  Navidad  y Pazl 

Edgar  Chamorro,  Linda  Chamorro, 

Joaquin  Mendoza  & Mateo  (2yrs  old), 

Edgar  Ignacio  Chamorro 
In  memory  of  Edith  Charpentier 

Peter  & Gail  Charpentier,  Lissy  & Matthew 
Dot  Choquette  & Ed  Choquette  of  North  Granby  CT 
Bob  & Sue  Choquette 

Chuck  & Terry  Clark  & Jon;  Kevin,  Jaymee  & 
Kayden;  David,  Shannon  & Jacob  Clark 
Pat  Clark  & family 

Jim  & Karen  Consolati,  Ben,  Austen,  Darrin,  & 

Evan 

Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gabey  & Molly 
In  loving  memory  of  Terry  “Poppy”  Curtin 
Butch,  Lisa  & Darby  Curtin 
Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Chrissie, 

Quinn  & Paige  Barry;  Larry  & Chrissy  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin, 

In  loving  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy 
-10  years  1999 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joe  & Jess  Davis; 
Jim,  Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin;  Tim 
& Shawn  Murphy 

Nancy  & Gene  Curtin;  Kevin  & Cindi,  Hunter  Caden 
& Kendall;  Gene&  Lee,  Scott  & Kristen 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin;  Jim,  Stacey,  Brady  & Izzy 
Pease 

Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Missy  & Peter  Curtin  Jr., 

& sons  Ethan  & Collin;  Trish  & Jamie  Curtin  & 


familyJoshua,  Nissa  & Asia;  Matt  & sons: 

Dillon  & Devin;  Tina  Eral,  Joshua  & Megan 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 

Sue  & Joe  Delmolino;  Brian  & Nicole  Delmolino; 
Brody,  Mariah,  & Amara  Hale,  in  memory  of 
their  great-grandparents,  Arnold  & Elizabeth  Hale 
Tom  & Therese  Dillon  & Margaret  & Joe  & 

Rebecca  Katz 

In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath, 

Candace  Heath  Coco  & Eddie  Fennelly 
Donna  & Gerald  Drake 

Alison  Donald,  John  Donald  & Penny  Borax,  David 
& Jill  Donald  & Adam  Donald 
Mark  & Sandy  Farnham 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett;  Nan,  Rob,  Zachary  & Elliot 
Sedgwick;  James  & Kathy  & Richard  & 

Clara  Fawcett 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 
Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker  & Ethan; 

Catherine,  Brian,  Phoebe  & Phineas  Bailey 
In  memory  of  Ed  Fennelly 
Dianne  Fennelly 

Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly;  Everett  Jr, 

MaryBeth  & Luke;  Amy  Fennelly  & 

Byron  Renderer;  Kathleen  & Terrence  Harris 
Thomas  Fennelly  Sr.  & Jr. 

Helena  (Palmer),  Stefan,  Damian,  Francesca 
& Therese  von  Gatterburg 
Allan  & Mary  Garner;  Nancy  Wood,  David  Garner, 
Levi  & Deanna. 

Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard  & Nannina 

Alan,  Joyce,  Matt  and  Julian  Glickman 
Kathryn  Greenthall  & Ted  & Tommy  Stern 
The  Griffins:  Sally,  Eric  & Remmie 
In  memory  of  Elizabeth  & Willis  Hale 
George  Hale 

In  memory  of  all  the  Hale  family 

Don  & Mary  Hale;  Alice  Hale;  Corky  & Christine 
Corcoran;  D.C.,  Dylan,  Mason  & Mary  Yvonne 
Bienvenue;  Christian  & Maize  Bienvenue 
Merry  Christmas  to  all 
Jean  Hale 

Dorothea  R.  Hanson 
Kate  Harding 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS  ! 


Ruth,  John,  Herb,  Deb,  Eric,  Shawn,  Brian, 

Terri  & Dylan  Heath;  Connie  & Kevin  Keegan; 
Joe  & Karen  Pulver,  Amy,  Nick,  Abby  & Lily 
Fredsall;  Nancy  & Randy,  Robert,  Adam,  Lora, 
Tyler,  Cameron  Wade;  Jim,  Christina,  Paul, 
Jacob  & Rhiannon  Heath,  Jessica  Thorne; 

Don  & Karie  & Wendy  Heath,  Sue  Casey; 

Steve  & Ruth  LeCompte,  Shannon  LeCompte 
& Anatoly  Davidenko,  Tim,  Erin,  Olivia 
& Owen  Hart 

Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
Maggie  Howard 

Holiday  Greetings  and  Wishes  for  Peace  on  Earth 
Sarah  Hudson 

Wishing  everyone  a wonderful  New  Year 
Chris,  Tracy,  Alex  & Sam  Johnson 
In  memory  of  Georgia  Birkett 
The  Joyner  and  Kearns  families 
Holly  & Roger  Ketron  & the  whole  family 
Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & Sophie, 
Willem;  Nick  & Lisa,  Hopper,  Lilabel  Virginia 
Celia  Kittredge,  Kit  Clucas,  the  Ogden  families, 
thq  Sullivans,  the  Charlie  Kittredges,  the  Scotts 
&^.ie  Rowleys 

Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Jane  Thrailkill  & 

Hawley  Truax,  Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & Charles 
Truax  & George 
Lainie  & Larry  Krasnoff 
In  memory  of  Douglas  Leach 
Marion  Leach 

Chuck,  Kathie  & Mackenzie  & Michaela  Loring 
Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Dick  Loring;  Debbie,  Henry  & Lizzy  Hall  & 
Chris  Peppe;  Ricky,  Ann,  & Alisha,  Amy  Hunt, 
Ashley,  Drew  & Alissa  & Ayden  Rivers; 

Ed  & Marian  Loring 
In  memory  of  Bill  & Jane  Bond  and 
Charles  & Beatrice  Loring 
Russ  & Margaret  Loring 

Tunk  & Dede  Loring;  Rhonda,  Don  LaBombard, 
Dylan  & Isaac  Winters,  Chris, Jordan  and  Nick 
LaBombard;  Elaine,  Ed,  Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold; 
Tony,  Sara,  Megan,  Will  & Charlie  Loring 
The  Ma  Family  - Yo-Yo,  Jill,  Nicholas  and  Emily 
Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante;  Nathaniel 

McIntosh,  Amy  Pullen,  Ethan  & Lydia  McIntosh; 


Jim  McIntosh  & Elaine  Gazda,  Karina  McIntosh; 
Rustin  McIntosh  & Michele  Michard 
Katharine  McLennan  & family 
Our  hope  for  all  is  for  Peace,  Love  & Joy! 

Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 
Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn  & Savannah,  Niall, 

Siobhan  Murphy 
Greetings  to  all  in  Tyringham! 

Roberta  Myers,  your  Tyringham  Topics  editor 
since  1996 

Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer,  Walter  Palmer, 

Spring  & John  Homschek,  Andrew  & Jacob 
Happy  Holidays  to  all! 

Leroy  & Marge  Palmer 
Tonio  & Barbara  Palmer,  Caroline,  William  & 

Henrik 

Will  & Mary  Pappenheimer 
Petey  Perkins,  Louie,  Neddy,  Jamie,  David 
& Kate  & all  their  families 

Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  & Elizabeth  Potter  & Jeffrey 

Lauria  & Donald  Puntin 

Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon, 

Kenzie  & Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie,  Nicholas, 
Jackson  & Fritz;  Neil  & Lucia,  Marygrace,  Katrin 
& Cecila  Adam;  Kristin  & Sandy  von  Thelen. 
Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun  & Chris  Herlihy 
Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 
Margaret  Olds  Richards  & the  Luchars:  Barrie;  Alex, 
Susan,  Thomas,  Robert,  Catherine;  Charles; 

Jim,  Betsy,  Ian  & Teddy 
Michael  Rood  & family 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
In  loving  memory  of  Gerald  & Reed  Swart 
Ruth  Swart,  Sally  & Herb  Schild 
Rachel  Urquhart  & John  Herrera,  Theo  & Simon, 
Trixie  & Elvis 
The  Urquhart  family 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation 
The  Wassermans 

Joseph  Whalen  & Ken  Whalen  & girls 

Alan  Wilcox  & Lynn  Bertelli 

In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Ken  Winters 

Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi, 
Ashley,  Linsey,  Cayce  Williams;  Tim,  Diane  & 
Dominic  Williams 
Mark  & Liz  Williams 
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Postcard  mailed  from  Tyringham  in  1939 


Hop  Brook  Community  Club 
P.  O.  Box  354 
Tyringham,  MA01264 
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Winter  2011 


Published  annually  by  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  in  the  interest  of  church  and  community 


Abraham  Lincoln  wrote:  “Upon  the  subject  of  education, 
not  presuming  to  dictate  any  plan  or  system  respecting  it, 
I can  only  say  that  I view  it  as  the  most  important  subject 
which  we  as  a people  may  be  engaged  in.  That  everyone 
may  receive  at  least  a moderate  education  appears  to  be 
an  objective  of  vital  importance.” 

In  that  spirit,  we  welcome  you  to  the  2011  issue  of  the 
Topics,  on  the  theme  of  “school  days”,  which  has  evoked  a 
wealth  of  anecdotes,  many  about  our  own  School  House, 
and  some  from  schools  far  afield.  Some  are  affectionate; 
some  not  so  much.  We  are  grateful  for  your  submissions, 
which  have  enriched  our  record  of  Tyringham’s  history 
and  residents.  We  are  also  indebted,  as  usual,  to  Toodie 
Alsop  for  her  wonderful  drawings,  to  Adrienne  Cosel  for  our 
educational  crossword,  and  to  those  of  you,  too  numerous 
to  name,  who  loaned  us  precious  photographs  of  your 
school  days. 

Excerpt  from  Paper 

Written  by  School  House  Subcommittee 

To  the  Historical  Commission,  December  1982 

Georgia  Birkett,  Chair,  Northrop  Canon 
Everett  Fennelly,  Cornelia  Gilder,  Alice  Slater 

The  Tyringham  Center  School,  once  the  grandest  of  the 
six  rural  schools  within  the  town  limits,  is  one  of  the  finest 
surviving  examples  of  a two-room  Victorian  schoolhouse  in 
Berkshire  Country.  A schoolhouse  has  stood  on  this  site  at 
the  junction  of  Church  and  Jerusalem  Roads  since  1782, 
and  the  present  IV2  story  Gothic  cottage  style  structure 
dates  from  1876-7.  Little  altered  since  then,  the  clapboard 
building  served  as  a school  for  101  years. 

The  schoolhouse  commands  a crucial  site  in  the  heart  of 
the  village  of  Tyringham.  With  Cobble  looming  on  one  side 
and  the  incomparable  views  of  fields,  church  and  cemetery 


to  the  other,  this  graceful  century-old  schoolhouse,  where 
the  majority  of  the  town’s  residents  and  their  ancestors 
began  their  education,  is  a major  architectural  and  historical 
landmark  of  Tyringham. 

Where  are  the  village’s  old  one-room  schoolhouses 
today?  (See  map  on  p.20  of  this  issue.)  The  last  Sodom 
schoolhouse  was  demolished  in  1914;  so  was  the 
Jerusalem  School  near  Howard  Farm  and  the  North  Center 
Schoolhouse  (which  Henry  Hudson  Kitson  used  briefly  as 
a studio)  near  Hickory  Farm.  The  old  Goose  Pond  and 
Webster  District  schools  are  long  gone.  The  town’s  last 
remaining  and  most  important  school  building  must  be 
preserved,  and  if  possible,  the  building  should  continue  to 
play  a role  in  community  life 


Photo  - Berkshire  Eagle 
Last  Day  of  School,  June  1978 

Front  to  rear:  Kathy  Fennelly  (Harris).  Mary  Curtin  (Errichetto),  David 
Clark.  Richard  Dubois,  Darrell  Fennelly,  Jim  Curtin.  Stephen  Dubois 


Once  Upon  a Time 

Dede  Curtin  Loring 


I started  school  in  Tyringham  in  approximately  1946,  or 
thereabouts.  There  were  five  grades  in  one  room.  Our 
teacher  was  Mrs.  Marie  Moore. 

When  the  older  boys  got  out  of  line,  she  would  step  on 
their  feet  with  her  high  heels!  Our  art  teacher  was  Holly 
DuVernois  Darey.  I remember  a day  when  her  brother, 
Jimmy,  acted  up,  and  she  took  him  by  the  ear  and  put  him 
in  the  furnace  room. 

One  hot  summer  day,  my  friend  Evelyn  (Tootie)  Twing 
and  I went  home  for  lunch  and  changed  into  shorts.  Well, 
we  were  sent  right  back  home  to  change. 

The  older  students  helped  with  the  younger  ones  at  times 
when  the  teacher  was  busy  with  another  class.  I remember 
that  one  of  the  younger  ones  was  Rosa  Loring,  although  of 
course,  not  knowing  that  we  would  grow  up  to  be  sisters- 
in-law. 

Once,  in  the  winter,  we  were  all  outside  for  recess  building 
snow  forts.  The  boys  destroyed  the  girls’  fort.  After  being 
called  in  for  class,  the  girls  were  allowed  to  go  out  and  build 
another. 

Then  we  went  to  Lee  on  the  bus  from  sixth  grade  on. 
A behavior  problem  when  the  teacher  stepped  out  of  the 
room  for  a minute  resulted  in  the  whole  class  sitting  with  our 
hands  folded  on  our  desks.  It  was  close  to  bus  time,  and 
I thought  that  if  I missed  the  bus  I would  never  see  home 
again. 

In  high  school,  I took  what  were  called  the  business 
courses.  I was  a majorette  and  a football  cheerleader,  and 
graduated  in  1957! 

Lee  High  School 
1957  yearbook  photo 
Cheerleader  Pyramid 

Center  front: 

Dede  Curtin  (Loring) 

Front  left: 

Kathy  DiSimoni  (Curtin) 

(Dede  s future  sister-in-law) 


Learning 

Jean  P.  Moore 

All  around  the  rush  of  summer  brooks  tumbling,  gardens 
yielding,  bees  tousling 
the  young  heads  of  June. 

Soon  so  soon  the  picnics  of  July,  concerts  to  attend, 
games  to  play,  friends  to  see,  then 
the  frenzy  of  August  as  all  living  things  heed  a new  slant  of 
light... more  and  more  must  be  done. 

Not  for  me  this  summer  the  rush  the  frenzy 

I have  lain  first  then  sat,  sat  and  watched  nature  hum, 
friends  scurry,  attend,  intend 
While  I sitting  strive  for 
Patience 

from  bed  to  chair  to  standing  on  my  own  I walk  into  the 
solace  of  September 

Coming  down  Jerusalem  Road  I listen  to  the  sugar  maples 
making  ready  their  finale,  I look  beyond  to  see  a silver  mist 
separating  hill  and  field 

In  October  the  maple  outside  my  window  glows  red  in 
waning  sunlight  I wait 

then  open  the  kitchen  door  at  six,  leaning  against  the 

screen  I hear  the  bells  sing  out 

Amazing 

Grace 
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Chuck  Clark’s  school  photos,  1955 


School  Days  at  the  Tyringham  School 

Neil  Curtin 

I went  to  the  one-room  school  for  seven  years  - first 
grade  through  7"’  grades.  The  next  year  they  sent  the  7'^ 
and  8'^  to  Lee. 

I think  of  my  teachers.  First  was  Miss  Hodgkins  for  the 
first  few  years.  Then  Miss  Zorzin  and  Mr.  Cronk.  Miss 
Hodgkins  was  very  nice.  I called  Miss  Zorzin  by  her  first 
name,  Aldina,  and  I had  to  write  Miss  Zorzin  a hundred 
times  for  punishment.  If  Mr.  Cronk  caught  you  talking  or 
something,  he  would  throw  an  eraser  at  you. 

Those  were  good  years  you  never  forget.  We  had  the 
old  wood  stove  for  heat.  My  first  job  in  the  morning  was 
to  go  to  my  grandmother  Curtin’s  house  to  get  drinking 
water  for  the  day.  I would  get  the  12-quart  pail  and  either 
Gordon  Van  Orman,  Donald  “Crow”  Clark  or  Donald 
Stanton  would  go  to  help  me  carry  the  pail  of  water  back 
up  the  hill  without  spilling  it.  When  we  got  back,  we’d 
dump  it  in  the  water  jug.  This  was  a big  job  for  young  kids. 
Made  us  feel  like  big  shots. 
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Row  1 :Jon  Kraszewski,  T.  Loring.  Donald  Davis,  Shaun  Smith 
Row  2:  Karen  Winters. Nan  Kraszewski,  Walter  Palmer,  Rosa  Loring 


Row  1:  Ken  Jones,  Donna  Heath,  A.  KraszeH’ski,  Angelica  McLen- 
nan Row  2:  Bill  Loring.  Denny  Curtin.  Tom  Curtin.  Den  Whalen 


Top:  Ed  Choquette,  Tom 
Fennelly,  Sharon  Pullman, 
Chuck  Clark 
Bottom:  Arthur  Dyer 


Chuck  Clark’s  school  souvenir  from  third  grade 
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School  Days 

Everett  L.  Fennelly 


Russ  taring,  I960 


A One-Room  School 

Russ  Loring 

I treasure  the  memory  of  my  years  (from  1946-1952)  in 
the  one-room  Tyringham  school.  There  were  20  kids  and 
five  classes  with  Marie  Moore  as  our  teacher.  I really  loved 
her  teaching  because  she  went  out  of  her  way  to  make  sure 
everyone  was  learning  and  she  enriched  us  mightily  with  a 
varied  approach.  Holly  McLennan  and  Gerry  Clark  and  Ed 
Choquette  were  my  classmates.  Ron  Loring  was  in  another 
class  but  he  was  a friend. 

In  addition  to  the  ABCs,  we  learned  to  believe  in  our  own 
worth  and  in  our  classmates.  We  learned  to  have,  and  be, 
good  friends. 

We  read  poetry.  Here  is  one  I remember; 

The  goldenrod  is  yellow 
The  trees  are  turning  brown 
Trees  in  the  apple  orchard 
With  fruit  are  bending  down. 

We  all  sang  together  tunes  that  meant  a lot  to  us  and  we 
went  on  outings  at  the  end  of  the  year  to  places  no  longer 
there,  like  Gibson’s  Grove  at  Lake  Buel. 

This  one-room  school  experience  was,  for  me,  a wonderful 
stepping  stone  on  the  way  to  the  larger  school  experience 
in  junior  high  and  high  school  in  Lee.  All  through  school  I 
found  teachers  who  were  there  for  me  and  made  me  more 
confident.  While  I was  in  high  school,  we  moved  to  Lee  and 
then  to  Sandisfield,  but  I still  attended  Lee  schools,  where 
I graduated  in  1960.  Nancy  Rowley,  Mary  Loring,  Janet 
Snow,  and  Ed  again  were  in  high  school  with  me. 

It  is  impossible  to  count  the  many  changes  since  those 
days,  both  in  schooling  and  in  our  towns.  Some  of  those 
changes  are  no  doubt  for  the  good  but  I believe  that  children 
learn  more  in  a little  school  where  an  intimate  one-on-one 
factor  prevails  and  immediate,  appropriate  discipline  is 
used  as  needed. 


September  1945  was  a historic  month  for  six  youngsters 
(Jim  Curtin,  Carl  Curtin,  Wayne  Williams,  Gerry  Twing,  Eddie 
and  myself)  from  town.  We  were  the  first  grade,  about  to 
start  our  first  twelve  grades  of  formal  education.  Mrs.  Marie 
S.  Moore  was  our  teacher.  She  not  only  had  to  educate 
us  but  she  also  had  four  other  grades  to  teach.  In  all  there 
were  twenty  some  students.  I remember  our  first  reader 
was  a story  about  Bob  and  Nancy  along  with  their  two  pets 
Mac  and  Muff,  a dog  and  a cat.  We  learned  to  read  our  first 
words  from  this  book.  You  see,  there  was  no  kindergarten 
in  town  or  any  pre-school  in  those  days.  That  first  year  we 
learned  the  three  basic  R’s  - reading,  ‘riting  and  ‘rithmetic. 

I remember  how  cold  it  was  in  that  room  during  the  winter. 
We  had  a potbelly  stove  in  the  center  of  the  room  and  Mrs. 
Moore  would  have  us  circle  around  it  to  keep  warm.  Only 
once  do  I remember  her  sending  us  home  mid-morning 
because  the  room  did  not  warm  up  enough.  A wood  shed 
building  stood  behind  the  school  house  and  from  it,  the  older 
boys  were  delegated  to  bring  in  the  wood..  There  was  no 
central  heat  and  no  running  water.  The  only  thing  we  had 
that  we  have  today  is  electricity.  The  two  small  rooms  in  the 
back  of  the  school  were  the  bathrooms,  consisting  of  a one 
holer  in  each.  These  two  rooms  had  a small  window  and  it 
was  as  cold  in  each  as  it  was  outside.  Mrs.  Moore  brought 
drinking  water  and  Dixie  cups  each  day. 


Eddie  and  Everett  Fennelly  going  fishing,  c.  1 947 


Education  is  hanging  around  until  you 've  caught  on. 

- Robert  Frost 


During  the  summer  of  1946,  an  artesian  well  was  drilled 
and  sometime  that  fall  or  the  fall  of  1947,  our  classes  were 
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held  in  the  Town  Hall  dining  room  until  spring,  when  a furnace 
room  was  added  and  other  renovations  were  made.  When 
we  moved  back  to  the  school,  it  was  like  a new  building 
inside  - running  water,  new  bathrooms,  central  heat  and 
new  blackboards.  Students  attending  the  first  and  second 
grades  were  let  out  of  school  at  2:30  PM  and  the  rest  at  3:30 
PM.  Mrs.  Hale  from  Lee  was  our  Art  Teacher  and  when  I 
was  in  fifth  grade  we  got  our  first  Music  teacher,  Mr.  Noyes. 

We  didn’t  have  many  games  to  play  but  we  made  up 
our  own.  “Anne  over  the  Roof  was  one.  It  was  played 
at  the  woodshed  with  x number  of  students  on  one  side 
and  the  same  on  the  other  side  with  a ball  hit  from  one 
side  to  the  other.  It  was  guess  work  as  to  where  the  ball 
would  come  and  it  was  thrown  back  in  the  same  manner 
- both  sides  hoping  the  ball  would  be  dropped  or  missed. 
“Races  around  the  school”  was  another  game  we  played. 
Mrs.  Moore  stopped  the  original  way  we  raced.  Too  many 
collisions.  She  made  us  race  side  by  side  - not  as  much 
fun,  as  the  inside  racer  usually  won.  The  Park  was  non- 
existent until  the  early  1950’s,  and  so,  as  we  got  older  we 
played  football  on  Van  Orman’s  lawn  parallel  to  their  house. 


Amy  Fenmlly,  Bill  Fennelly  and  twins  Eddie  and  Everett 

We  probably  had  more  fun  in  the  winter  than  any 
other  time  of  year.  We  all,  at  least  the  boys,  brought  our 
sleds  to  school.  At  recess  and  noon  hour  we  would  slide 
off  the  hill  in  back.  There  were  times  when  we  could 
slide  from  the  top  of  the  hill  in  back  to  the  library.  Mrs. 
Moore  put  a stop  to  that,  for  safety  reasons  I suppose. 

After  that  we  could  only  go  as  far  as  the  end  of  the  lower 
driveway.  Remember,  there  was  very  little  traffic,  drivers 
drove  slower  and  the  roads  were  not  plowed  like  they  are 
today.  We  spent  just  about  every  waking  minute  outdoors 
whether  at  school  or  at  home.  Winter  was  so  much  fun. 

There  were  parties  every  year  at  the  school.  Valentine’s 
Day,  in  the  afternoon,  our  mothers  would  come  with  cookies 
and  cake.  Every  student  gave  cards  to  each  other,  not 


the  expensive  ones  of  today  but  hand  made  cards  or 
inexpensive  ones  you  could  order  from  Sears  or  Monkey 
Wards,  say  25  for  a dollar.  They  made  you  feel  good, 
especially  if  it  was  from  one  of  the  girls  and  it  said  “Be  My 
Valentine”.  Halloween  was  another  party  day  when  in  the 
afternoon  our  mothers  did  the  same  thing,  and  we  would 
wear  our  costumes  and  little  prizes  were  given  out  for  the 
best  of  everything,  and  we  played  games  such  as  Pin  the 
Tail  on  the  Donkey,  and  we’d  bob  for  apples  and  eat  donuts 
hanging  on  a string.  The  best  time  was  had  the  year  we 
were  at  the  Town  Hall  and  had  the  whole  upstairs 

All  other  Halloween  and  Valentine  parties  were  held  in 
the  bigger  room  at  the  school.  It  was  about  the  only  time 
we  were  allowed  in  that  room.  Even  on  rainy  days  I can’t 
remember  being  allowed  in  the  big  room. 


Bill  Fennelly 

Speaking  of  the  Town  Hall,  that  was  probably  the  best 
time  of  all.  It  was  the  Annual  Christmas  Party.  We  had 
a play  and  every  student  had  a piece  to  say  and  a part  to 
play.  Everyone  wanted  to  play  the  part  of  Santa,  but  of 
course  it  was  always  the  largest  or  the  heaviest  fifth  grader 
who  got  the  part.  When  the  show  was  over  we  all  waited 
breathlessly  for  the  arrival  of  the  “real”  Santa.  We  would 
sing  “Here  Comes  Santa  Claus”,  or  Gene  Autrey’s  “Santa 
Claus  is  coming  to  Town”. 

Each  school  child  got  a box  of  hard  Christmas  candy 
and  two  presents  - one  from  a schoolmate  and  one 
from  the  townspeople.  The  other  children  either  too 
young  or  too  old  for  school  got  candy  and  one  present. 
UNFORGETTABLE!!!!!!  When  we  were  standing  up  on  the 
stage  and  looking  out  at  the  audience  - why  that  looked 
like  10,000  people  seated  out  front.  Memorial  Day  exercise 
was  usually  held  the  Friday  evening  before  that  day,  held 
with  a small  parade  to  the  cemetery,  where  every  student 
again  had  a piece  to  say  to  honor  our  deceased.  Taps  were 
played  and  an  Honor  Guard  from  Lee  would  fire  a salute 
with  their  weapons  and  a guest  speaker  would  speak  of  why 
we  were  there  and  prayers  were  offered. 

In  the  spring  each  student  got  packets  of  garden  seeds 
and  we  would  go  around  town  selling  them.  Most  people 
had  some  kind  of  garden,  so  it  was  rather  easy  to  sell  them. 
Each  packet  was  5 cents  with  one  costing  a dime.  If  you 
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sold  that  packet,  you  could  keep  5 cents  for  yourself. 

Perhaps  the  grandest,  though  not  necessarily  so,  was 
the  last  day  of  school  because  of  the  picnic  held  at  Gib- 
son’s Grove  on  Lake  Buel.  The  food  that  our  mothers 
brought  and  shared  with  everyone  was  superb  but  really 
secondary  to  the  fun  we  had  swimming,  canoeing,  boating, 
and  swinging  on  the  swing  seats.  The  best  was  the  roller 
coaster  which  rose  some  40  feet  above,  on  which  sleds  on 
a track  propelled  us  down  and  into  the  water.  What  great 
fun  we  had  on  this!!! 


Richard  Fennelly  pulling  four  Fennelly  boys 


I think  it  was  once  a month  when  a Miss  or  Mrs.  Mosley 
from  the  Lee  Savings  Bank  came  to  school  and  we  had 
cards  that  held  dimes  and  she  would  collect  the  dimes  and 
credit  our  individual  account.  We  learned  how  to  save. 
Wow!!  What  we  could  have  gotten  for  a dime  at  the  store 
- a bottle  of  soda,  5 cents,  a candy  bar  - 5 cents,  or  lots 
of  penny  candy  or  an  ice  cream  cone  - again  5 cents  - but 
no,  our  parents  saw  to  it  that  we  deposited  the  money  in  the 
bank.  Good  thinking  !! 


Uncle  Tom  Fennelly 
who  served  in  the  2nd 
armored  Division  in 
North  Africa,  Sicily 
and  Europe  with  Bill 
Fennelly  in  fromt  of 
Norton  Canon 's  house 
which  burned  in  the 
1940s 

As  I look  back  and  think  of  those  days,  tears  come  to  my 
eyes.  We  found  life  long  friends.  We  learned  not  only  book 
learning  but  common  sense  and  Yankee  ingenuity.  All  that 
from  that  little  schoolhouse,  Mrs.  Moore  and  our  parents. 

I have  such  great  memories  of  my  five  years  in  the 
Tyringham  School.  Mrs.  Moore  was  without  a doubt  the 
best.  How  she  taught  five  grades  at  once  is  unbelievable. 
She  was  stern,  but  fair  and  helpful.  I can  see  her  now. 


always,  with  a full-length  sharpened  pencil  stuck  in  her  hair 
and  with  her  glasses  down  on  the  bridge  of  her  nose. 

Of  the  six  new  kids  who  entered  the  school  that  Septem- 
ber in  1945,  two  are  now  deceased,  some  others  who  were 
in  school  with  me  those  five  years  have  also  moved  away 
or  are  deceased.  I am  so  glad  and  proud  to  have  been 
born  and  raised  in  this  town.  With  the  exception  of  Military 
Service,  my  entire  life  has  been  spent  here  and  I consider 
myself  lucky  to  have  attended  the  Tyringham  School. 

At  one  time  in  the  early  1980s,  the  Statler  Brothers,  a 
Country  singing  quartet,  had  a number  one  hit  entitled  “The 
Class  of  ‘57”.  Do  the  ‘rithmetic!!! 


Alice  Hale's  Tyringham  Grammar  School  pin 
Does  anyone  else  remember  these? 


Tyringham  School  in  the  Thirties 

Alice  Hale 

In  the  1930s,  I went  all  eight  grades  in  the  Tyringham 
School,  the  very  school  that’s  here  now.  My  father  also  went 
to  the  Tyringham  School.  There  were  other  schools  before, 
but  I don’t  know  how  many  people  went  to  them  and  they 
eventually  closed  down.  There  was  one  on  Webster  Road 
that  was  called  Morrison  School  there  was  one  at  Goose 
Pond  that  the  McDarby  family  had.  There  was  one  they 
called  the  North  School  where  Mr.  Kitson  had  his  studio. 
Then  there  was  the  school  house  on  Jerusalem  Road 
near  Shaker  Pond.  And  there  was  one  at  the  south  end  of 
Tyringham  near  Beach  Road.  There  were  enough  children 
to  go  to  all  of  them.  I’m  not  sure  when  they  were  closed. 

At  the  Tyringham  School,  the  classes  were  very  small 
so  I remember  all  my  classmates.  There  was  Dorothy  Van 
Orman  Eddy,  and  there  was  Frank  Stedman,  Fred  Loring, 
Francis  Clark  and  me  in  one  class.  We  all  stayed  the  eight 
years  and  graduated  and  all  went  to  Lee  High  School.  It  was 
difficult  going  from  the  Tyringham  School  to  Lee  High.  The 
work  was  a lot  harder.  But  we  had  very  good  teachers  in 
Tyringham.  I had  Miss  Prindle  and  Miss  Turner.  There  was 
Miss  Richmond  and  a Miss  Hodgkins,  too.  They  were  strict. 
You  didn’t  want  to  get  out  of  line,  but  they  were  fair  about  it. 
They  taught  us  good  values.  I remember  penmanship  more 
than  anything  else.  Sometimes  Dorothy  and  I helped  the 
lower  grades  with  their  penmanship. 
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We  studied  arithmetic,  history,  geography.  We  had  a 
teacher  that  came  in  to  do  songs  and  music.  We  had  the 
Middle  School  room  where  the  first  four  grades  were  and 
the  bigger  room  held  the  other  four  grades.  We  were  all  in 
there  together.  There  weren’t  that  many  kids  in  each  grade 
so  it  wasn’t  that  hard  for  the  teacher.  We  brought  our  own 
lunches.  We’d  take  turns  bringing  water  from  the  houses 
next  door  in  pails.  The  Dowd  house  was  the  closest,  where 
Chuck  and  Terry  Clark  live  now,  and  the  Curtin  house  next 
door.  It  was  very  cold  doing  that  some  mornings.  We  had 
wood  stoves.  The  boys  brought  in  the  wood.  There  was 
no  bathroom;  we  had  an  outhouse.  But  you  wore  heavy 
clothing  and  you  got  by.  I remember  it  being  20  - 30  degrees 
below,  and  the  wind  would  really  blow.  John  Heath  always 
took  us  to  the  Lee  School,  but  we  were  usually  on  our  own 
getting  to  the  Tyringham  School.  (At  Sunset  Farm  we  were 
too  close  to  be  able  to  go  to  the  Tyringham  School  with  John 
Heath,  but  we  had  a grandfather,  Clarence,  who  took  us 
or  picked  us  up  sometimes,  and  sometimes  he  brought  us 
home  for  lunch.) 


c.  1934  Tyringham  School 

Front  row:  Alice  Hale.  Dorothy  VanOrman.  George  Harrington. 

Fred  Loring.  Billy  Downs 

Back  row  :?,  Dave  Vincent.  ?,  Frank  Stedman.  Francis  Clark 

We  had  our  Christmas  plays,  usually  given  down  in 
the  big  room  at  the  Baptist  Church  which  they  called  the 
Community  Center  at  the  time,  now  Tom  Fennelly’s  house. 
They  tore  it  down.  There  were  no  hard  feelings  about  that; 
it  was  in  bad  shape.  (The  Methodist  Church,  now  our  Union 
Church,  was  already  there,  of  course.)  I got  pretty  good 
parts  in  the  Christmas  plays  and  all  the  parents  came.  The 
teachers  were  very  good  at  putting  on  the  plays;  we  had 
costumes  and  scenery. 

They  had  a dental  clinic  in  the  school  with  a dentist  to 
take  care  of  the  children’s  teeth.  He  mostly  did  cleaning; 
they  didn’t  have  much  equipment  back  then. 

Some  of  the  teachers  were  from  far  away,  and  they 


August  1939,  Dressed  for  the  Town  Bicentennial 
Maxine  Cunningham.  Alice  Hale  and  Charles  (Tunk)  Loring  in  a kilt 

mostly  lived  with  George  Warren  and  his  wife  (in  the  old 
Cabral  house,  now  Cobble  View).  I would  really  have  liked 
to  have  known  who  some  of  the  teachers  were  in  the  other 
schools  in  town  that  closed  down,  but  I guess  we’ll  never 
know,  which  is  a pity. 


South  Center  School,  c.  1887.  Miss  Cassie  Donnelly,  headless,  in  back 
row.  Blanche  Garfield.  Grace  Fenn.  Olive  Slater.  Earl  Bliss.  Elyda 
Fenn.  Everett  Hale,  Ejfie  Bliss.  Bertha  Stedman.  Ethyl  Stedman.  Lyle 
Taylor,  Fannie  Garfield,  Abbie  Garfield,  Aileen  Hale.  (Order  unknown.) 


Enlighten  the  people  generally,  and  tyranny  and  oppressions  of  body 
and  mind  will  vanish  like  evil  spirits  at  the  davin  of  day. 

— Thomas  Jefferson 
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Despite  Mrs.  Welch 

Walter  Palmer 


I remember  it  being  a typical  September  day,  I had  my 
lunch  box  with  some  sort  of  stale  sandwich,  and  we  saluted 
the  flag,  sang  the  Star  Spangled  Banner  and  then  a prayer. 
At  recess  I remember  looking  so  different  than  any  of  the 
other  children.  My  hair  was  much  longer  and  I had  these 
shorts  on  with  stains  and  everyone  else  was  pristine.  That 
was  a very  strong  memory  of  first  grade  with  Mrs.  Welch. 
She  took  an  instant  dislike  to  me  for  whatever  reason.  I 
always  had  to  sit  in  the  back  of  the  room  and  got  scolded 
because  I couldn’t  see  the  board.  No  one  ever  figured  that 
I needed  glasses.  I remember  one  day  when  I couldn’t  see 
the  board,  out  came  the  ruler  10  slaps  on  the  hand.  Imagine 
if  a teacher  did  that  today.  So  for  the  first  five  years,  I pretty 
much  flunked  everything  because  I was  blind.  I made  some 
friends  and  when  I got  away  from  Mrs.  Welch  I had  a good 
time  playing  in  the  village  and  at  the  Gingerbread  House 
with  Chip  and  Gary  Davis. 

I simply  dreaded  school,  and  when  I went  to  England, 
and  went  to  school  there,  I was  so  surprised  when  I was 
treated  like  the  other  kids  and  I think  I learnt  twice  as  much. 
I found  that  they  were  way  ahead  in  math  and  vocabulary.  I 
dreaded  coming  back  to  Mrs.  Welch  because  she  had  given 
me  so  much  work  and  my  mother  never  helped  me  with 
my  homework,  so  I knew  I would  be  in  big  trouble  when 
I returned.  However  Angel  McLennan  looked  out  for  me 
when  I returned  and  I remember 
vividly  Angel  babysitting  me 
and  having  to  put  up  with  my 
obsession  with  radios  taking 
them  apart  and  making  a huge 
mess.  After  the  awful  years 
at  Tyringham  school,  when 
I entered  the  6th  grade  at 
Lee  Central  it  was  heaven.  I 
remember  everything  being  so 
easy  and  the  teachers  were  fair 
and  didn’t  favor  students  as  they 
did  in  Tyringham.  So  the  good 
side  of  Tyringham  School  was 
that  you  did  learn  your  basics: 
reading,  writing,  basic  math  and 
basic  history  by  the  end  of  5th 
grade,  despite  Mrs  Welch. 


The  Corner  of  Church  and  Jerusalem 

Gordon  VanOrman 

One  thing  I remember  is  that  we  were  very  aware  of 
Wrid  War  II  here  in  town  and  at  school.  A lot  of  men  here  in 
town  and  one  woman  were  in  the  armed  services.  And  we 
were  at  the  age  where  airplanes  fascinated  us.  We  probably 
didn’t  know  how  serious  it  was.  I was  probably  nine  when 
the  war  started.  Westover  Air  Force  base  in  Westfeld  was 
very  active  and  they  had  squadrons  of  airplanes.  They 
would  at  various  times  be  up  overhead  practicing.  A lot  of 
them  would  fly  over  and  a couple  of  times  they  would  let  us 
out  to  see  them.  Bombers  would  fly  very  low  over  the  valley 
and  you  could  see  the  pilots’  faces.  I had  two  uncles  in  the 
Air  Force  so  all  that  was  of  real  interest.  There  was  a lot  of 
air  activity  over  Tyringham  at  that  time.  As  for  rationing  - 
gas,  sugar,  tires  - we  as  kids  didn’t  worry  about  it.  That  was 
the  grownups’  problem. 

School  was  quite  an  experience.  I started  in  ‘38.  Donny 
Stanton  and  me  were  the  only  ones  in  the  grade.  I stayed 
there  actual  six  years  through  the  seventh  grade.  But  I 
didn’t  go  to  sixth.  They  put  me  up  to  seventh  grade  with 
Neil  Curtin  because  Donny  got  sick.  You  progressed  across 
the  room  as  you  went  from  grade  to  grade.  You  started  at 
the  back  row,  at  the  back  of  the  school  in  first  grade,  and 
then  you  worked  your  way  over  to  the  road  side.  Kind  of  a 
status  thing. 


Neil  Curtin  and  Gordon  VanOrman  going  fishing 

We  had  a big  wood  shed  out  back  which  is  gone  now. 
The  town  must  have  supplied  the  wood.  The  older  kids  had 
to  do  the  harder  jobs  - bringing  the  wood  in,  taking  the 
ashes  out.  It  was  fun.  By  then  we  did  have  water. 

We  did  our  Memorial  Day  thing.  That  was  big.  I think 
I remember  giving  the  Gettysburg  Address.  I KNOW  I 
learned  it  because  all  three  of  my  children  did  it  too.  So  it 
was  probably  a family  tradition. 

We  had  a Christmas  play  and  party  every  year  at  Town 
Hall.  It  was  just  the  opposite  from  the  way  it  is  now.  The 
stage  was  at  this  end  and  the  stairway  went  up  the  other 
side.  You  didn’t  have  the  area  over  the  garage  so  it  was 
much  smaller.  I don’t  remember  if  I had  a good  part,  but 
in  my  senior  year  in  High  School  in  Lee,  I was  in  the  play 
and  I had  more  fun.  We  did  Life  With  Father,  and  I was  the 
second  son.  I did  it  on  a dare;  I didn’t  know  anything  about 
it.  All  foreign  to  me.  We  had  auditions.  Paul  Morris  played 
the  oldest  son  - his  father  was  the  health  inspector  - I was 
a little  shorter  so  I came  second.  A freshman  played  the 
youngest  because  we  didn’t  have  anyone  small  enough  in 
our  class.  Probably  one  of  the  best  times  I had  in  school. 


Walter  Palmer  and  cousin, 
David  Gilder,  1964 
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C.  1915.  Gordon  VanOrman’s  mother.  Hazel  Granger, 
front  row,  second  from  right. 


I’m  positive  that  my  mother  went  to  the  Jerusalem  School 
up  across  from  Shaker  Pond.  She  lived  on  Brace  Road  on 
the  Granger  place,  and  then  they  moved  over  here.  I can 
remember  her  talking  about  trying  to  get  to  school  in  the 
winter.  Her  father  would  bring  her  sometimes  on  a sleigh  or 
wagon.  Brace  Road  was  difficult.  The  Granger  place  was 
way  up  at  the  top  of  the  hill  to  where  it  levels  off.  The  Brace 
place  was  on  the  right.  The  Granger  place  was  further  up 
the  hill.  The  house  is  gone  now,  but  not  too  many  years 
ago.  It  was  a farm.  Everybody  farmed  then.  There  were 
other  houses  up  there  - Min  Ariel  over  on  the  back  side  and 
the  Braces. 

Miss  Hodgkins  was  the  first  teacher  I had.  She  boarded 
down  here  at  the  B and  B.  All  the  teachers  mostly  went 
there.  She  was  very  young  - just  starting  to  teach  when  she 
was  here.  It  was  hard  changing  over  to  Lee.  The  work  was 
harder  and  much  different.  I shouldn’t  have  ever  skipped 
a grade;  I was  a little  behind  when  I went  to  Lee.  I went 
into  8'^  grade  in  Lee.  You  had  your  home  room.  You  didn’t 
move;  the  teachers  came  to  you. 

I enjoyed  school.  I should  have  done  better  in  high  school, 
but  I was  working  two  nights  setting  pins  at  the  bowling  alley 
and  I worked  for  Clifford  (Canon)  in  the  summers.  I did  well 
in  history  and  biology.  One  year  we  had  a terrible  English 
teacher  in  Lee.  No  one  liked  him.  He  should  have  taught 
in  a military  academy.  But  mostly  we  had  good  teachers. 
We  had  one  tough  one  over  here  in  Tyringham  - Mr.  Cronk. 
He  should  never  have  been  teaching.  Very  harsh,  hollering 
and  yelling  all  the  time  if  things  weren’t  exactly  the  way 
he  wanted.  It  wasn’t  a good  atmosphere.  The  girls  were 
scared  of  him.  That  discourages  you.  Then  we  got  Miss 
Zorzin.  (Her  brother  was  the  shoemaker.)  She  lived  in  Lee 
and  drove  here  every  day.  She  was  stern  but  she  was  fair. 
She  had  that  demeanor  that  tells  you  not  to  fool  around. 
Miss  Beal  was  another  teacher  we  had  in  Lee.  She  made 
you  write  a lot  of  papers.  I happened  to  do  a good  one 
once,  so  I was  on  Easy  Street!  I don’t  remember  ever 
being  punished.  Maybe  I was  too  good! 

These  were  the  war  years.  A lot  of  the  teachers  were 
in  the  service.  Mr.  Brown  was  the  Principal  in  Lee.  A nice 
man.  I used  to  unload  grain  cars  for  Clifford  at  the  rail  yard 
in  Lee.  Mr.  Brown  worked  summers  unloading  flats  for  the 


mill.  We’d  eat  lunch  together,  but  I never  could  call  him  Jim 
even  though  he  told  us  to.  I remember  one  time  I dozed 
off  in  history,  and  he  came  by  and  nudged  me  and  said, 
“Gordon,  I know  you  set  pins  last  night,  but  just  give  it  a try!” 

Weekends  were  time  for  fun.  Taking  the  rippers  up  on 
Jerusalem  hill,  going  to  Shaker  Pond  skating.  We  had  our 
chores.  I sometimes  sent  Syd,  who  was  small  then,  to  do 
the  chickens  and  the  rooster  would  chase  him  right  out  in 
the  yard.  My  mother  made  me  stop. 


The  Three  Most  Important  Things 
I Learned  in  School 

Lynn  Bertelli 


I never  went  to  kindergarten  - my  first  school  experience 
started  when  I entered  first  grade  in  East  Lee.  Back  then 
the  two  room  school  house  on  Silver  Street  housed  first  and 
second  grade  taught  by  Mrs.  Costello  on  one  side  and  third 
and  fourth  grade  taught  by  Mrs.  Esoldi  (we  pronounced  it 
“eee  salt  eee”  on  the  other  side.  Mrs.  Costello  was  a very 
kind  and  patient  woman  who  taught  me  how  to  read.  I will 
never  forget  our  first  books  with  characters  Jack  and  Janet 
and  their  dog  Spot  (who  looked  very  similar  to  my  present 
dog  Rocky).  Learning  to  read  was  such  a thrill  for  me  and 
as  a child  I would  disappear  into  my  favorite  books  about 
horses  such  as  Misty  of  Chincoteague  and  Black  Beauty. 
Even  today  I am  an  avid  reader  enjoying  the  works  of  Diana 
Gabaldon  and  Barbara  Kingsolver  among  others.  Being  a 
good  reader  has  been  the  single  most  important  life  skill 
that  I possess. 

The  second  most  important  skill  that  I learned  in  school 
was  typing.  In  high  school  Miss  White  was  my  typing 
teacher,  she  led  us  through  exercises  that  pretty  much 
guaranteed  that  if  you  were  in  her  class  and  were  even  semi 
co-ordinated  you  would  come  out  typing  at  least  60  words 
per  minute.  I learned  to  type  on  an  electric  typewriter  which 
was  pretty  high  tech  then  - some  of  my  class  mates  chose 
to  learn  on  the  old  fashioned  manual  typewriters.  Little  did 
we  know  that  computers  would  soon  be  part  of  our  daily 
lives  and  you  could  have  the  world  at  your  fingertips  if  you 
were  a good  typist. 

The  third  most  important  skill  I learned  in  school  was  how 
to  play  music.  Starting  in  Junior  High  School,  Mr.  DiNunzio 
taught  me  how  to  play  clarinet.  I continued  to  play  this 
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instrument  until  I graduated  high  school.  I must  say  that 
although  I don’t  actually  love  playing  the  clarinet,  learning 
how  to  read  and  interpret  music  was  very  important  to  me.  I 
think  I was  most  impressed  with  Mr.  DiNunzio  as  a teacher. 
He  never  lost  patience  during  lessons  when  it  was  clear  that 
you  hadn’t  practiced  that  week,  and  later  on  when  I was  in 
the  band  he  was  very  skilled  at  pulling  the  group  together  to 
make  some  sort  of  acceptable  sound  for  a concert.  When  it 
was  time  for  the  marching  band  to  practice  for  the  half  time 
routines  during  the  football  games,  I was  always  amazed 
how  he  could  make  us  line  up  a certain  way  and  somehow 
an  actual  routine  would  come  out  of  it. 

In  my  school  days  I encountered  a lot  of  teachers  who 
taught  me  many  things  about  “what  you  are  supposed  to 
learn  in  school”,  but  I chose  to  write  about  the  teachers  who 
taught  me  the  three  things  that  are  most  important  to  me 
now.  Perhaps  it’s  not  the  traditional  “reading,  writing  and 
arithmetic”  but  the  “reading,  typing  and  music”  that  seem 
the  most  valuable  to  me  at  this  point  in  life. 


Ricki  Cowell,  1970s 


Childhood  Antics 

Ricki  Cowell 

As  a child  I grew  up  in  Tracyton,  Washington,  very  much 
like  Tyringham  except  that  it  was  on  Puget  Sound. ..across 
the  Bay  from  Seattle,  Washington. 

In  the  summer  our  favorite  thing  to  do  was  sleep  out  in 
sleeping  bags  in  someone’s  yard. ..We  would  wait  until  the 
lights  went  out  in  THE  HOUSE,  and  then  we  would  take  our 
sleeping  bags  with  us  to  our  already  planned  meeting  place, 
usually  the  cemetery,  where  we  would  tell  ghost  stories  and 
scare  ourselves  silly! 

The  other  place  we  liked  to  go  (forbidden  by  parents)  was 
up  behind  my  house.  We  found  a rope  swing  up  in  the  woods 
behind  my  house.  The  tree  that  the  rope  was  attached  to 
was  up  pretty  high  and  we  would  grab  the  rope,  swing  out 
over  the  ravine  and  drop  ten  feet  down  into  leaves. 

To  be  good  is  noble,  but  to  teach  others  how  to  be  good  is  nobler  and 
less  trouble.  -Mark  Twain 


Eberstadt  Village  School,  1939,  Lisa  Palmer,  with  white  bow  in  center 

A German  Village  School 

Lisa  Palmer 

I grew  up  in  the  small  South-German  village  of  Eberstadt, 
350  souls  strong,  without  railroad  or  bus  service,  but  with 
lovely  rolling  hills  and  beautiful  forests.  We  lived  in  the 
Schloss  - the  castle  - and  everyone  else  on  farms  all  around 
us  as  the  Schloss  is  in  the  middle  of  town.  The  rattling  of 
farm  wagons  and  the  mooing  of  the  cows  who  had  to  pull 
them  was  one  of  the  early  sounds  of  the  day. 

We  all  attended  the  one-room  schoolhouse  in  the  village, 
where  the  four  older  classes  were  taught  in  the  morning  and 
the  lower  ones  in  the  afternoon.  I remember  having  to  wear 
an  apron  over  my  dress  to  go  to  school  so  that  it  stayed 
clean  for  the  next  day.  Since  the  farm  girls  wore  them,  it  was 
the  ‘style’  and  I had  no  choice,  but  I took  the  hated  apron  off 
the  minute  I got  home.  Because  I was  from  the  Schloss,  the 
teacher  often  thought  that  I would  know  things  better  than 
the  rest  of  the  class  and  called  on  me  with  more  difficult 
questions.  I remember  being  asked  how  many  legs  a spider 
had.  To  my  relief,  I knew  that  one,  because  the  Schloss  was 
full  of  spiders  and  we  had  plenty  of  occasions  to  count  their 
legs! 

Recess  consisted  of  playing  outside  the  school  on  the 
street,  which  was  not  paved  and  on  which  nothing  except 
the  occasional  farm  wagon  passed.  There  we  hop-scotched 
and  jumped  rope,  and  the  boys  kicked  a rubber  ball  between 
our  legs  to  annoy  us.  There  was  also  a switch,  a willow- 
stick,  which  the  exasperated  teacher  would  apply,  luckily 
mostly  to  the  boys.  Our  class  consisted  of  eight  boys  and 
two  girls,  Hedwig  (my  friend  to  this  day)  and  I.  Sometimes 
one  of  the  gypsy  girls  came  for  a while,  when  they  were 
camping  outside  the  village. 

We  did  learn  how  to  read  and  write  and  do  arithmetic, 
and  when  I went  off  to  the  “Gymnasium”  in  our  district  town, 

I managed  to  pass  the  entrance  exam,  although  barely.  I 
think  the  teacher  understood  - I came  from  Eberstadt  and 
was  just  a little  behind. 


Education  is  an  admirable  thing,  but  it  is  well  to  remember 
from  time  to  time  that  nothing  that  is  worth  knowing  can  be  taught. 

- Oscar  Wilde 
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Mary  Curtin  Errichetto 


Those  Were  the  Days 

Mary  Curtin  Errichetto 

I have  so  many  great  memories  from  Tyringham  School 
but  here  are  a few.  I was  one  of  5 kids  who  attended  the 
last  year  before  it  closed  for  good.  Then  we  had  to  go  to 
Lee  which  seemed  like  a huge  city  to  me  at  that  time  - 
when  I was  eight  years  old.  (See  photo  page  1.) 

I had  my  first  two  years  of  school  in  that  little  school 
house  and  they  were  great  - from  playing  super  heroes 
in  the  play  yard  to  extra  recess  on  a nice  day,  to  walk- 
ing to  Curtin's  store  downstreet  for  snacks.  Mrs. Salvatore 
was  my  teacher,  and  she  was  awesome.  She  went  to  St. 
Mary's  in  Lee  when  we  closed.  Actually  after  the  second 
day  at  Lee  Central  School  my  best  friend,  Kathy  Fennelly, 
was  pulled  to  St.  Mary's  as  well.  We  were  devastated  to 
be  apart  but,  we  managed  to  remain  best  friends  till  this 
day  although  she  is  now  living  in  Australia.  Those  were 
the  days  when  we  raised  the  flag  each  morning  reciting 
the  Pledge  of  Allegiance  everyday  and  every  holiday  was 
so  fun  from  Valentines  Day,  Halloween,  Memorial  Day, 
Thanksgiving  to  the  best:  our  yearly  "Christmas"  Play! 
Those  were  the  days!! 


Gordon  VanOrman 's  counted  cross  stitch  of  the  Tyringham 
School  house.  Courtesy  of  Clint  Elliott 


Tyringham 

Carl  Curtin 

(as  high  school  senior) 

Tyringham  is  where  I live. 

No  place  could  I love  more. 

Each  day  it  beckons  to  me 
With  all  its  hidden  lore. 

The  cobble  and  its  majesty. 

Old  Baldy’s”  shining  dome 
Call  out  to  me  while  I’m  in  Lee, 

And  I long  to  hurry  home. 

I dream  of  roaming  through  the  hills 
And  fishing  in  the  lake. 

And  any  time  I have  my  choice. 

It’s  Tyringham  I’ll  take. 


Grades  1 & 2,  Tyringham  School,  1946,  all  boys! 

Front  row:  Jim  Curtin.  Everett  Fennelly,  Ed  Fennelly.  Gerry  Twing, 
Carl  Curtin.  Back  Row:  Unknown.  Bruce  Logan,  Richard  Loring, 
Robert  Clark,  Terry  Curtin 


How  I Became  a Runner 

George  Gilder 

I have  consented  to  tell  this  story,  as  an  exclusive  expose 
for  the  Tyringham  Topics,  only  on  the  condition  that  it  not 
be  passed  on  to  the  Eagle  or  other  public  media  in  which 
it  might  in  the  course  of  time  become  known  to  my  mother, 
Anne  Palmer. 

My  mother  believes  that  I continued  to  be  a cherubic  and 
law  abiding  child  after  leaving  Tyringham  for  Lenox  School 
for  Boys  as  a 12  year  old  in  1952.  She  would  be  horrified 
to  learn  that  I began  there  a career  of  petty  crime  that  led 
up  and  down  slippery  slopes  and  treacherous  trails  into 
the  clutches  of  an  unbreakable  addiction  to  long  distance 
running. 


Reese  Palmer  and  George  Gilder  running 
on  Breakneck  Road  with  Elkhound,  Laffer,  1981 


I say  the  criminality  was  petty,  but  it  was  recorded  in 
scarlet:  red  marks,  and  black,  often  circled  and  doubled, 
on  the  bulletin  board  in  the  entryway  at  St.  Martin’s  Hall, 
the  grand  central  building  with  an  elegant  cupola  that  today 
greets  a visitor  to  Shakespeare  and  Company. 

The  red  and  black  marks  signified  demerits  that  I had 
incurred  by  various  violations  of  the  rules  of  the  school, 
requiring  punctuality,  hygiene,  dust-free-under-beds,  and 
confinement  to  the  campus,  with  no  secret  excursions  to 
movie  theaters  or  other  urban  temptations  in  Pittsfield  or 
Lee,  where  I particularly  favored  films  with  Grace  Kelly  or 
Sophia  Loren. 

Although  I led  the  entire  school  in  accumulating  these 
demerits,  I had  the  good  fortune  of  the  company  of  several 
amicable  fellow  offenders.  Leader  among  them  was  Bobby 
Wilkins,  a transfer  student  from  Williston  Academy  in 
Easthampton,  and  perhaps  15  other  serious  delinquents. 
Ordinarily  we  worked  off  out  black  marks  by  weeding  the 
school’s  expansive  lawns  or  washing  its  many  windows  or 
scrubbing  its  long  corridors.  But  that  year  of  1954,  the  black 
and  red  mark  crime  wave  had  produced  so  many  eligible 
miscreants  with  so  many  potential  hours  of  obligations  that 
the  headmaster  Reverend  Robert  Curry  at  last  contrived  a 
special  punishment  to  enable  us  all  to  dispose  of  our  black 
marks  without  distracting  from  our  school  assignments. 

He  had  us  roused  at  5 AM  to  walk  for  two  hours  around 
the  “four  corners”  of  Lenox,  down  Old  Stockbridge  Road, 


across  Frothingham  Crossroad,  and  back  up  Kemble 
Street  to  the  school  every  morning  until  all  the  marks  were 
worked  off.  For  a week  or  so  we  followed  the  regimen 
faithfully,  trudging  sullenly  around  the  specified  course  by 
the  dawn’s  early  light. 

As  a former  trackman  at  Williston,  however,  Bobby 
Wilkins,  who  was  one  of  several  black  students  at  Lenox, 
found  all  the  walking  increasingly  unbearable.  So  one 
morning  he  earnestly  petitioned  the  reverend;  “Please, 
Sir,  let  me  run.”  After  a moment’s  pause,  looking  down 
grimly  at  Bobby’s  eager  face,  Curry  barked  in  his  best 
gruff  military  tone:  “Go  ahead.  Scram.” 

As  I watched  Bobby  bolt  exultantly  down  the  Old 
Stockbridge  Road,  and  up  the  slope  by  Winden  Hill,  I 
suddenly  found  myself  sprinting  after  him.  By  the  time 
he  got  to  the  turn  from  Frothingham  onto  Kemble,  I had 
caught  him.  In  the  final  stretch  back  to  St.  Martin’s,  he 
sprinted  away  from  me.  But  when  I struggled  in,  he  told 
me  I was  a runner,  and  should  sign  up  for  track  or  cross 
country  at  any  school  or  college  that  had  these  sports. 

In  various  institutions,  from  Exeter  to  the  Marines,  I 
have  been  running  ever  since  (in  recent  years  chiefly  on 
the  Appalachian  Trail  in  Tyringham).  Perhaps  my  best 
ever  race  came  earlier  this  year  on  Mount  Cranmore  in 
North  Conway,  NH,  where  I won  the  national  hill  racing 
championship  in  the  over  70  category.  As  I received  my 
accolades,  I gave  silent  credit  to  Bobby  Wilkins,  Robert 
Curry,  and  most  of  all,  my  93-year  old  mother,  who  used 
to  run  over  Cobble  at  age  60,  from  whom  I definitely 
inherited  my  running  stride  and  endurance. 


Wilbur  (Duffy)  Clark 

at  school  Duffy  Clark  (r)  at  play 
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Duffy’  Clark’s  1932  spelling  book 


Oh,  Those  Golden  Rule  Days 

Donna  Heath  Drake 

Our  school  on  the  hill  overlooking  the  town 
Remembering  years  ago  when  many  children  were  around 
It  housed  all  kids  grades  one  through  five 
We  young  people  kept  the  town  alive. 

Mrs.  Moore  our  first  and  Mrs.  Welch  our  last 
These  wonderful  teachers  who  are  part  of  our  past. 

They  gave  of  their  time  and  gave  of  themselves 
To  make  sure  each  student  was  able  to  excel. 

Not  only  in  studies  but  for  life  lessons  ahead, 

Don’t  always  see  darkness,  look  for  sunshine  instead. 

We  kids  grew  and  thrived  under  their  care. 

Who  we  are  now  is  partly  their  share. 

I look  at  the  world  as  we  see  it  today. 

And  it  saddens  me  to  see  this  dedication  gone  away... 

My  friends  I had  then  are  my  good  friends  still. 

Age  or  miles  make  no  difference  and  never  will. 

The  town  of  Tyringham  and  its  folks  are  a big  part  of  me. 
For  that  was  my  beginning  and  this  is  my  plea. 

Stay  happy  and  healthy  and  know  that  I care. 

For  it  was  my  greatest  joy  to  have  grown  up  there. 


“Stew”  School 

Sandy  Farnham 

Back  in  the  olden  days,  back  before  jets  arrived  on 
the  scene,  when  flights  were  either  first  class  or  red  carpet 
super  deluxe,  I had  the  rare  privilege  of  being  one  of  the  four 
out  of  one  hundred  chosen  to  be  a stewardess  as  we  were 
called  way  back  then.  Arriving  in  Cheyenne,  Wyoming  on 
a blustery  bitter  cold  February  day  in  the  1950s,  the  twenty 
of  us  really  weren’t  prepared  for  living  in  a barracks  on  a 
SAC  base.  Nor  were  we  prepared  to  be  awakened  early  in 
the  AM  to  the  sound  of  a “scramble”  as  the  jets  were  parked 
right  outside  our  windows.  One  day  it  was  38  below  zero 
and  we  were  told  that  as  it  was  such  a dry  cold  we  could  go 
outside.  We  did  - In  Bermuda  shorts  and  thin  wool  sweaters 
just  to  see  what  would  happen.  We  were  all  proper  young 
ladies  and  wore  white  gloves,  hats,  and  were  weighed  and 
measured  to  the  nth  degree.  Our  nail  polish  and  lipstick  not 
only  matched,  it  was  the  required  Revlon’s  “Fire  and  Ice” 


and  our  hair  was  not  to  touch  our  collar.  We  were  allowed 
an  evening  a week  to  go  into  Cheyenne  where  we  were 
also  allowed  to  have  one  drink  in  the  Wigwam  Room  of  the 
Plains  Hotel.  That  drink  preferably  a daiquiri.  Looking  back, 

it  all  seems  so  terribly  quaint. 

Contrary  to  public  opinion, 
we  were  not  just  hostesses; 
we  were  trained  rigorously  by 
the  FAA  in  safety,  emergency 
evacuation  and  emergency 
procedures.  We  didn’t  just 
memorize  the  city  codes  for 
the  cities  we  were  to  fly  into, 
we  drilled,  practiced  and  drilled 
again, meanwhile  learning 
all  the  nooks  and  crannies 
of  each  type  of  aircraft.  The 
day  we  took  off  in  a twin 
engine  twenty  seat  Convair 
flying  through  the  Rockies  for 
more  extensive  emergency 
training  was  more  than  just 
interesting.  It  was  also  cold 
and  noisy,  particularly  when 
they  took  out  a window  and 
we  drilled  all  sorts  of  things 
Sandra  McKenzie  Farnham  ^ rather  not  remember.  The 
at  her  United  Airlines  pilot  did  multiple  nOSe  diveS 

Ste\sardess  School  graduation  and  maneuvers  and  no  matter 

how  hard  he  tried,  none  of 
us  needed  an  air  sickness  bag.  Back  on  terra  firma  we 
climbed  out  windows,  slid  down  wings,  and  practiced 
all  sorts  of  scenarios  and  drills.  We  had  to  know  how  to 
take  out  windows,  and  activate  the  slides.  Every  possible 
occurrence  had  to  be  touched  upon. 

We  did  role  playing  in  how  to  handle  unusual  passengers 
of  which  there  were  many.  We  all  giggled  about  how  there 
were  curtains  in  the  blue  rooms  (bathrooms)  and  invariably 
some  little  old  lady  would  go  in  and  close  the  curtains,  as 
if  anyone  could  see  in  at  20,000  feet.  Not  even  pigeons  fly 
that  high.  We  couldn’t  be  married  back  then  but  the  airline 
gave  you  a “honeymoon  pass”  in  the  event  we  decided  to 
leave. 

When  we  were  faced  with  flying  the  jets,  no  one  wanted 
to.  It  was  twice  the  work,  twice  the  number  of  people  and 
half  the  layover  time.  Actually  I enjoyed  them.  By  the  time  I 
left  I was  #21  in  seniority  out  of  JFK,  flew  two  turn-arounds 
- one  to  Denver,  one  to  Chicago  - then  to  San  Francisco 
where  I had  a two  day  layover  - and  then  repeated  the 
scenario.  Not  bad  to  work  eight  days  or  so  a month.  And 
having  reciprocal  agreements  with  other  airlines  meant  we 
could  bid  our  days  off  and  flit  off  to  Paris  for  a weekend  and 
be  back  in  time  to  go  to  work. 

Even  after  we  graduated  and  left  for  our  assorted 
domiciles,  each  time  a new  type  of  equipment  came  out  we 
had  to  go  back  and  be  checked  out  by  the  FAA.  I was  based 
at  what  is  now  JFK,  so  that’s  where  I went.  These  training 
sessions  were  not  only  rigorous,  but  done  when  it  was 
convenient  for  them  which  just  happened  to  be  between  the 
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hours  of  midnight  and  6 AM.  And,  there  is  an  organization  of 
us  called  “Clipped  Wings”,  and  books  written,  where  we’ve 
shared  our  experiences  and  our  giggles.  We  learned  to 
operate  the  slides  and  how  to  get  passengers  to  leave  their 
shoes  and  jump  so  their  fannies  landed  on  the  red  circle 
just  down  from  the  door.  Of  course  we  had  to  have  an  able 
bodied  person  chosen  to  stand  at  the  bottom  of  the  slide 
and  assist  those  sliding  down,  as  well  as  someone  on  the 
ground  to  assist  those  sliding  down  wings.  By  6 AM  when 
we  were  dismissed,  our  next  goal  was  to  find  a decent  place 
in  NYC  open  at  that  hour  for  breakfast. 


Long  Division 

Holly  McLennan  Ketron 


When  I was  in  second  grade  (1949?),  sitting  in  the 
second  row  from  the  door,  Mrs.  Moore  was  teaching  the 
Fennelly  twins,  or  some  such  grown-up  kids  in  5th  grade 
over  on  the  far  side  of  the  room  how  to  do  long  division.  While 
furtively  watching  and  listening  in  on  that  lesson,  I was  filled 
with  heavy  dread,  and  the  experience  set  a pattern  for  me  of 
thinking  only  bad  things  lay  ahead  in  school.  And  also,  Mary 
Jean  Smith  always  got  to  play  Dale  Evans  in  recess  which 
was  hard  since  I was  in  love  with  Roy  Rogers  at  the  time. 

In  the  end,  I did  learn  to  do  long  division  over  in  the 
final  row  to  the  left,  the  fifth  grade  row.  I suppose  really 
the  experience  of  watching  apparently  hopeless  tasks  get 
closer  and  closer,  over  years  not  minutes,  was  especially 
good  preparation  for  growing  up,  going  to  work,  coping 
with  everything  in  life,  and  most  especially,  for  getting 
old. 

Good  Old  Days 

Karen  Winters  Williams 

When  I was  five  years  old,  two  great  things  happened 
to  me.  I started  the  first  grade  at  the  Tyringham  School 
and  I met  Rosa  Loring  who  became  my  best  friend.  As 
of  September  we  have  enjoyed  that  friendship  for  sixty 
years.  Besides  Rosa,  I made  many  other  friends.  To 
this  day  I treasure  those  friendships  and  the  wonderful 


memories  I have  of  my  Tyringham  School  days. 

Mrs.  Moore  was  my  teacher  for  the  first  year,  then  Mrs. 
Welch  the  next  four.  Mrs.  Darey  came  to  teach  us  Art  on 
Tuesdays  and  Mr.  Noyes  also  came  once  a week  to  teach  us 
music.  Once  in  a while  Mr.  Welcome  (the  superintendent) 
came  to  visit.  He  sat  at  the  teacher’s  desk  and  watched  us. 
I think  I was  a bit  scared  of  him. 

My  love  of  reading  started  in  first  grade  reading  Mack 
and  Muff.  At  one  point  I remember  Denny  Curtin  and  I had 
our  own  reading  class. 

As  I write  this,  the  memories  keep  flowing.  My  dog 
Blackie  walking  me  to  school  and  coming  back  to  walk  me 
home;  getting  to  wear  the  patrol  belt;  recess,  when  the  boys 
had  to  stay  on  one  side  of  the  chimney  and  the  girls  on  the 
other;  the  long  coat  rack  in  the  cloak  room  (where  again 
the  girls  were  on  one  side  and  the  boys  on  the  other);  Mrs. 
Welch’s  hot  plate  inside  the  boiler  room  door  where  she 
heated  water  to  make  her  tea;  and  the  end-of-year  picnic 
at  Gibson’s  Grove  at  Lake  Buel.  What  a great  day  that  was! 

The  holidays  were  so  much  fun.  We  had  a costume  party 
at  Halloween.  Our  mothers  sent  in  goodies,  we  bobbed  for 
apples,  ate  donuts  off  strings  and  drank  cider.  This  party 
took  place  in  the  “other  room”.  At  Christmas  we  had  our 
“program”  at  the  Town  Hall.  For  weeks  we  practiced  poems, 
songs  and  parts  for  a play.  We  even  got  to  walk  down  to 
the  Town  Hall  for  a rehearsal.  Then  came  the  big  night. 

There  was  a decorated  Christmas  Tree  with  gifts  under 
it  for  all  the  children  provided  by  the  townspeople  who  had 
drawn  names  from  a basket  at  Curtin’s  store.  After  we 
performed  before  a packed  house  (some  of  us  experiencing 
terrible  stage  fright),  up  the  stairs  stomping  his  feet,  ringing 
bells  and  ho  ho  ho-ing  came  Santa.  As  we  got  older  we 
would  whisper  to  each  other  trying  to  guess  who  Santa  was. 
After  receiving  our  gifts  we  were  given  small  boxes  of  hard 
candy  and  an  orange.  The  boxes  had  a little  string  handle. 

A few  nights  before  Memorial  Day,  we  would  meet  at 
the  Town  Hall,  and  with  everyone  carrying  a small  flag  we 
would  march  with  some  of  the  town  veterans  and  the  Lee 
High  School  band  by  the  school  to  the  cemetery.  While  our 
parents  stood  along  the  fence  being  eaten  up  by  bugs,  we 
would  recite  poems  such  as  “In  Flanders  fields”.  Then  after 
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taps,  we  would  march  down  the  Main  road  to  the  bridge  and 
throw  pansies  into  the  brook  in  honor  of  those  lost  at  sea. 
Along  the  route  there  were  a lot  of  lilac  bushes  in  bloom. 
I never  smell  lilacs  without  being  transported  back  to  that 
night. 

One  last  memory.  We  made  a time  capsule  (a  glass  jar 
that  we  filled  with  whatever)  and  buried  it  out  in  back  of  the 
school  under  what  was  then  a small  evergreen  tree.  The 
tree  is  huge  and  there  is  a gas  tank  there  now.  Chuck  Clark 
and  I have  often  talked  about  how  much  we  would  like  to 
dig  it  up. 

Does  anyone  else  remember  it? 


“Granny” 

Donald  Davis,  Jr. 
(written  while  at  BCC) 


Learning  to  read  and  write  in  a one-room  schoolhouse 
is  almost  a thing  of  the  past  these  days.  But  in  the  1950s, 
when  the  baby  boom  was  in  its  heyday  and  Tyringham 
School  was  hosting  grades  one  through  five,  learning  was 
strictly  enforced  and  laziness  heartily  reprimanded  in  our 
classroom.  Intimidation  was  the  name  of  the  game  at 
Tyringham  School  and  the  rules  of  the  game  were  plain 
and  simple.  Our  teacher,  who  ruled  with  an  iron  hand, 
was  Emily  B.  Welch,  better  known  by  kids  and  parents  as 
Granny  Welch.  Granny  was,  and  still  is.  Swamp  Yankee 
to  the  core,  and  she  boasted  continually  of  her  ancestors’ 
trials  and  tribulations  in  “coming  over  on  the  Mayflower”. 
Also  among  Granny’s  relatives  was  John  Chapman,  or  as 
we  know  him,  Johnny  Appleseed,  whom  Granny  constantly 
made  reference  to,  as  he  was,  according  to  her,  a great 
American  who  did  much  more  for  his  country  than  roam 
aimlessly  around  the  countryside  planting  apple  trees. 
Stories  of  Johnny  Appleseed’s  dealings  in  everyday  life 
situations  were  used  by  Granny  to  strengthen  our  moral 
characters  and  also  to  add  color  to  our  history  lessons. 


which,  by  the  way,  always  seemed  to  wander  back  to  the 
Mayflower  and  Granny’s  relatives. 

Every  morning  before  classes  started,  we  would  be 
put  through  one  of  Granny’s  rituals.  She  would  stand  at 
the  head  of  the  classroom  adjusting  her  dress  and  slip 
which  never  needed  adjusting  but  was  her  signal  to  us 
that  inspection  would  begin  shortly.  Granny  would  march 
up  and  down  the  aisles,  her  shoes  making  sharp  clicks  on 
the  hardwood  floors  like  a German  storm  trooper  clicking 
and  spinning.  She  would  move  from  desk  to  desk  checking 
hands  and  fingernails  for  any  traces  of  dirt  we  might  have 
encountered  on  our  way  to  school  that  morning.  “A  clean 
body  is  the  first  step  to  a healthy  mind”.  Granny  would  say, 
attributing  these  words  of  wisdom  to  one  of  her  relatives  of  a 
generation  long  gone  by.  She  was  immaculate  herself  and 
she  had  aged  with  dignity  and  grace.  She  always  wore  dark 
colored  dresses,  the  kind  with  the  buttons  all  the  way  up  the 
front.  On  her  lapel  she  wore  her  Daughters  of  the  American 
Revolution  and  Eastern  Star  pins,  like  merit  badges  for  us 
to  see. 

Aside  from  the  everyday  chores  of  teaching  us  reading, 
writing  and  arithmetic.  Granny  was  also  very  concerned  with 
our  cultural  development,  and  having  a musical  background 
and  some  experience  in  stage  craft,  she  undertook,  at  every 
major  holiday,  a great  production  of  which  she  was  the 
“director”  and  we  were  the  “starts”.  By  about  the  third  grade, 
she  noticed  I had  the  most  resonant  voice  in  school.  It  must 
have  been  at  recess  when  she  made  this  discovery,  as  none 
of  us  dared  speak  above  a whisper  in  her  presence.  It  was 
at  this  time  that  I was  chosen,  or  given  the  honor,  according 
to  Granny,  of  delivering  Lincoln’s  Gettysburg  Address  at  the 
town’s  annual  Memorial  Day  services  held  at  the  cemetery 
in  front  of  everyone  in  town.  I never  forgot  that  feeling  I had 
when  Granny  told  me  I had  to  memorize  that  speech  and 
deliver  it  in  front  of  the  whole  town.  Nor  will  I ever  forget  the 
lecture  and  word  lashing  I received  when,  after  two  weeks’ 
time,  I had  learned  barely  more  than  “Four  score  and  seven 
years  ago”! 

Lastly,  I’ll  never  forget  the  way  Granny  instilled  in  me  the 
courage  to  stand  up  in  front  of  the  whole  town  and  give  that 
speech  - courage  born  from  sheer  fear  of  the  unknown. 
I learned  three  lessons  that  spring  evening  in  May:  fear, 
courage  and  relief. 
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When  Nature  is  our  Classroom 

Emily  Bernard 

Books  are  a great  way  to  learn  about  nature,  history 
and  science.  But,  sometimes  the  best  lessons  are  learned 
in  Nature's  Classroom  outdoors;  Tyringham  is  the  perfect 
spot  for  a little  one  to  experience  everything  nature  has  to 
offer  first-hand.  For  our  five-year-old,  Lyle,  life  at  Camelot,  a 
Hinterland  Farm,  is  chock  full  of  hands-on  lessons  starting 
well  before  the  bell  rings  at  school  and  often  doesn’t  end 
until  well  after  the  last  child  has  gotten  off  the  school  bus. 
Farm  chores  begin  when  the  rooster  crows  - that  means 
haying  horses,  mucking  stalls  and  checking  for  eggs. 

B ugs  seem  to  be  bigger  and  more  beautiful  in  the  valey. 
A luna  moth  is  easily  as  large  as  a blue  jay  with  colors  that 
are  equally  as  vibrant.  In  the  summer,  our  little  guy  doesn’t 
belong  to  a fancy  country  club  instead  he  walks  through 
a beautiful  field  to  a natural  spring  cooling  off  at  the  town 
pool.  Lyle  loves  catching  frogs  and  chasing  minnows.  Mud 
between  his  toes  doesn’t  instill  fear  instead  it’s  familiar. 
Gym  class  and  field  trips  take  place  on  the  AT  with  a hike 
out  our  back  door  or  up  to  the  Cobble  with  our  dog,  Rosie. 


Lyle  Bernard  without  training  wheels 

Many  young  children  learn  to  ride  their  bikes  on  pavement 
or  sidewalks,  not  our  little  dare  devil  . This  summer  the 
training  wheels  came  off  and  Lyle  learned  to  ride  a two- 
wheeler on  a dirt  road  (truth  is  - it’s  a lot  less  painful  when 
you  hit  soft  earth , yet  another  of  life’s  lessons  in  the  country). . 

When  we’re  not  exploring  the  valley  our  next  favorite 
spot  is  up  at  Goose  Pond  where  tubing,  boating  and  fishing 
spring  to  life  and  if  fortunate,  one  might  get  a glimpse  of  a 
great  American  Bald  Eagle. 

Come  fall  Lyle’s  out  back  picking  apples  off  the  trees.  In 
his  world.  Hansel  and  Gretel  are  not  part  of  a fairy  tale.  The 
Gingerbread  House  really  is  across  the  street!  Lyle  looks 
forward  to  trips  with  daddy  to  the  transfer  station  where 
he  learns  about  recycling  and  enjoys  swapping  stories 
with  Joe  and  the  others.  And  while  our  son  hasn’t  taken 
up  hunting  (although  he  has  a fantastic  imagination  and 
believes  he  is  a Jedi  warrior  and  is  often  seen  sporting  a 
light  saber)  he  sure  knows  what  the  color  orange  means 


and  wears  it  when  he’s  out  in  the  woods.  After  all,  survival 
and  knowing  and  understanding  the  rules  are  important. 

There  are  no  grades  for  good  work  on  the  farm  - but,  a 
pony,  tractor,  snow  mobile  or  mule  ride  are  a nice  way  to 
reward  a hard  day’s  work.  Team  work,  self-esteem,  respect 
for  nature,  and  an  insatiable  appetite  to  learn  will  help  our 
little  guy  graduate  with  high  marks  during  his  “school  days” 
in  Tyringham  Valley. 


New  York  City  Public  School 

Paul  Freed 


I attended  public  school  in  New  York  City  in  the  1950s. 
Brooklyn,  to  be  exact.  The  Fifties  was  an  outwardly  serene 
time  in  America.  Just  below  the  surface,  however,  paranoia 
reigned.  Polio  was  rampant,  trapping  children  who  couldn’t 
breathe  on  their  own  in  cylindrical  iron  lungs.  Premature 
babies  were  dying  in  hospitals  for  some  undetermined 
reason;  and  although  Fascism  had  been  defeated  less  than 
ten  years  earlier,  the  new  scourge.  Communism,  was  on  the 
rise.  Some  people  saw  Red  in  the  fluoridated  water,  on  the 
screens  of  Hollywood,  under  their  beds,  and  in  the  “Bomb,” 
which  could  be  dropped  on  us  at  any  time. 

Once  a week,  all  public  schools  throughout  the  City 
conducted  air  raid  drills.  When  the  alarm-bell  rang,  everyone 
in  my  kindergarten  class  - wearing  our  mandatory  issued 
ID  dog  tags  - filed  out  of  our  classroom  and  into  the  school 
hallway,  along  with  everyone  else  in  grades  one  to  six.  We 
were  told  to  sit  on  the  floor  and  face  the  wall  with  our  hands 
over  our  heads.  At  the  time,  none  of  us  thought  about  or 
understood  what  we  were  doing.  It  was  just  another  part  of 
the  school  week.  Looking  back,  I now  have  to  wonder  who 
decided  that  placing  our  hands  over  our  heads  was  going 
to  save  us  from  nuclear  attack;  or  how  they  were  going  to 
identify  what  was  left  of  us  from  the,  presumably,  unmelted 
dog  tags. 

It  was  in  this  atmosphere  that  I first  came  face  to  face 
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with  the  heavy  hand  of  officially  sanctioned  authority.  I was 
in  the  afternoon  session  of  my  kindergarten  class.  My  twin 
cousins,  Joni  and  Judi,  who  lived  next  door  to  my  family  and 
were  in  the  sixth  grade  of  the  same  school,  picked  me  up 
at  the  end  of  every  school  day  and  walked  me  home.  On 
one  particular  day,  we  were  held  back  after  the  last  bell  and 
lined  up  in  front  of  our  teachers.  Miss  Flynn  and  Miss  Day.  It 
seems  that  a bracelet  one  of  my  classmates  wore  to  school 
that  day  was  missing.  Our  two  teachers  were  convinced 
that  it  had  been  stolen;  and  that  if  it  wasn’t  taken  by  some 
Commie  infiltrator,  it  had  to  have  been  one  of  the  twenty-five 
terrified  five  year  olds  standing  in  front  of  them.  None  of  us 
would  be  allowed  to  leave  until  the  thief  came  clean. 

While  my  cousins  waited  at  the  open  class  door.  Miss 
Flynn  and  Miss  Day,  looking  as  severe  and  ruthless  as  ever, 
walked  up  and  down  the  lineup  of  trembling  boys  and  girls, 
staring  intently  at  each  of  us. 

Finally,  little  Barbara  Rotelli,  one  hand  over  her  mouth 
- no  doubt  to  hide  the  shame  of  her  crime  - raised  her 
other  hand  and  stepped  forward  in  front  of  Miss  Flynn.  “Miss 
Flynn,”  muffled  Barbara  through  her  hand.  “Yes  dear?” 
huffed  Miss  Flynn,  triumphant  at  seemingly  having  forced 
a confession.  “I...  I...  I have  to  throw  up,”  said  Barbara, 
as  she  removed  her  hand  from  her  mouth  and  projectile- 
vomited  yellow  bile  all  over  Miss  Flynn’s  blue  dress,  with 
white  petticoat  underneath. 

It  was  as  if  a nuclear  bomb  had  figuratively  been  dropped 
on  our  classroom.  Kids  exploded  screaming  in  every 
direction.  Miss  Flynn,  holding  up  the  hem  of  her  dress- 
revealing  the  aforementioned  petticoat,  but  neatly  retaining 
the  puddle  of  vomit  in  the  lap  of  her  skirt  - headed  for  the 
faculty  bathroom,  while  Miss  Day  loudly  dismissed  the  class. 

I was  already  halfway  down  the  school  hall  with  my 
cousins,  who,  for  some  reason  I couldn’t  at  that  moment 
understand,  were  laughing  hysterically. 

The  infamous  “missing”  bracelet  was  never  found. 


Eagle  at  Goose  Pond  - taken  by  Tim  Puntin 


College  Advice 

Tony  Puntin 

I would  love  to  say  that  my  time  at  college  was  the 
happiest  of  my  life.  In  reality  is  was  as  hard  as  hell.  The  joy 
of  finally  being  “free”  of  your  parents  quickly  turned  to  the 
realization  that  there  is  no  one  there  to  protect  you  anymore. 
All  of  the  “givens”  that  you  came  to  enjoy  - clean  clothes,  a 
hot  meal  prepared  for  you,  money  - are  all  gone. 

It’s  time  to  grow  up.  It’s  time  to  learn  how  to  learn.  I 
took  the  relatively  long  road  through  college:  5 years,  4 
schools,  1 degree.  There  were  highs  and  lows.  I made 
great  friends  and  met  a young  woman  who  is  still  with  me 
22  years  later.  But  make  no  mistake  about  it,  it  is  work.  If 
you  treat  college  like  a job  - 40  hours  per  week  and  study 
like  you  may  be  fired  any  day  - you  will  be  successful.  Don’t 
be  afraid  to  push  the  envelope.  Steve  Jobs  said  “Stay 
hungry,  stay  foolish”.  For  me,  that  was  every  day  in  college. 


SiMon . 


Hom^oK 
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Hip  Hip  Hooray 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 

Tyringham  School  days  bring  back  many  fond  memories. 
I feel  very  fortunate  to  be  an  alumna  of  our  two  room  school 
house  here  in  Tyringham.  I spent  six  years  in  Tyringham 
and  then  onto  Lee  Central  and  Lee  High  School  in  Lee,  MA. 
We  were  supposed  to  go  to  Lee  in  5th  grade  but  they  kept 
us  back  in  Tyringham  because  the  amount  of  kids  entering 
school  was  declining  and  the  same  thing  happened  the 
next  year,  I remember  our  class  was  so  mad  both  times  that 
happened,  but  it  all  worked  out  in  the  end. 

Mrs. Welch  was  a very  nice  lady  and  a good  teacher. 
She  was  a very  strict  teacher  and  I was  terrified  of  getting  in 
trouble  so  I listened  very  carefully.  All  grades  were  aligned 
by  row,  first  grade  in  the  first  row  second  grade  in  the 
second  row  and  so  on.  We  had  morning  exercises  every 
day  which  consisted  of  the  pledge  of  allegiance  to  the  flag, 
singing  a patriotic  song,  and  then  a morning  prayer.  One 
of  the  older  kids  was  picked  to  hoist  up  the  American  flag 
and  then  the  entire  school  played  a couple  tunes  on  our 
flutes.  Each  student  was  checked  to  see  if  their  teeth  were 
brushed  and  their  finger  nails  were  clipped  and  clean.  All 
the  girls  had  to  wear  dresses  or  skirts  and  could  only  play 
on  the  jungle  gym  if  we  brought  in  a pair  of  pants  to  put  on 
during  recess  and  lunch  break. 

We  always  celebrated  the  holidays.  On  Halloween  we 
would  have  parties  after  lunch  and  we  could  wear  our 
costumes.  One  year  a few  classmates  of  mine  snuck  into 
the  boiler  room  and  ate  all  the  donuts  and  drank  the  cider. 
When  it  was  time  for  the  donuts  and  cider  to  be  brought 
out,  there  was  none  for  the  parents  and  students  and  Mrs. 
Salvatore  was  so  angry  she  could  hardly  carry  on.  The  next 
morning  three  boys  were  inside  before  the  morning  bell  and 
they  were  getting  yelled  at  and  getting  hit  with  a ruler  across 
their  knuckles  for  stealing. 

We  had  Christmas  plays  on  stage  at  the  Town  Hall 
every  year  and  it  seemed  like  we  were  performing  in  front  of 
hundreds  of  people.  Santa  always  showed  up  to  hand  out 
candy  and  a gift  to  everyone  whether  they’d  been  naughty 
or  nice. 


On  Valentine’s  Day  we  always  had  a nice  party.  We  had 
to  make  the  Valentine’s  card  box  and  on  Valentine’s  Day 


everyone  brought  their  cards  to  school  and  threw  them  into 
it.  One  of  the  older  kids  always  passed  out  Valentine  cards 
during  the  party.  Most  of  the  Valentine  cards  were  hand 
made  and  very  nice,  and  the  box  was  raffled  off  to  one  of 
the  kids. 

Our  Memorial  Day  exercise  was  always  a great  time 
but  nerve  racking.  I was  always  scared  I would  forget  my 
part  I had  to  read.  It  was  only  about  a paragraph  but  with 
the  town’s  people  staring  at  me,  it  made  me  nervous.  We 
always  marched  from  the  Town  Hall  to  the  cemetery  with 
the  Lee  High  School  band  and  the  town’s  people  stood  in 
front  of  Hoppy  and  Dot  Loring’s  house  and  we  were  behind 
the  fence  in  the  cemetery.  Standing  on  the  raised  hill 
overlooking  the  crowd  while  reciting  poetry  and  speeches 
one  by  one. 

Our  school  picnic  in  June  just  before  school  released 
for  the  summer  was  always  one  of  everyone’s  favorites. 
We  would  take  a school  bus  to  York  Pond  in  Sandisfield. 
We  would  swim  and  cook  out  for  hours.  I remember  after 
lunch  everyone  had  to  wait  at  least  one  hour  before  going 
swimming  because  you  could  get  cramps  and  drown  if 
you  didn’t.  The  whole  school  would  be  lined  up  near  the 
shore  just  waiting  for  Mrs.  Welch  to  blow  the  whistle  so  we 
could  get  back  into  the  water.  Finally  she  would  blow  it 
and  everyone  went  running  back  into  the  water.  The  ride 
back  home  was  fun  because  we  all  would  be  singing  and 
laughing.  We  sang  three  cheers  for  Tyringham  and  three 
cheers  for  Mrs.  Welch,  the  bus  driver,  and  the  chaperones.  I 
am  sure  all  the  alumni  remember  that  song  and  those  good 
‘ol  days!  Hip  Hip  hooray  111!  Who  remembers  the  entire 
song? 


School  Days  Confusion 

Penny  Borax 


When  I was  in  kindergarten  in  Los  Angeles,  I came 
home  one  day  singing  “golden,  rotten  asters”  and  told  my 
mother  I’d  learned  this  song  in  school.  She  was  sure  I 
hadn’t  heard  something  correctly.  I knew  asters  were  a 
kind  of  flower,  and  I knew  the  words  “golden”  and  “rotten”, 
but  “goldenrod”  was  something  I’d  never  seen  or  heard  of 
in  southern  California. 

So,  when  many  years  later,  I married  John  Donald  and 
came  to  Tyringham,  I FINALLY  found  out  what  the  words 
of  the  song  “goldenrod  and  asters”  meant ! 
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Tyringham  School  Teachers 


Mrs.  Moore  c.  1947 


Miss  Sheldon 


Eloise  Stedman  and  Blanche  Garfield 


Does  anyone  have 
a photo  of  Mrs.  Welch? 


The  Last  Day  of  School,  1905 


Mary  Estelle  Stedman.  1 925, 
after  retirement. 


While  on  his  honeymoon  boarding  at  the  Canon  farm  (where  the  Garners  now  live)  Mini  Gilder 's  grandfather,  James  B.  Ludlow,  took  this  series 
of pictures  at  the  Center  School.  Blanche  Garfield,  was  the  sister  of  Abbie  Garfield  Canon.  It  shows  the  flurry  of  activity  on  the  last  day  of 
school  as  the  teacher  rounded  up  pupils  for  a year-end  photo. 


The  Downs  sisters  in  their  best 
dresses 


Dick  Moore,  Louisa 
Ludlow,  Mina  Heath 
and  Blanche  Garfield 


Walter  Stedman.  Dick  Moore 
and  Homer  Bosworth  with 
Eloise  Stedman  and  Blanche  Garfield 


Miss  Garfield  arranges  the  students  for  the  school  photo 


School 's  out!  Let 's  go  fishing! 


At  last!  The  official  school  photograph!  (Note  the  cutout  verge  board 
which  once  decorated  the  front  gable  of  the  school  house.) 
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Where  were  the  old  school  houses?  They  are  shown  on  this  1876  Beers  Map 
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John  Mason  Harding 
1929-2010 

Mason  Harding  first  moved  to  the  Berkshires  as  an  eight 
year  old  when  the  army  transferred  his  father  Horace  to  a 
post  in  Pittsfield.  Having  never  heard  of  Pittsfield,  Mason’s 
mother  was  furious  with  her  husband’s  assignment,  yet  the 
Berkshires  soon  became  the  one  place  this  military  family 
returned  each  year  and  the  place  that  eventually  became 
their  home. 

Mason  went  off  to  school,  became  a lawyer,  and  married 
Peggy.  Early  in  their  married  life,  they  started  spending  time 
in  Lenox,  near  Mason’s  parents.  While  he  enjoyed  living  in 
the  hubbub  of  New  York  during  his  working  years.  Mason 
always  maintained  a sense  of  continuity  with  his  past,  and 
that  connection  was  most  strongly  felt  in  the  Berkshires. 
He  was  engaged  and  involved  in  his  work  as  a lawyer,  yet 
towards  the  end  of  his  career,  he  pursued  an  interest  he 
had  always  felt  for  art.  He  studied  the  work  of  Piero  Della 
Francesca,  learned  to  paint,  and  took  a great  interest  in  the 
world  of  artists. 


Adele  Alsop  Howard  with  her  brother.  Dr.  Reese  Alsop 
Photo  by  Sophie  Howard  Palmer 


Adele  Alsop  Howard 
1914-2011 

Adele  Alsop  Howard,  sister  of  Robert  Alsop  and 
Anne  Alsop  Palmer,  longtime  resident  of  Bushby  House, 
Greystoke,  Cumbria,  England,  died  on  February  15'^ 
201 1 . At  her  request  her  ashes  were  thrown  into  the 
Caldew  River  where  she  hoped  a salmon  would  eat 
them  and  swim  with  them  down  river  into  the  Irish  Sea 
and  then  across  the  Atlantic  to  Long  Island  Sound; 
thence  up  the  Housatonic  to  Hop  Brook  where  he  would 
leave  them  at  the  bottom  of  the  Tyringham  valley,  which 
she  loved. 


Anne  Alsop  Palmer 


Peggy  and  Mason  both  loved  Tyringham.  While  Mason’s 
view  was  perhaps  from  a greater  distance  than  Peggy’s, 
he  always  kept  track  of  the  goings-on  in  the  town.  He  took 
quiet  satisfaction  not  just  in  finding  himself  in  the  midst  of 
landscape  he  considered  among  the  most  beautiful  in  the 
world,  but  in  finding  himself  amidst  a well-functioning  and 
dynamic  community. 


Thomas  Harding 


Anne  Palmer  and  Adele  Howard  in  the  1980s 
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Sissy’s  Stroll  2011 


Sissy  Whalen  Curtin,  school  photo 


Will,  Charlie  and  Megan  Loring 


Gerry  Curtin 


Helen  Curtin 


Lori  and  John  Curtin 


Joe  Whalen 


Noah  and  Nicky  Choquette  with 
Jackson  and  little  Gavin 


Loring  fetching  Candy 


Strolling  in  Sissy  s memory 


Tim  Schaefer 


Tom  Curtin 


Photos  by  Frania  Caulfield 
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Tyringham  Fire  Company  parades  in  Lee 


Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company 

We  were  called  32  times  this  fiscal  year  (7/1/10  through 
6/30/11)  with  nothing  too  serious  although  carbon  monoxide 
calls  were  and  are  always  serious.  Please  check  your 
batteries  in  all  detectors  whenever  you  change  the  clocks 
and  put  in  new  ones.  It  is  very  cheap  insurance. 

Our  fundraisers  were  very  successful  again,  and  thanks 
to  everyone  who  came.  We  are  looking  at  some  projects 
around  the  station  and  will  update  so  as  to  serve  you  all 
better. 

Again,  please  make  sure  your  smoke  detectors  and  CO 
detectors  are  working.  Thank  you. 

James  J.  Curtin 
Fire  Chief 


Vital  Statistics 

Marriages  - None 

Deaths  - John  Mason  Harding,  September  28,  2010 
Births:  Hollis  A.  Ellerbee  - born  to  Elizabeth 

Charpentier  and  Shawne  Ellerbee  April  16,  2011 
Cole  DeSantis  - born  to  Vanessa  DeSantis 
and  Nicholas  DeSantis  September  10,  2010 
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Hale.  Harry  Loring.  Arnold  Hale  Photo  Berkshire  Eagle 


Selectmen  News  2011 

During  the  fall  of  2010  our  Highway  Department 
continued  to  make  improvements  on  the  drainage  as  well 
as  the  surface  of  George  Cannon  Road.  In  the  summer  of 
2011 , Main  Road  (from  Slaters’  Farm  to  the  Town  Park)  was 
ground  and  resurfaced  at  a cost  of  around  $200,000  (95% 
came  from  Chapter  90  monies). 

This  past  winter  season  of  2010/2011  will  be  remembered 
for  some  time.  With  a record  number  of  snowstorms  and 
total  accumulation,  one  storm  was  declared  a state  of 
emergency  by  our  governor.  Though  we  did  over-shoot 
our  budget  for  snow  removal,  salt  and  sand,  we  did  it  with 
minimal  breakdowns  of  equipment  or  other  added  expenses. 
Mother  Nature  would  not  let  up  and  in  early  summer  we  had 
storms  which  carried  with  them  high  winds  causing  many 
downed  trees  as  well  as  power  and  communication  outages. 

With  the  help  of  our  Green  committee  the  Schoolhouse, 
Town  Hall  and  Highway  Garage  were  insulated. 

I would  like  to  thank  our  Highway  Department  crew,  Les 
Beebe,  Noah  Choquette  and  Andy  Slater  for  the  endless 
hours  they  put  in  for  the  town  this  past  year. 

My  sincere  gratitude  goes  to  Molly  Curtin-Schaefer  and 
Mimi  Crandall  for  being  one  step  ahead  of  me  and  keeping 
us  all  informed  of  any  concerns  or  issues  that  affect  our 
community. 

Many  thanks  to  our  postal  workers  who  support  our 
community  and  are  the  leaders  in  sales  of  steak  roast 
tickets  each  year. 

Thank  you  to  Joe  Delmolino  and  Tom  Fennelly  for  keeping 
us  in  compliance  at  the  transfer  station.  Also  thank  you  to 
my  colleagues  Peter  Curtin  and  Chris  Johnson.  Without 
their  candor,  patience  and  knowledge  I’d  be  lost. 

For  the  board  of  Selectmen 
Alan  B.  Wilcox,  Chairman 
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Tyringham  Free  Public  Library 


COA  Exercise  class.  Front:  Barbara  Adams,  Helen  Curtin 


Back:  Instructor.  Niti  Martin.  Alan  Garner,  Mary  Garner,  Holly  Ketron 

Council  on  Aging 

The  Tyringham  Council  on  Aging  had  an  active  year 
with  our  coffee  hours  on  Tuesday  and  Thursday  mornings, 
January  through  March.  We  have  weekly  osteoporosis 
classes  and  our  monthly  potiuck  luncheons,  the  second 
Tuesday  of  the  month,  September  through  May.  This  year 
we  had  speakers,  an  antique  road  show  and  bingo. 

The  goal  of  the  COA  is  to  keep  our  seniors  healthy 
and  involved  in  social  and  town  affairs,  and  to  help 
them  to  remain  in  their  homes.  We  arrange  for  drivers 
for  transportation  to  medical  appointments  and  other 
necessary  trips.  We  also  hold  the  flu  clinic. 

This  year,  the  town  held  a potiuck  picnic  at  the  town  pool. 
It  was  well  attended  by  everyone,  especially  the  seniors. 
We  all  hope  that  it  will  be  an  annual  event. 

The  Tyringham  COA  is  a member  of  the  Triad  program. 
The  purpose  of  Triad  is  to  keep  us  informed  regarding 
safety  issues  and  to  alert  us  to  scams  being  carried 
out  against  seniors.  Also,  it  is  the  firemen,  police  and 
seniors  working  together  for  safety  purposes.  Sergeant 
Pat  Holian  and  Marion  Leach  attended  the  Triad  picnic  in 
Dalton  in  July.  Triad  also  attends  our  luncheons  quarterly. 
Someone  comes  from  the  Sheriff’s  office  and  the  District 
Attorney’s  office  to  keep  us  current  with  all  the  scams  and 
other  information  we  should  know. 

We  also  have  yellow  dot  for  our  cars.  This  is  a Triad 
project  consisting  of  a card  and  a yellow  dot.  The  dot  is 
placed  on  the  rear  window  of  your  car.  The  card  is  filled  out 
with  information  of  your  medical  history  and  medications, 
and  is  placed  in  your  car  glove  compartment.  If  there  is 
an  accident,  the  first  responders  will  know  to  look  in  the 
glove  compartment  for  necessary  information.  The  yellow 
dot  is  available  to  everyone  in  town,  and  we  encourage 
everyone  to  obtain  one  from  Sergeant  Holian  at  the  police 
office  in  the  Town  Hall. 

We  urge  everyone  60  and  over  to  come  to  our  coffee 
hours  and  luncheons.  It  is  a wonderful  social  time  with 
delicious  food. 

Marion  Leach,  Chairman 
Thomas  Fennelly,  Co-Chairman 


This  year  the  Town  had  an  overhead  fan  installed  in  the 
Library.  Between  that  and  the  dehumidifier  installed  last 
year,  the  air  quality  in  the  Library  has  greatly  improved. 
Thanks  to  Selectman  Al  Wilcox  for  keeping  an  eye  on  the 
dehumidifier  to  make  sure  it  is  operating  properly. 

We  want  to  offer  a very  special  thanks  to  Sidney  Urquhart 
for  having  two  pictures,  the  painting  of  the  Shaker  Village 
at  Fernside  and  the  photograph  of  the  inside  of  the  Library 
taken  many  years  ago,  restored  and  framed.  They  had 
shown  the  ravages  of  time  and  are  now  beautifully  preserved 
for  posterity. 

We  also  want  to  thank  those  who  have  generously  donated 
to  the  Library.  We  received  a sizable  gift  from  the  Friends 
of  the  Western  Mass  Library  System  after  the  regional 
offices  and  the  Bookmobile  were  shut  down.  Monies  from  a 
bequest  to  the  Bookmobile  service  were  divided  up  among 
the  small  libraries  in  the  Western  Region  to  be  used  for 
books,  both  print  and  audio. 

Many  new  books  have  been  added  to  the  Library  this 
year  along  with  several  DVD’s.  We  continue  to  offer  free 
museum  passes  to  the  Norman  Rockwell  Museum,  the 
Berkshire  Museum,  the  Clark,  Hancock  Shaker  Village, 
and  the  Bidwell  House.  This  year  we  received  new  passes 
donated  by  the  Trustees  of  Reservations  to  Naumkeag, 
The  Mission  House,  the  Ashley  House  and  Bartholomew’s 
Cobble  and  the  Folly  at  Field  Farm. 

In  October  the  Trustees  attended  a Roundtable  for  Small 
Libraries,  held  in  Otis,  where  we  learned  about  new  systems 
for  on-line  cataloguing,  e-books,  Inter-Library  Loans  and 
the  use  of  Kindles  and  Nooks  in  libraries.  Unfortunately 
these  are  things  that  are  not  feasible  or  affordable  for  our 
small  library.  When  broadband  becomes  available  in  town, 
maybe  we  can  address  some  of  the  things  enjoyed  by 
larger  towns.  In  the  meantime  we  do  have  free  access  to 
“high  speed”  internet  and  WiFi  in  and  around  the  Library  for 
public  use. 

Mary  Garner,  Librarian 


Mary  Garner 
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Hop  Brook  Community  Club  2011 

In  July  of  this  year  the  Hop  Brook  Club  presented  our  very 
first  Arts  and  Crafts  show  which  was  held  at  Santarella.  We 
were  overwhelmed  by  the  creativity  and  talent  possessed 
by  our  friends  and  neighbors.  The  show  was  very  well 
attended  and  everyone  was  amazed  by  the  wonderful 
selection  of  paintings,  needlework,  photography,  etc.  that 
keeps  members  of  our  little  community  occupied. 

Also  in  July,  prior  to  the  town  picnic  that  was  held  at  our 
lovely  town  pond,  we  presented  the  Georgia  Birkett  Good 
Citizenship  Award  to  Ben  Schaefer,  Ben  told  us  of  his  plans 
to  attend  Drew  University  to  study  languages  and  biological 
anthropology.  He  has  been  very  active  in  the  community  by 
participating  in  the  annual  roadside  clean-up  and  has  also 
given  Spanish  lessons  to  willing  adult  participants,  among 
other  things. 

This  past  August,  with  the  help  of  the  Tyringham  Cultural 
Council  we  were  able  to  organize  a wonderful  nature  and 
music  program  that  was  held  at  Camelot  Farm.  The  staff 
from  Forest  Park  Zoo  in  Springfield,  MA  brought  their  “Zoo 
on  the  Go”  program  which  included  a variety  of  creatures 
of  all  shapes,  sizes  and  textures.  Afterwards  the  event 
continued  with  lively  music  in  the  big  barn  performed 
by  Terry  ala  Berry  and  friends  - they  encouraged  lots  of 
audience  participation  which  was  not  in  short  supply.  This 
double  event  was  enthusiastically  attended  by  children  of 
all  ages. 

Hop  Brook  organized  two  lectures  since  last  fall,  in 
November  2010  local  historian  Robert  Hoogs  talked  about 
the  history  of  Tyringham  and  Monterey:  and  in  October 
2011,  diplomat  Nicholas  Platt,  author  of  China  Boys,  spoke 
about  a group  effort  to  put  together  Richard  Nixon’s  historic 
trip  to  China  in  1973. 

Our  annual  luncheon  at  Ashintully,  took  place  in  late 
October.  Sadly,  this  was  our  last  luncheon  presided  over 
by  our  wonderful  hostess  Katharine  McLennan.  Katharine 
has  now  left  Tyringham  and  Ashtintully  and  has  turned  the 
entire  property  over  to  the  Trustees  of  Reservations.  We 
wish  Katharine  all  the  very  best  in  her  future  endeavors. 

Every  year  at  this  time,  as  I try  to  put  this  letter  together 
for  the  Topics,  I am  truly  amazed  at  the  variety  of  events 


Robert  Alsop  raises  his  glass  to  Katharine 


that  our  industrious  group  is  able  to  organize.  The  money 
we  raise  is  happily  given  primarily  for  continuing  education 
scholarships  for  our  local  graduates.  If  any  ladies  reading 
this  would  like  to  be  a part  of  our  working  camaraderie  and 
can  spare  one  afternoon  per  month,  please  contact  me  or 
any  other  Hop  Brook  member. 

Many  thanks  to  the  Tyringham  Cultural  Council  for  their 
financial  support  each  year.  The  monies  that  we  receive  go 
directly  to  help  cover  printing  and  other  expenses  related  to 
producing  the  Tyringham  Topics. 

Wishing  you  all  a happy  and  healthy  holiday  season  and 
a joyful  new  year! 

Lynn  Bertelli 
President 
Hop  Brook  Club 


Dede  taring  and  Kate  VanOrman 


Katharine  McLennan  with  Sarah  Hudson 
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Zoo  on  the  Go 


Hop  Brook  Club  Scholarship  News 


Our  Scholarship  Committee  interviewed  four  high  school 
seniors,  who  will  receive  scholarships  at  the  beginning  of  their 
second  semester  of  college  (January,  2012).  We  would  first  like 
to  thank  all  of  our  Tyringham  friends  who  have  so  generously 
given  to  help  out  these  hard-working  students.  Whether 
contributing  to  our  free  offering  at  our  lectures,  programs,  or  as 
direct  donations,  we  feel  blessed  that  so  many  residents  care 
about  these  scholars. 

Evan  Consolati  follows  his  older  siblings  as  an  academically 
successful  student  at  Lee  High  with  tremendous  recom- 
mendations from  his  teachers.  His  love  of  the  outdoors,  camping 
and  fishing,  will  translate  into  a major  in  Environmental  Science 
at  the  University  of  Massachusetts.  Caroline  Palmer,  after 
spending  a summer  in  Austria,  will  also  attend  the  University  of 
Massachusetts.  Her  high  academic  awards  from  Lenox  High 
School  as  well  as  spending  one  year  going  to  school  in  Germany 
will  serve  her  well  this  next  year.  Ben  Schaefer’s  interests 
lie  in  languages  and  biological  anthropology.  We  were  very 
impressed  with  Ben’s  contribution  to  the  Tyringham  community 
by  volunteering  for  town  cleanups,  being  part  of  the  volunteer 
fire  company,  serving  as  student  representative  of  the  school 
committee,  and  even  teaching  some  of  our  seniors  Spanish. 
Because  of  this  level  of  community  activity,  we  gave  him  the 
Georgia  Birkett  award  for  community  service.  Ben  is  attending 
Drew  University.  Cur  final  interviewee  was  Craig  Slater,  who 
came  with  wonderful  recommendations  from  his  math  teacher 
who  cited  him  as  one  of  the  best  students  he  has  ever  had. 
Craig  is  also  going  to  the  University  of  Massachusetts  majoring 
in  computer  science  and  math. 

What  an  impressive  group  of  students!  We  are  very  proud 
to  be  able  to  help  them  in  furthering  their  academic  careers. 
Special  thanks  go  out  to  the  Scholarship  Committee  comprised 
of  Kate  Van  Orman,  Marion  Leach,  Lauria  Puntin,  Ricki  Cowell, 
and  Betty  Bean. 

Betty  Bean 

Hop  Brook  Scholarship  Committee  Chair 

Where  are  they  now? 

This  year  the  editorial  team  of  the  Tyringham  Topics  decided  to 
learn  more  about  the  activities  of  local  students  who  received  Hop 
Brook  Scholarships  over  the  years.  We  were  gratified  by  a terrific 
response  particularly  from  Goose  Pond  families. 

Tricia  Bragdon  received  the  Hop  Brook  scholarship  in  1988. 
Upon  graduation  from  Lee  High  School,  she  attended  Western 
New  England  College  in  Springfield  followed  by  employment  as  a 
social  worker  serving  the  geriatric  population  in  Berkshire  County 
nursing  homes.  In  1995,  she  obtained  her  Master’s  Degree  in 
Social  Work  through  SUNY  in  Albany,  New  York,  and  she  continued 
to  serve  the  senior  care  population  both  in  direct  care  and  in 
management.  She  transitioned  into  a position  as  regulator  for  the 
Commonwealth  of  Massachusetts  charged  with  the  responsibility 
of  improving  and  enforcing  nursing  home  standards  throughout 
Western  and  Central  Massachusetts.  After  returning  to  Berkshire 
County,  she  continued  efforts  to  improve  nursing  home  standards 
as  a nursing  home  administrator  in  Dalton.  Currently,  she  is 
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an  executive  for  Berkshire  Health  Systems  and  remains 
dedicated  to  serving  the  seniors  in  Berkshire  Country. 

Rodney  Bragdon  received  a Hop  Brook  scholarship  in 
1 995.  After  graduation  from  the  University  of  Massachusetts 
in  Amherst,  Rodney  was  accepted  into  a Masters/Doctorate 
program  at  the  University  of  Mississippi  and  currently 
holds  a PhD  in  Psychology.  Recently  named  as  head  of 
the  Psychology  Department  at  Shenandoah  University  in 
Winchester,  VA,  Rodney  enjoys  additional  association  with 
the  students  by  organizing  many  hiking/camping/canoeing 
experiences  in  the  mountains  of  Virginia  and  West  Virginia. 

Karen  Consolati  writes,  “Jim  and  I extend  a huge  “thank 
you”  to  Hop  Brook  Club  for  providing  scholarships  for  our 
boys  over  the  past  few  years!  All  the  boys  have  done  well 
in  high  school  and  at  their  respective  colleges.  It  must  be 
all  our  fresh  Tyringham  air  and  clean  water  while  they  were 
growing  up!  Thanks  again  to  Hop  Brook  Club  for  supporting 
all  Tyringham  students  with  generous  scholarships,  we  are 
very  grateful”. 

Ben  (Lee  High  2004)  graduated  from  RPI  in  2008  with 
a dual  Computer  Engineering/Computer  Science  degree 
and  is  currently  working  at  General  Dynamics  in  Pittsfield 
as  a Software  Engineer,  a job  he  enjoys.  Austin  (Lee  2006) 
graduated  from  UConn  in  2010  with  an  Actuarial  Science 
degree.  He  has  already  passed  the  first  3 Actuarial  Exams, 
not  an  easy  task  for  someone  his  age.  He  is  currently 
looking  for  a permanent  job  in  that  field.  Darren  (Lee  2008) 
is  a senior  at  Syracuse,  majoring  in  Mechanical  Engineering 
and  loving  it.  He  spent  last  spring  studying  abroad  in  New 
Zealand  and  hopes  to  find  employment  here  in  Berkshire 
County  after  graduation.  Evan  (Lee  2011)  is  a freshman 
at  UMass  leaning  toward  an  environmental  major.  He 
appreciates  the  outdoors  and  enjoys  fishing  here  in  the 
Berkshires. 

The  Sweeneys  of  Goose  Pond  write  about  their  children, 
“Jennifer  is  the  supervisor  of  Special  Education  Department 
for  the  Boston  Public  Schools  and  Dickie  is  a sales  manager 
for  Athena  Health.” 

Mary  Garner  reports  that  her  granddaughter  Deanna 
Garner  is  living  in  Santa  Barbara,  CA  and  working  in  a 
physical  therapy  clinic.  She  is  still  hoping  to  find  a job  in  her 
field  of  digital  recording  arts. 

Molly  Schaefer  writes  about  the  current  activities  of  her 
boys:  This  winter  Dakota  will  be  studying  to  be  a paramedic. 
He  has  been  promoted  to  Lance  Corporal  in  the  Marine 
Corps  Reserve,  he  serves  in  the  6th  Motor  Transport 
Battalion,  1st  Truck  Platoon,  4th  MLG  in  Connecticut. 

Benjamin  attends  Drew  University  and  is  a Biological 
Anthropology  and  German  double  major  and  Archaeology 
and  Italo-Linguistics  double  minor.  Ben  is  also  employed 
by  the  Mass  Dept,  of  Transportation  as  a toll  collector  on 
the  turnpike. 

The  Hop  Brook  Club  awards  scholarships  for  the  further 
education  of  Tyringham  students  through  a variety  of 
fundraising  activities.  We  are  particularly  grateful  to  the 
combined  descendants  of  Robert  Schell  Rudd  of  Fernside 
- the  Fawcett,  the  Truax,  Kierstead  and  Kramer  families  - 
who  have  been  generous  donors  to  the  Scholarship  Fund 


for  many  years.  We  look  forward  to  more  reports  of  our 
recipients  in  future  issues  of  the  Tyringham  Topics. 


Broadband  Committee 

The  committee  continues  support  for  the  fiber-to-the- 
home  initiative  with  the  town  voting  to  establish  procedures 
for  joining  the  Wired  West  fiber  co-op.  There  is  currently  no 
estimate  on  when  Wired  West  would  be  able  to  bring  fiber 
to  towns  in  Western  Mass.  It  is  expected  that  Wi-Spring, 
a wireless  (not  cell)  internet  service  with  the  capacity  to 
also  string  fiber,  will  resubmit  its  application  for  a permit  to 
place  a small  tower  in  the  town  in  order  to  bring  wireless 
broadband  service  to  Tyringham.  The  service  would  be 
roughly  equivalent  to  DSL. 

If  a permit  is  granted  by  the  Planning  Board,  service 
could  be  expected  during  this  coming  summer  of  2012.  The 
MBI  (Mass  Broadband  Initiative)  fiber  trunk  line  will  possibly 
reach  our  Town  Hall  and  Fire  Company  sometime  within 
2012,  with  Wi-Spring  potentially  providing  the  service  In 
those  buildings.  Wi-Spring  was  awarded  a $44,000  grant 
this  summer  by  the  MBI  to  extend  service  via  wireless  in  the 
town  of  Tyringham. 

Holly  Ketron,  Chair 


(The  Gleaner,  April  1908) 

“Tyringham  voters  are  many  of  them  lamenting  the  unanimous 
vote  at  the  annual  town  meeting  under  which  an  appropriation 
was  made  for  the  regular  employment  of  a school  physician. 

The  question  was  precipitated  last  week  when  Dr.  Hassett 
ordered  the  two  schools  at  the  center  closed  for  ten  days  on  the 
grounds  that  a large  proportion  of  the  pupils  were  affected  with 
the  itch.  ” 

Lisa  Palmer  advised  us  that  the  old  German  remedy  for 
head  lice  was  a turban  soaked  in  vinegar  and  worn  all  night. 
She  said , “It  awful!  ” 
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Our  year  began  with  a covered  dish  supper  at  Barbara 
Adams’  house.  The  yummy  dishes  seem  to  get  more  varied 
and  better  each  time.  Anyone  who’d  like  to  get  in  on  these 
meals  is  invited  to  join  our  club. 

Chris  Curtin  hosted  our  fun  filled  Christmas  party.  She  and 
Carl  have  a live  tree  which  is  the  perfect  backdrop  for  our 
table  laden  with  finger  foods.  Their  home  should  be  featured 
in  any  one  of  the  magazines  that  showcase  houses.  Most 
of  our  meetings  are  held  at  the  town  hall  where  we  conduct 

our  business.  An  evening  of  just  business  is  no  fun 

so  we  watch  a movie  or  play  games  to  add  enjoyment.  Of 
course  we  end  the  meeting  with  a snack  and  coffee  for  good 
measure 

At  the  end  of  May,  we  plant  flowers  around  the  circle,  the 
town  hall  and  the  post  office  to  beautify  our  town.  These 
beautiful  flowers  need  weeding  and  deadheading  so  we 
give  thanks  to  the  many  helping  hands  that  do  this.  To 
round  out  our  year,  we  all  go  out  for  a dinner.  This  past 
June,we  all  met  at  Sullivan’s  Station.  Due  to  a power  outage 
people  didn’t  get  their  voice  mail  so  they  showed  up  at  the 
appointed  time  to  find  the  restaurant  closed.  We  who  had 
no  outage  knew  the  date  was  postponed.  All  members  were 
finally  able  to  enjoy  a great  meal  a week  later. 

Now  it’s  your  turn.  Clean  out  your  attic,  cellar,  and  closets 
and  get  ready.  Next  summer  is  our  flea  market  with  tables 
to  be  loaded  with  all  sorts  of  used  and  new  items.  Watch  for 
our  advertisements  for  dates  and  particulars.  We  all  enjoy 
this  summer  get  together  and  hope  you  will  too. 

Ruth  Heath,  President 
Barbara  Adams,  Secretary 
Betty  Cernik,  Treasurer 
Marion  Leach,  Goodwill 
Ambassador 


Ruth  Heath 


What  If  Housing  In  Tyringham  Continues  to  Get 
Less  Affordable  . . ? 

There  are  lots  of  towns  where  home  prices  have  fallen  in 
the  last  few  years,  and  if  you  have  the  money,  you  can  buy 
a house  for  a reasonable  sum  --  but  Tyringham  is  not  one  of 
them.  Fixerup-ers  go  for  $350K  or  $400K,  and  last  summer 
the  average  price  of  houses  for  sale  was  $1 ,373,000!  Of 
course  several  of  these  houses  were  pretty  fancy,  and 
several  had  lakeshore  views,  but  that  doesn’t  make  them 
any  cheaper.  There  just  aren’t  any  affordable  houses  for 
sale  in  Tyringham,  and  there  haven’t  been  for  quite  a while. 

This  doesn’t  mean  that  no  one  buys  houses.  What  it 
does  mean  is  that  on  the  average,  the  newcomers  in 
town  have  to  be  very  prosperous.  So  gradually  the 
town  as  a whole  has  fewer  ordinary  working-class  folks 
and  more  wealthy  residents.  Tyringham  is  already, 
on  the  average,  a good  deal  richer  than  Lee  or  Otis. 

Affordable  housing,  then,  is  not  just  something  that 
benefits  a few  families;  it  benefits  the  whole  community. 
It’s  a necessary  part  of  a healthy,  diverse,  vibrant 
community,  which  should  be  a home  for  ordinary  folks  as 
well  as  for  millionaires.  Anything  you  can  do  to  promote 
affordable  housing  in  Tyringham  will  make  the  town  a little 
more  like  the  place  we  remember  and  want  to  preserve. 

Carey  McIntosh 
Tyringham  Affordable  Housing  Commission 
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Tyringham  Union  Church 

The  Tyringham  Church  is  the  community’s  church  used  by 
some  to  hear  talks  such  as  John  Demos’  lectures  on  early 
colonial  days  given  this  past  summer  and  sponsored  by  the 
Bidwell  House.  It  is  a place  where  folks  gather  in  community 
to  chat  with  one  another  as  they  do  at  the  monthly  senior 
luncheons.  It  is  a place  where  many  in  our  community  have 
celebrated  the  precious  moments  of  life  at  baptisms  and 
weddings.  It  is  also  a place  where  we  can  find  sanctuary 
from  our  busy  world  and  perhaps  grieve  the  loss  or  illness 
of  a loved  one  and  pray  for  our  world  and  worship  together. 

It  is  also  a place  where  we  can  make  music  together  as 
did  our  bell  choir  this  past  fall. 

The  church  was  blessed  by  the  donation  given  by  the 
Sissy  Curtin  Memorial  Fund  for  the  purchase  of  two 
beautiful  leather-bound  copies  of  the  Bible.  We  are  also 
indebted  to  Bob  Choquette  for  his  generosity  in  donating 
labor  and  materials  for  the  installation  of  a second  railing  up 
the  church  steps.  Just  in  time  for  winter! 

We  so  appreciate  all  those  who  have  supported  the 
church  this  past  year,  and  we  hope  to  see  you  at  our 
Candlelight  Service  at  5 PM  on  Christmas  Eve. 

Peace  and  Joy, 
Rev.  Janet  McKinstry 


Dedication  of  Bibles  in  memory  of  Sissy  Curtin. 
Helen  Curtin.  Kate  VanOrman  and  Rev.  Janet  McKinstry 


The  Visitation  Sisters 

Visitation  Sisters  throughout  the  world  celebrated  the 
400th  Anniversary  of  the  foundation  of  the  Order  of  the  Visi- 
tation in  2010.  Since  the  world-wide  celebration  of  the  Visi- 
tation took  place  during  201 0,  the  American  members  of  the 
Order  held  another  celebration  in  the  United  States  in  2011 
from  June  20  to  June  24.  Fifty-five  Visitation  Sisters  from 
our  American  monasteries  gathered  in  our  Visitation  Mon- 
astery of  Saint  Louis,  Missouri.  Nine  Sisters  attended  from 
Tyringham.  For  five  days  the  Sisters  met  for  presentations 
exploring  the  Order’s  past,  its  centuries-long  commitment 
to  prayer,  and  finally  how  the  development  of  Visitation 
schools  came  about  in  the  United  States.  Today  there  are 
four  monasteries  that  have  schools,  six  monasteries  whose 
members  are  cloistered,  such  as  ours,  and  one  monastery 
that  is  located  in  the  inner-city  of  Minneapolis.  The  Sisters  in 
that  monastery  do  not  teach:  they  live  a life  of  prayer  in  the 
inner-city  and  extend  their  welcome  and  hospitality  to  the 

parents  and  children 
who  live  in  that  neigh- 
borhood. 

On  October  15  Sis- 
ter Teresa  Cordes  Yo- 
shida,  orginally  from 
Hokkaido,  Japan,  made 
her  Solemn  (Perpetual) 
Profession  of  Vows. 
We  are  very  pleased  to 
receive  Sister  Teresa 
Cordes  as  permanent 
member  of  the  Tyring- 
ham Visitation. 

Once  more  we  wish 
to  extend  an  invitation 
to  all  of  our  Tyringham 
friends  and  neighbors  to  attend  our  annual  celebration  of 
Lessons  and  Carols  which  will  be  held  in  our  chapel  on  Sun- 
day, December  18,  2011  at  2:00  PM. 
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Trooper  celebrating  his  birthday  with  friends 


Anyone  who  has  come  to  the  monastery  has,  no  doubt, 
met  Trooper.  He  was  very  welcoming  to  guests  yet  his 
presence  kept  the  wildlife  at  a healthy  distance.  Trooper 
was  always  eager  to  be  with  the  Sisters  and  he  was  a great 
community  dog. 

On  May  12,  2011  Trooper’s  ten-month  battle  with  cancer 
ended.  His  will  to  live  was  phenomenal. 

Two  nights  before  he  died,  he  walked  up  two  flights  of 
stairs  - how  he  could  have  ever  walked  that  far  on  his  “bad 
leg”  we’ll  never  know  - to  stay  with  one  of  the  Sisters  who 
was  in  the  infirmary.  It  was  as  though  he  wanted  to  say 
good-bye  to  her  since  she  couldn’t  be  with  him  when  it  was 
time  for  him  to  go. 

One  is  never  ready  to  lose  a loved  pet  but  neither  does 
one  want  that  pet  to  suffer  more  than  is  necessary.  The 
Sisters  are  grateful  for  the  many  expressions  of  sympathy 
that  have  come  from  our  Tyringham  friends  at  Trooper’s 
passing. 

Bidwell  House  Museum 
A Venue  for  Tyringham  Talent  in  2011 

Visitors  to  the  Bidwell  House  this  year  had  the  opportunity 
to  learn  a lot  about  Tyringham:  The  house  itself  tells  the 
story  of  Tyringham’s  early  settlement,  illustrated  by  the  life 
of  the  Bidwell  family,  who’s  arrival  in  1750  in  the  hinterland 
wilderness  came  about  when  the  Reverend  Adonijah 
Bidwell,  from  relatively  urbane  Hartford,  was  ordained 
minister  of  the  first  church  of  the  town. 

The  town  divided  in  two  nearly  a hundred  years  later.  What 
caused  this  could  be  learned  at  Clinton  Elliott’s  fascinating 
talk,  “Splitsville;  Tyringham  and  Monterey  in  1847."  Clint’s 
extensive  research  in  town  archives  and  contemporary 
newspapers  allowed  him  to  piece  together  irrefutable 
evidence  of  an  inevitable  break. 

Hundreds  of  residents  of  both  towns  came  to  the  Bidwell 
House  grounds  to  enjoy  local  history,  local  musicians,  and 
other  local  talent  at  Township  No.  1 Day,  thanks  in  part  to 
generous  grants  from  the  Tyringham  and  Monterey  cultural 
councils.  Tyringham  showed  off  some  of  its  star  musical 
talent:  Steve  and  Pete  Adams,  Kate  Smith  and  Robert 


Oakes,  Paula  Bradley  and  Bill  Dilloff  of  Moonshine  Holler, 
and  Walter  Palmer,  who  played  and  sang  for  appreciative 
audiences.  Culinary  talent  was  also  in  evidence:  Emily 
Bernard  organized  a baking  contest,  judged  by  municipal 
officials  from  both  towns.  Peter  Curtin  and  Molly  Schaefer 
were  Tyringham’s  judges.  Tyringhamites  entering  delicious 
creations  were  Jordan  Miller,  Judy  Morehouse,  Amelia 
von  Korff,  Kristin  von  Korff,  and  Francesca  Gatterburg. 
Volunteer  organizers  and  leaders  contributed  much  to  a 
terrific  day,  including  Maggie  Howard,  Alice  Hale,  and  Sarah 
Hudson,  who  organized  a display  of  Historical  Commission 
photographs,  and  Richard  Greene,  who  led  a hike  up  the 
historic  Royal  Hemlock  Trail.  Thanks  to  all! 


Therese  and  Francesca,  Helena  Palmer  Gatterburg  s twins. 

Tyringham  resident  Professor  John  Demos  has  developed 
a devoted  following  for  his  American  history  lectures 
sponsored  by  the  Bidwell  House.  This  summer  he  gave 
a series  of  lectures  exploring  the  phases  of  life  in  early 
America:  birth  and  childhood;  adult  life;  and  old  age  and 
death.  Details  from  his  fascinating  research  cleared  up  some 
misconceptions  about  life  in  New  England  in  the  1700s.  A 
few  tidbits:  birth  was  extremely  hazardous  for  mother  and 
child,  youth  was  a relatively  long  period,  early  marriage  was 
not  the  norm,  and  a “good”  death  was  a dramatic  affair  with 
an  audience. 

The  Bidwell  House  Museum  is  grateful  for  the  support 
and  interest  of  Tyringham  residents.  The  museum  is  located 
in  the  original  town  center  off  Art  School  Road  (now  in 
Monterey)  and  is  open  from  Memorial  Day  to  Columbus 
Day.  The  grounds  are  open  for  hiking  and  picnics  year 
round.  Come  and  visit! 


Peter  Curtin  judging  pies 
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Reese  Palmer  brush-hogging  the  field  while  Steve  Hodgin  chips  along  the  trail 


Trustees  of  Reservations 
Tyringham  Properties  Committee 

Our  12'^  annual  Cobble  Work  Day  was  held  on  October 
15.  We  focused  on  brush  clearing  along  the  fence  line 
and  Cobble  Loop  Trail  at  the  back  of  the  pasture.  Earlier 
this  fall  a major  brush  clearing  initiative  was  accomplished 
along  the  base  of  the  Cobble  face  through  a grant  secured 
by  the  Trustees  of  Reservations  (TTOR).  Volunteer  work 
completed  last  year  to  reduce  invasive  plants  above  Hop 
Brook  has  made  an  improvement  in  that  area. 

Last  May,  the  Committee  continued  with  what  has 
become  our  annual  invasive  removal  work  day  removing 
garlic  mustard  at  McLennan  Reservation.  It  is  gratifying 
to  see  a much  reduced  population  of  garlic  mustard  in  the 
selected  areas  where  we  have  worked  in  previous  years. 

Cur  thanks  to  TTCR  staff,  committee  members  and 
volunteers  who  support  efforts  in  maintaining  these  special 
properties.  Special  thanks  go  to  Marion,  Celia,  Kit  and 
Maggie  for  providing  food  for  the  work  day  and  to  Reese 
Palmer,  Rob  Kimberly,  Tom  Fennelly  and  Bob  Alsop  for  all 
the  haying/mowing  they  have  done  on  the  Cobble. 

We  hope  that  more  of  you  will  be  able  to  come  next 
year. 

Larry  Bravo,  Chair 


I cannot  teach  anybody  anything.  I can  only  make  them  think. 

- Socrates 


Larry  Bravo  and  Jim  Fawcett 


Joanne  Larsen  wields  a clipper  on  the  trail 


31 


Eddie  and  Everett  Fennelly  fishing  in  Hop  Brook,  1947 


Henrik  Palmer  and  Brian  Urquhart, 
Memorial  Day  at  Tyringham.  Cemetery,  2011 


Mini  Gilder  visits  Upper  Goose  Pond  with  photographer  Lauria  Puntin,201J 


Charles  (Tunk)  taring.  Bicentennial  Celebration,  1939 


Cultural  Council  Photography  Class,  2011 
left  to  right:  Dot  Choquette,  Holly  Ketron,  Helen  Curtin, 
Neil  Curtin,  Mimi  Crandall,  , Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 


Joe  Whalen,  Memorial  Day,  2011 
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Simon  Herrera  with  a newborn  calf 


Kate  VanOrman 


c.  1914,  Left  to  right:  Janet  Mann.  Beulah  Ward.  Charlotte  Stanard,  Guy 
Weston,  Arnold  Hale. 

Second  row:  Fred  Loring,  Benny  Bissell,  Earl  Stedman 

Third  row:  Howell  Stanard.  Ceylon  Downs,  unknown.  Percy  Gardner,  John 

Loring.  Swain  Van  Rensselaer. 

Back  row:  Rose  Eisenberg.  Elizabeth  Loring.  Olive  Soules. 


Collin  Curtin.  Peter  Curtin  Jr.  and  Scotty,  the  Highland  calf,  2001 


An  early  pet  show  at  Howard's  Farm.  1960s 


Craig  Slater  at  a pet 
show,  2001 
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Puzzle  Clues 


ACROSS 

1 .  House-haunters 

4.  “ With  Wolves’' 

9.  “Bom  in  the ” 

1 1 . Legends  of  folk 

12.  tin-tin 

14.  Secreted  by  the  liver 

15.  War  of  the  trenches 

16.  Melodies 

18.  School  kids  eat  lunch  here 

20.  “Not  one ” 

24.  A princess  can  feel  this 

25.  Shadow 

26.  Usually  a first  responder 

27.  School  exercise  area 

29.  Tried  for  office 

3 1 . Can  be  burned  for  heat 

32.  Famous  movie  studio 

33.  Son  of  Agamemnon 

34.  Spending  outings 
36.  A cooking  spray 
39.  Not  wild 

41 . Safeguards  air  quality 
44.  Quarrels 

49.  Keeps  hair  in  control 

50.  Played  on  your  school’s 
turf 

55.  Complex  that  wants  daddy 
to  disappear 

56.  Tool  for  planting 

57.  Saturday  penance  for 
students 

58.  Increases  production 

59.  Suffix  that  can  form  nouns 

60.  Twist  out  of  shape 

6 1 .  Kringle 

62.  Credit  or ? 

64.  Vocalize  a tune 

65.  Greek  Cupid 

66.  One  way  to  take  a temp. 

70.  Really  bad  grade  (2  wds) 

72.  Ethnic  group 

73.  Involved  manually 

76.  Dix 

77.  Van  Gogh  cut  his  off 

78.  Spanish  gold 

79.  Concerning  the  world 

80.  Columnist  Landers 

82.  Yummy  herb  with  fish 
84.  American 

86.  Party  for  men  only 
88.  Dissected  in  science? 

90.  to  our  ears 

91.  Lives  of  a cat 


92.  Jazz  improv  vocalizing 

93.  Big  fuss 

94.  Red  Sox  201 1 outcome 

95.  Squinted  (at) 

97.  The Runner 

98.  Mimics 

100.  of  the  D’urbervilles 

101.  , last  & always 

102.  We  Have  No  Bananas 

103.  Cries  uncontrollably 

104.  Acronym  for  public 
transportation 

106.  Literature  class  (abbr.) 

107.  Knots  fabric  and  dips  in 
colors 

110.  Stay  100  feet  behind  this 

115.  Damone,  Borge  & others 

116.  Resolve 

118.  Take  notice  of 

119.  Take against  a sea 

of  troubles 

120.  Type,  kind 

121.  Auto  insurance  group 

122.  Paranormal  sensing  ability 

123.  Destroys  utterly 

124.  Class  that  teaches  the  past 

DOWN 

1 . Valuable  stone 

2.  Students  who  skip  school 

3.  Immoral  act 

5.  Major  broadcast  station 

6.  Government  spy  group 

7.  Tiny  folk  creature 

8.  Wise  prophet 

10.  Keeps  bugs  out 

1 1 . Caesar’s  52 

13.  Fisherman’s  helper 

15.  Units  of  electrical  energy 

16.  Earl  Grey  and  others 

17.  Student’s  dreaded  exam 
19.  Seen  through  camera  lens 

2 1 . Man-eating  giant 

22.  Little  kid 

23.  and  Andy 

24.  What  you  do  to  get  ready 

28.  Students’  nightly  burden 

30.  To  the  disgraced: 

“ you.” 

3 1 . Threw  the  ball 

34.  Students’  fav  hot  lunch 

35.  Egg  dish 

37.  Dead-heads  (2  wds.) 


School  Days 

38.  Person  who  aides 

40.  Pays  for  monthly 

41.  Joy  or  horror 

42.  Once  needed  an  inkwell 

43.  Teacher  gives  it 

45.  Smash  into  the  back  of 

46.  Think  highly  of 

47.  Helps  you  find  the  way 

48.  Praise 

5 1 . Neighboring  Tyringham 

52.  Fr.  class: 

“Bonjour amis.” 

53.  '"‘‘You  're  really  lookin  ’fine" 
car 

54.  You  can  put  these  on? 

59.  Science  lab  instmment 
63.  Wager 

67.  Lincoln  or  Fortis 

68.  No  fat  or  carbs  (2  wds.) 

69.  Dislikes  lower-class 

7 1 . -race 

73.  Student  permission  slips 

74.  Carries  off  surplus  liquid 

75.  Johnny  has  gone  for  one 

79.  Useful  for  pasting  projects 

80.  Quick  to  notice  things 

8 1 . Past  due 

83.  Unable  to  bear  young 

85.  You  always  hurt  the 
you  love. 

86.  Physics  and  Chemistry 

87.  Ties  knots  to  make  lace 

88.  Extra  fat 

89.  Performs  talking  music 
92.  This  could  be  the  limit 
96.  Took  to  transfer  station 
99.  Center  of  solar  system 

105.  Winken  & Blinken’s 
partner 

106.  Old  gas  corporation 

108.  Please  have  a . 

109.  Betelgeuse  or  Sirius 

110.  -dog 

111.  - cat 

112.  Loo 

113.  Over  the  shoulder 
boulder  holder 

114.  Calls  it  like  he  sees  it 

115.  Latin  abbr.  “in  other 
words” 

11 7.  The  of  Poo 


Puzzle  Answers  on  p.  37 
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by  Adrienne  Cosel 
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News  from  Near  and  Far  2011 


Writing  from  Los  Angeles,  Paul  Freed  reports  “Nan  and  I miss  home  terribly.  The  screen-saver  on 
my  computer  is  a picture  of  the  Tyringham  Valley.  This  is,  however,  where  life  has  taken  us  at  the 
moment.”  Nan  is  now  producing  a new  TV  series  for  NBC  called  “Prime  Suspect.”  She  received  an 
Emmy  nomination  for  “Friday  Night  Lights.”  Since  his  own  bout  with  cancer,  Paul  is  working  with 
kids  in  remission  helping  them,  as  they  come  out  of  treatment,  to  run  or,  at  least,  walk  again.  Paul 
and  Nan  send  all  their  Tyringham  neighbors  and  friends  best  wishes  for  “the  healthiest  and  happiest 
holiday  season.” 

Dot  Choquette  writes  that  her  son  Eddie  has  sold  his  home  in  North  Granby  CT  and  bought  a motor 
home.  “He  is  visiting  far  flung  relatives  and  friends  and  seeing  this  wonderful  country.  A lifelong 
dream.  His  new  home  is  ‘Somewhere’  USA  for  now!” 

Nomads  of  a different  sort  are  Petey  Perkins’  two  granddaughters.  Graduating  from  Skidmore 
College  in  May,  Eliza  (David’s  daughter)  led  a student  hostelling  group  from  Portland,  Oregon  to 
New  Haven  Connecticut  on  bicycles!  Her  sister  Sarah  spent  three  weeks  on  Vermont’s  Long  Trail 
hiking  north  from  the  Massachusetts  border  to  the  Canadian  border. 

“Exciting  times”  writes  Hilary  about  the  Deely  family.  “Philip  is  running  the  Roeper  School  in 
Bloomfield  Hills,  Michigan,  Hilary  co-curating  “Made  in  the  Berkshires”  at  the  Colonial  Theater, 

Maisie  touring  all  over  Asia  for  the  Darrow  School  and  Pip  Deely  and  Kalika  Farmer  are  getting 
married  in  Spoleto,  Italy  on  June  2012  - whew!” 

Another  wedding  in  a scenic  spot  - Gene  Curtin’s  son  Eugene  and  Lee  Custer  were  married  on 
May  14  on  Sunset  Cliffs,  San  Diego,  California  overlooking  the  Pacific  Ocean. 

Here  in  Tyringham,  Bill  Cosel  writes  “Gabey  married  Luke  David  Thompson  at  our  home  on  Sept.  3. 
- both  live  in  D.C.  - Gabey  working  for  the  Pew  Charitable  Trust  and  Luke  in  the  State  Department.” 
Molly  Cosel  has  graduated  from  Leslie  University  in  Cambridge  and  is  fourth  grade  teacher  at  Muddy 
Brook  Regional  Middle  School  in  Great  Barrington. 

Jim  and  Kathy  Curtin  announce  that  grandson  Joe  Curtin  is  engaged  to  Jessica  Dickson,  and 
they  are  planning  a March  wedding  in  New  Hampshire.  Joe  is  a firefighter  and  paramedic  in  New 
Hampshire.  With  weddings  and  graduations  Jim  and  Kathy  anticipate  a very  busy  year  in  2012. 
Reporting  on  their  other  grandchildren  “Shawn  Murphy  is  a senior  at  Monument  Mountain  High 
School,  Kara  Curtin  is  a freshman  at  St.  Joe’s  in  Pittsfield,  Anita  Curtin  is  in  eighth  grade  at  St. 

Mary’s  in  Lee.” 

Celia  Kittredge  keeps  tabs  on  her  grandchildren:  “Grandson  George  Ogden  graduated  from 
Davidson  in  June,  and  his  sister  Sarah  graduated  from  Westminster  School  and  is  now  at 
Middlebury.  Grandson  William  Ogden  is  a senior  at  Cornell  and  playing  varsity  soccer.” 

Peter  and  Gail  Charpentier  write  “Matt  finished  a diploma  program  in  Catering  and  now  is  working 
on  one  in  Small  Business  Management.”  The  Charpentiers  lead  off  the  list  of  new  babies  for  this 
year.  On  April  le**^  Lissy  and  Shawne  had  a baby  boy,  Hollis. 
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It  is  a new  boy  in  the  Choquette  family  too!  Noah  and  Nicky  Choquette  are  parents  of  a second  son, 
Gavin  Kenneth,  born  on  May  12,  2011  weighing  9lbs,  2oz.  His  grandmother  Sue  reports  he  is  a little 
“mini-Noah”  in  looks.  Great-grandmother  Dot  tells  of  his  genial,  easy-going  nature. 

Lynn  Bertelli  and  Al  Wilcox  are  pleased  to  announce  the  birth  of  their  fourth  grandson,  Dominic 
Steve  Alan  Cabral,  on  June  7,  201 1 . He  is  the  third  son  of  Travis  and  Rian  Cabral. 

Holly  and  Roger  Ketron  are  thrilled  with  the  recent  arrival  of  Olivia  Grace  Wheelwright  born  on 
Halloween  to  Holly’s  son  Henry  Wheelwright  and  his  wife  Kim. 

Soon  after  the  2010  issue  of  the  Topics  came  out,  Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd  wrote  seeking  a 1948  photo 
of  her  with  Duffy  Clark.  Sue  enjoyed  the  2010  Topics.  As  she  put  it,  “The  Tyringham  animal  stories 
made  rich  reading  for  a woman  once  (still?)  obsessed  with  horses.  For  me,  it  all  began  with  a donkey 
filly  named  “Julip.”  I was  13  when  Julip  joined  our  family,  but  all  the  fun  that  I and  my  four  brothers 
had  with  her  did  not  cancel  my  longing  for  a horse  to  ride,  too.  Finally  my  parents  broke  down  and 
brought  me  to  Duffy  Clark.  I already  knew  Duffy  as  my  friend  Betty’s  brother,  and  a master  teamster, 
renowned  as  the  driver  of  one  of  the  best-trained  pair  of  logging  horses  in  the  area.  Myth  or  reality, 
Duffy  was  famous  for  having  challenged  a logger  who  had  recently  given  up  his  team  for  a bulldozer 
in  a day-long  race  to  see  who  could  bring  in  the  most  logs.”  Let  us  know  if  you  happen  to  have  a 
picture  of  Duffy  & Sue. 

For  fifteen  years  now,  Roberta  Myers,  has  been  our  trusty  Tyringham  Topics  editor  from  her  red 
farmhouse  in  Sandisfield.  She  sends  special  greetings  to  all  Topics  readers  from  near  and  far. 


Answers  to  Crossword  puzzle  p.  35 
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Additional  copies  of  the  Topics 
can  be  obtained  at  the  Tyringham 
Post  Office  for  $5. 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 


Barbara  & all  the  Adams  family  & Andy  Scott 
Robin  & Ken  Almgren,  Gunnar  & Suzanne 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop;  Suzette  Alsop  & Tom  Jones; 
Denny  Alsop  & Nina  Ryan;  Delly  Alsop,  Christina  Alsop 
& Greg  Juskalian. 

Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Betty,  Bill  & Sylvi  Bean 
Jennifer  Bishop,  Theo  & Nathaniel 
Kim  & Mary  Lou  Bradley 
Larry  Bravo 

Teresa,  Tricia,  Rodney  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 
Denise  Hoefer  & Dennis  Brandmeyer  & family 
Lisa  Palmer  Brandreth  & Jack  Brandreth 
Jack  & Irmgard  Bucher 

Joyce  & Henning  Carlson  & Kim;  Michael,  Ryan  & Zack 
Carlson 

All  the  Cerniks  and  all  the  Fredettes 
Aubrey  Choquette 

Bob  & Sue  Choquette,  Noah,  Nicky,  Jackson  & Gavin 
Dot  Choquette  & Ed  Choquette 
In  memory  of  Edith  Charpentier  - always 

Peter  & Gail  Charpentier;  Matt  Charpentier;  Lissy, 
Shawne  & Hollis  Ellerbee 
Chuck  & Terry  Clark  & Jon;  Kevin, 

Jaymee  & Kayden,  David,  Shannon  & Jacob  Clark 
Pat  Clark  & family 

Jim  & Karen  Consolati,  Ben,  Austen,  Darrin,  & Evan 
Bill  & Adrienne  Cosel,  Gabey  & Molly 
In  loving  memory  of  Terry  Curtin  Sr. 

Butch,  Lisa  & Darby  Curtin 
Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Chrissie, 

Quinn  & Paige  Barry;  Larry  & Chrissy  Curtin 
Nancy  & Gene  Curtin;  Kevin  & Cindi, Hunter  Caden  & 
Kendall;  Gene  & Lee,  Scott  & Kristen 
In  loving  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise  & Joe  & Jess  Dickson; 
Jim,  Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin;  Tim  & Shawn 
Murphy 

Neil  & Helen  Curtin;  Gerry  Curtin;  Jim,  Stacey,  Brady  & 
Izzy  Pease 

Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Missy  & Peter  Curtin  Jr.,  & sons 
Ethan  & Collin;  Trish  & Jamie  Curtin  & family; 
Joshua,  Nissa  & Asia; 

Matt  Curtin  & sons  Dillon  & Devin;  Tina  Eral,  Joshua 
& Megan 

Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 

In  loving  memory  of  Janice  “Sissy”  Curtin: 

John  & Lori  Curtin 

Hilary  & Philip  Deely;  Maisie  Deely,  Pip  Deely  & Kalika 
Farmer 


Sue  & Joe  Delmolino;  Brian  & Nicole  Delmolino; 

Brody,  Mariah,  & Amara  Hale,  in  memory  of  their 
great-grandparents,  Arnold  & Elizabeth  Hale 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penny  Borax,  David  & Jill  Donald  & 
Adam  Donald  & Shelby  Wade 
In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath,  Candace 
Heath  Coco  Donna  & Gerry  Drake 
The  Elliotts:  Clint  & Elizabeth;  Susannah  Elliott  & Kim 
Novick;  Alex  Elliott;  Rosy  Elliott  & Hank  Glassman 
Mark  & Sandy  Farnham 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett;  Nan,  Rob,  Zachary  & Elliot 
Sedgwick;  James  & Kathy  & Richard  & Clara 
Fawcett 

John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 

Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker  & Ethan; 

Catherine,  Brian  & Phoebe  & Phineas  Bailey 
In  memory  of  Ed  Fennelly 
Dianne  Fennelly 

Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly;  Everett  Jr, 

MaryBeth  & Luke;  Amy  Fennelly  & 

Byron  Renderer.  Kathleen  & Terrence  Harris 
Thomas  Fennelly  Sr.  & Jr. 

Nan  & Paul  Freed 
Joe  & Ann  Gallo 

Allan  & Mary  Garner;  Nancy  Wood,  David 
Garner,  Levi  & Deanna. 

Helena  (Palmer),  Stefan,  Damian,  Francesca 
& Therese  von  Gatterburg 
Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie, 

Richard  & Nannina 

Kathryn  Greenthall  & Ted  & Tommy  Stern 
The  Griffins,  Sally,  Eric  & Remmie 
In  memory  of  loved  ones:  Alice  M.  Hale. 

In  memory  of  loved  ones: 

Don  & Mary  Hale;  Bill  & Christine  Corcoran;  D.C., 
Dylan,  Mason  & Mary  Yvonne  Bienvenue;  Christian 
& Maizie  Bienvenue 

In  memory  of  Elizabeth,  Willis  & David  Hale 
George  Hale 

Merry  Christmas  & A Happy  New  Year  to  all  my  friends 
Jean  Hale 

Dorothea  R.  Hanson 
The  Harding  family 

The  Hartmans:  Steve,  Judy,  Tess  Moore,  Nadia  & Dave 
Watts 

Gladys  Heath 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 


Ruth  & John  Heath;  Herb  & Deb,  Eric,  Shawn,  Brian 
& Terri  & Dylan,  Brooklyn  Heath;  Connie  & Kevin 
Keegan;  Joe  & Karen  Pulver,  Amy,  Nick,  Abby  & Lily 
Fredsall;  Nancy  & Randy,  Robert,  Adam  & Lora, 
Tyler,  Cameron  Wade;  Jim,  Christina,  Paul,  Jacob 
& Rhiannon  Heath;  Don  & Karie  & Wendy  Heath, 
Sue  Casey;  Steve  & Ruth  LeCompte,  Shannon 
& Anatoly  Davidenko;  Tim  & Erin,  Olivia  & Owen 
Hart 

Alan  & Louie  Hoblitzell 
Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
Maggie  Howard 

Sarah  Hudson  & all  the  Hudson  family 

Al  & Martha  Joyner;  Jason  Joyner:  Tim  & Allison  Kearns 

Chris,  Tracy,  Alex  & Sam  Johnson 

Holly  & Roger  Ketron;  Henry  & Kim  Wheelwright  & 

Olivia  Grace;  Emma  W.  & Jeremy  Lefkowitz  & 
Ruthie;  Maisie  Ketron  & Brewster  Birdsall; 

Susanna  Ketron 

Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & Sophie,  Willem; 

Nick  & Lisa,  Hopper,  Lilabel  Virginia 
Celia  Kittredge,  Kit  Clucas,  the  Jay  Ogdens,  Tom 
Ogdens,  the  Sullivans,  the  Charlie  Kittredges,  the 
Scotts  & the  Rowleys 
Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Jane  Thrailkill  & 

Hawley  Truax,  Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & Charles 
Truax  & George 

Greetings  of  Aloha!  Lainie  & Larry  Krasnoff 
In  Memory  of  Douglas  Leach: 

Marion  Leach 

Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd  & Bob,  Ben,  Seth  & Tom 
Chuck,  Kathie  & Mackenzie  & Michaela  Loring 
Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Dick  Loring;  Debbie,  Henry  & Lizzy  Hall  & Chris 
Peppe;  Ricky,  Ann,  & Alisha,  Amy  Hunt,  Ashley, 
Drew  & Alissa  & Ayden  Rivers;  Ed  & Marian  Loring 
In  memory  of  Bill  & Jane  Bond  and  Charlie  & Bea 
Loring 

Russ  & Margaret  Loring  & Sassy  & Shadow 
Tunk  & Dede  Loring;  Rhonda,  Don  & Chris  Jordan, 

Nick  & Haley  LaBombard;  Elaine,  Ed,  Bryan  & 
Jordan  Arnold;  Tony,  Sara,  Megan,  Will  & Charlie 
Loring 

In  loving  memory  of  Joe  Loring  Jr 

Joe  & Evie,  Rodney  & Laurie,  & Gram. 

The  Ma  Family  - Yo-Yo,  Jill,  Nicholas  and  Emily 
Evelyn  & Paul  Margus 


Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante;  Jim  McIntosh  & 

Elaine  Gazda;  Nathaniel  McIntosh  & Amy  Pullen; 
Ethan  & Lydia  McIntosh;  Rustin  McIntosh  & Michele 
Michaud 

Katharine  McLennan  & family 
Jean  Moore  & Steve  Rubin 
Blessings  to  all! 

Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 
Greetings  to  all  in  Tyringham! 

Roberta  Myers,  your  Tyringham  Topics  editor 
Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer,  Walter  Palmer,  Spring  & 
John  Homschek,  Andrew  & Jacob 
Leroy  & Marge  Palmer 

Tonio  & Barbara  Palmer,  Caroline,  William  & Henrik 
Petey  Perkins,  Louie,  Neddy,  Jamie,  David 
& Kate  & all  their  families 

Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  & Elizabeth  Potter  & Jeffrey 

Donald  & Lauria  Puntin 

Matt,  Amy,  Emma,  Sophia  &Allie  Puntin 

Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon, 

Kenzie  & Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie,  Nicholas, 
Jackson  & Fritz;  Neil  & Lucia,  Marygrace,  Katrin  & 
Cecila  Adam;  Kristin  & Sandy  von  Thelen. 

Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun  & family 

Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 

Margaret  Olds  Richards  & the  Luchars:  Barrie; 

Alex, Susan,  Thomas,  Robert,  Catherine;  Charles; 
Jim,  Betsy,  Ian  & Teddy 

Wishing  everyone  the  best  during  this  holiday  season 
Michael,  Carmen,  Andrew,  Lindsay  & Eliza  Rood 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota,  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Peggy  Donald  Snider;  Gypsy  Snider,  Laska,  Lorenzo 
Leonard,  Gallia  Snider  Leonard;  Lorenzo  Pisoni 
In  loving  memory  of  Gerald  & Reed  Swart 
Ruth  Swart;  Sally  & Herb  Schild 
Joanne  & Dick  Sweeney 

Rachel  Urquhart  & John  Herrera,  Theo  & Simon,  Trixie 
& Elvis 

Brian  & Sidney  Urquhart 

Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 

Sisters  of  the  Visitation 

Joseph  Whalen  & Ken  Whalen  & girls 

Alan  Wilcox  & Lynn  Bertelli 

In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Ken  Winters 

Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley, 
Linsey,  Cayce  Williams;  Tim,  Diane  & Dominic 
Williams 

Mark  & Liz  Williams 
Frederick  Witherby 
Ros  Zimmermann 
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P.  O.  Box  345 
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Winter  2012 


Published  annually  by  the  Hop  Brook  Community  Club,  in  the  interest  of  church  and  community 


The  theme  for  this  Topics  is  “Ancestors:  Much 
Admired,  or  Best  Forgotten”.  We  have  found  that 
fortunately  for  the  ancestors,  our  contributors’  views  of 
them  have  been  favorable  and  affectionate.  We  have 
also  learned  that  an  ancestor  need  not  necessarily 
have  been  some  dude  from  the  twelfth  century. 

Many  of  you  have  written  about  your  parents  and 
grandparents,  aunts  and  uncles.  Finally,  we  have 
been  pleasantly  surprised  to  learn  that  ancestors  from 
places  other  than  Tyringham  can  also  be  interesting 
or  entertaining.  Whatever  the  case,  you  have  once 
again  enriched  our  history.  We  thank  you  warmly  for 
your  contributions  - financial  and  literary  - and  for 
lending  us  your  precious  family  photos.  Particular 
appreciation  also  goes  to  Toodie  Alsop  for  her  art  work 
and  to  Adrienne  Cosel  for  her  magnificent  cross-word 
puzzle. 

My  Grandparents 

Dede  Curtin  Loring 

This  article  is  to  honor  my  most  admired  relatives: 
Percy  L.  and  Isabelle  Roger  Stanton  - my  grandparents. 
Some  things  I remember: 

They  lived  in  Tyringham  and  were  caretakers  for 
various  families.  Grandpa  was  a nice  man  who  rolled 
his  own  cigarettes  and  always  sat  in  a chair  by  the 
window  so  he  could  see  down  the  road.  Grandma  was 
a lady  from  the  word  GO.  Always  wore  dresses  and 
beads  with  her  hair  in  a bun.  She  was  well-respected 
by  everyone  in  town.  She  was  the  town  librarian  for 
many  years. 

Of  course,  we  loved  to  go  there.  Sometimes  she 
would  let  us  go  upstairs  to  look  at  some  of  the  artifacts 
there.  But  no  touching  !!  Only  looking  !!  At  home  she 
had  the  Bond  bread  man,  Joe,  stop  once  a week  with 
baked  goods.  He  always  brought  her  favorite  bread  and 
if  we  kids  were  there,  she  might  get  some  doughnuts 


or  cookies  for  a treat  for  us.  She  always  went  to  the 
Tyringham  Church  and  sat  in  the  back  pew.  At  home,  she 
had  a pencil  collection  that  we  could  get  out  and  sort  over, 
for  entertainment.  She  was  well  respected  by  everyone  in 
town. 

On  their  50'^  anniversary,  there  was  an  open  house 
at  their  home  where  Molly  and  Tim  now  live.  My  mother 
Davena  (Curtin)  and  Helen  Curtin  made  the  cake.  Fearing 
it  would  slide  in  the  car,  we  carried  it  up  the  road  from  our 
house,  the  former  home  of  Terry  and  Marilyn  Curtin.  That 
was  in  June  1959. 

My  brother  Neil  told  me  a story  from  his  youth, 


Percy  and  Isabelle  Stanton  at  their  golden  wedding.  1959 


involving  him  and  Donnie  Stanton.  (Being  the  two  oldest 
grandchildren,  they  once  in  a while  stayed  overnight.) 

Well,  on  one  such  occasion,  when  Grandma  called  up  the 
stairs  (“Boys  ! It’s  time  to  get  up  for  school  !’’),  one  said 
he  was  sick  with  a cold  (cough,  cough)  and  the  other  the 
same.  She  said  okay  and  they  thought  they  had  it  made. 
Soon  there  were  footsteps  on  the  stairs  and  she  appeared 
with  a dose  of  castor  oil  for  each.  They  had  no  choice  but 
to  down  it !! 

One  day  in  the  late  fifties.  Grandma  slipped  in  water 
on  the  kitchen  floor  and  broke  her  hip.  She  was  taken  by 
ambulance  to  the  hospital,  so  my  mother  drove  Grandpa 
up.  When  they  came  home,  he  said,”  You  get  out  at  your 
drive  way  and  I’ll  go  on  home."  As  she  was  walking,  she 
heard  tires  spinning  and  ran  up  to  find  that  Grandpa  had 
gone  in  the  garage  and  hit  the  gas  instead  of  the  brakes 
and  spun  his  way  right  out  the  other  side  into  the  little 
brook.  Thankfully,  neither  he  nor  his  1947  Ford  were  hurt ! 

Grandpa  passed  away  in  1961  and  Grandma  in  1974. 
They  were  wonderful  grandparents.  It  is  from  my  Great 
Grandmother  Roger  that  I got  my  middle  name  - Dierdre 
Roger  Curtin  Loring. 


Dede  Curtin  Loring 


My  Father  Murray  Urquhart 

Brian  Urquhart 

My  father  was  single-minded  to  a fault.  Painting  took 
absolute  priority  in  his  life,  and  his  wife  and  children-not 
to  mention  national  events  and  international  disasters 
like  World  War  l-were  all  secondary.  He  painted  during 
daylight  hours  wherever  he  happened  to  be.  What  he  did 
for  money  remained  a mystery,  except  that  we  evidently 
had  very  little  of  it  and  lived  in  a primitive  farm  cottage 
without  electricity  or  running  water.  For  my  first  five  years 
my  father  was  a distant  figure,  but  at  least  he  was  living 
with  us. 

In  1925,  when  I was  six,  my  father,  carrying  his  easel 
and  paintbox,  rode  away  on  his  bicycle  and  never  came 
home  again.  For  years  my  mother  never  mentioned  or 
explained  this  fact.  Later  on,  my  brother  Andrew  and  I 
would  spend  ten  excruciating  days  each  year  staying  with 
our  father  in  gloomy  rooming  houses  on  the  outskirts  of 
London.  These  penitential  visits  were  spent  mostly  on  the 
top  of  London  double-decker  buses,  the  cheapest  way  of 
passing  the  time. 


Murray  Urquhart.  self  portrait,  c.  1 930 


My  father’s  father  was  the  minister  in  Portpatrick,  a 
small  fishing  port  on  the  western  coast  of  Scotland.  He 
died  four  months  before  Murray,  their  only  child,  was  born. 
His  mother  died  during  his  birth.  Murray  grew  up  with 
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doting  spinster  aunts  in  the  beautiful  city  of  Edinburgh, 
and  retained  the  soft  accent  of  that  city.  He  was  charming, 
handsome,  talented  and,  inevitably,  spoiled. 

Murray  went  to  art  school  in  Edinburgh  and  then,  for 
two  years  lived  in  Paris  as  an  art  student.  He  loved  the 
French  Impressionists,  who  were  in  the  process  of  passing 
the  torch  to  the  Post-lmpressionists--from  Manet  and 
Cezanne  to  Braque,  Matisse,  and  Picasso.  For  my  father, 
the  Impressionists  were  as  far  as  he  would  go.  Later 
schools  of  painting  were  too  modern  for  him. 

My  father  married  my  mother  in  1911  in  Bridport,  an 
ancient  market  town  on  the  south  coast  of  Dorset,  in 
England.  As  usual,  he  painted  from  dawn  to  dusk  every 
day,  and  my  mother,  who  much  admired  his  work,  often 
accompanied  him.  I have  on  my  wall  in  Tyringham  some  of 
the  pictures  he  painted  in  the  early  years  of  their  marriage. 
They  are  lively  and  happy. 

Their  first  child,  Andrew,  was  born  in  April  1914,  four 
months  before  the  declaration  of  war.  The  Great  War 
presented  a problem  for  my  father,  who  would  do  anything 
to  avoid  military  service.  Was  he  mortally  afraid  of  violent 
death?  Or  did  he  consider  that  painting  was  the  only  thing 
that  he  had  the  right  and  obligation  to  do?  In  any  case,  his 
obsession  was  such  that  life  with  him  became  a nightmare. 
He  would  hide,  take  a false  name--anything  to  escape 
conscription. 

The  four  years  of  the  First  World  War  must  have  been 
humiliating  and  demoralizing,  especially  for  my  mother. 

She  finally  mentioned  the  problem  to  me  on  September  4, 
1939,  the  second  day  of  World  War  II,  when  I had  to  tell 
her  that  I had  joined  the  army.  I feared  she  would  be  angry 
because  I could  have  easily  have  continued  at  Oxford 
for  another  year.  However,  the  memory  of  her  husband’s 
performance  in  the  First  World  War  remained  so  intense 
that  she  was  positively  relieved  at  my  decision. 

My  father  was  convinced  that  he  would  eventually 
become  one  of  the  world’s  best  and  most  famous  painters. 
My  mother  thought  this  was  an  immodest  idea,  but, 
since  he  didn’t  do  anything  except  paint,  it  seemed  to 
me  a harmless  if  distant  daydream.  There  was,  in  fact, 
an  abortive  flicker  of  public  interest  in  his  paintings  in  the 
1970s  during,  surprisingly,  the  Lebanese  civil  war,  when 
a Lebanese  friend  told  me  that  a dozen  of  his  pictures, 
bought  in  London,  were  “the  sensation  of  Beirut.”  Since 
anyone  with  any  sense  was  staying  below  ground  level 
for  the  duration  of  that  war,  the  applause  was  inevitably 
muffled.  The  civil  war  continued,  but  nothing  more  was 
heard  of  “the  sensation  of  Beirut.” 

My  father  was  a fervent  spiritualist  and  the  close  friend 
of  innumerable  ghosts.  He  told  us  of  his  conversations  with 
people  long  dead  as  if  he  had  just  met  them  in  the  street. 
He  tended  to  favor  famous  people--he  was  a terrible 
snob.  I remember  his  account  of  his  talk  with  the  great 
18th  Century  painter.  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.  The  houses 
my  father  stayed  in  buzzed  with  psychic  phenomena,  and 
on  one  occasion  he  hinted  at  a rendezvous  with  the  Loch 
Ness  Monster.  His  favorite  Cairn  terrier,  Judy,  jumped  onto 
his  bed  and  barked  each  morning  until  his  dying  day  in  the 
early  1970s,  although  she  had  died  in  1936. 


After  he  bicycled  away  from  us,  my  father  married  his 
cousin,  Muriel,  who  swallowed  without  difficulty  all  of  his 
claims  to  genius.  My  mother  never  saw  him  again,  but  still 
loved  him  and  admired  his  painting.  My  brother  and  I never 
forgave  him  for  abandoning  her.  She  continued  to  teach 
until  she  was  80,  and  also  somehow  managed  to  give  us 
both  an  excellent  education,  to  which  my  father  did  not 
contribute. 


L to  R:  Andrew  and  Brian  Urquhart  c.  1924 

For  many  years  I was  so  prejudiced  against  my 
father  that  for  a long  time  I was  also  prejudiced  against 
his  painting,  which  was  stupid.  He  was  an  outstanding 
watercolorist  in  the  classic  British  tradition,  which  has 
always  suited  the  English  climate,  countryside,  and 
character.  He  produced  hundreds  of  pictures,  whose 
freshness,  spontaneity  and  skill  remain  a permanent 
pleasure.  With  two  or  three  brush  strokes,  he  could 
summon  and  retain  a sunny  seaside  or  an  overcast 
winter  day  in  the  Scottish  highlands.  He  was  also  very 
accomplished  in  oil  painting,  both  landscapes  and 
portraits,  only  here  he  sometimes  tended  to  be  derivative. 
He  could  draw  anything  beautifully,  instantly  and  without 
correction.  He  omitted,  however,  to  make  any  effort  to  sell 
his  pictures. 

As  the  years  pass,  it  seems  to  me  more  and  more 
miraculous  that  one  person’s  particular  skill  may  defy  time 
and  decay--at  least  for  some  generations.  My  father  had 
this  gift  and  it  was  the  most  important  thing  in  his  life.  We 
remember,  less  and  less,  all  the  rest  of  it. 
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Ricki  Cowell’s  mother  and  a Greek  cousin 

Back  to  the  roots 

Ricki  Cowell 


In  2007,  my  sisters  and  I took  our  mother  to  Greece. 
We  took  her  back  to  the  village  where  her  parents  were 
born,  high  up  in  the  mountains.  We  were  greeted  by  at 
least  five  generations  of  relatives! 


IVill  Stedman 


Grampa  Stedman 

Karen  Winters  Williams 


The  following  are  a little  girl’s  memories  of  her  great- 
grandfather. 

My  great-grandfather.  Will  Stedman,  came  to  live  with 
my  parents,  Mike  and  Evelyn  Winters,  when  his  wife 
Maybelle  died.  He  was  my  mom’s  grandfather.  I wasn’t 
born  until  about  four  years  later.  He  was  a wonderful  part 
of  my  early  childhood. 

Grampa  and  I were  great  friends.  Actually,  I think  he 
was  my  first  “best  friend”.  We  spent  a lot  of  time  together 
and  had  a lot  of  fun.  He  told  me  lots  of  stories  about  the 
old  days.  When  I got  bigger,  we  walked  down  to  Curtin’s 
store  together.  An  old  man  with  a cane  and  a little  girl  with 
short  legs  made  perfect  walking  companions.  Sometimes, 
we  couldn’t  go  because  his  rheumatism  was  acting  up. 

He  smoked  a pipe  and  I loved  the  smell  of  it.  He 
sometimes  smoked  a cigar  (White  Owls),  but  I didn’t  like 
the  smell  of  them. 

His  prized  possession  was  his  fiddle.  He  played  for 
dances  in  his  younger  days.  I loved  to  sit  on  the  floor 
at  his  feet  while  he  played  it  for  me.  Today,  it  is  one  my 
prized  possessions.  Every  once  in  a while,  I take  it  out  of 
its  case,  hold  it,  and  remember. 

On  one  of  my  birthdays,  he  came  back  from  the  store 
with  a small  brown  paper  bag  - the  kind  that  penny  candy 
was  sold  in.  In  that  bag  were  25  Dum  Dum  lollipops! 
Greatest  gift  ever. 

When  I was  five  years  old,  Grampa  left  us.  I so  missed 
that  kind,  gentle  old  man,  my  friend,  who  gave  me  so  much 
of  his  love  and  time. 


Around  the  kitchen  table:  L to  R:  George  Picken,  Evelyn  Winters,  Cyril  (?), 
Karen  in  Mike  Winters ' lap.  Will  Stedman. 


"The  man  who  has  not  anything  to  boast  of  but  his  illustrious  ancestors  is  like  a 
turnip  - the  only  good  belonging  to  him  is  under  ground.  Samuel  Butler 
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The  Saw  Mill 

Marion  Leach 


My  ancestors  are  all  in  Lee,  but  there  is  a slight 
connection  to  Tyringham. 

When  my  parents,  Frederick  Milton  and  Catherine 
Bradley,  announced  their  engagement  to  be  married  on 
June  24'^,  1924,  her  father  Charles  Bradley,  owner  of 
Berkshire  Hills  Farm  on  Devon  Road,  asked  her  where 
they  planned  to  live.  She  assumed  in  the  farmhouse 
because  her  husband  was  going  to  work  on  the  farm. 

Her  father  said,  “There  is  not  enough  room.  There  are 
two  families  already  living  there.  I will  give  you  the  two 
acre  hay  field  on  the  corner  of  West  road  and  Devon  Road 
and  build  you  a house. 

She  and  her  husband-to-be  thought  that  was  very 
thoughtful  and  exciting.  So  in  the  winter  of  1923  her 
father,  Frederick,  and  the  hired  hands  went  to  the  woodlot 
to  fell  logs  to  build  the  house.  The  logs  were  hauled  by 
horse  and  sled  to  Tyringham,  to  Downs’  saw  mill,  to  be 
sawed  into  lumber.  The  lumber  was  hauled  back  to  Lee  to 
cure  on  the  site. 

In  the  spring  of  1924,  the  cellar  hole  was  dug  and  the 
five  room  bungalow  was  built  for  their  occupancy  after  the 
wedding.  In  the  1950s,  my  parents  put  on  an  addition  on 
the  west  side.  And  in  2000,  Doug  and  I sold  it  and  the  new 
owners  put  on  a huge  addition,  but  the  original  house  still 
stands  today. 

So  this  is  the  connection  between  my  ancestors  and 
Tyringham. 


Growing  up  Across  from  Tanglewood 

A conversation  with  Dot  Choquette 

My  early  memories  of  my  grandfather,  Samuel 
Dunbar,  was  when  he  was  already  in  his  very  late  70s 
and  early  80s,  so  he  was  sort  of  the  extra  one;  he  had 
reached  the  point  where  he  couldn’t  get  around  without 
a cane  and  so  he  was  always  in  the  background.  My 
mother  was  in  the  state  hospital.  She  had  a nervous 
breakdown  when  my  younger  sister  was  born  in  1927, 
so  we  spent  from  1927  until  1929  at  my  grandparents 
place  while  my  mother  was  in  the  hospital.  (Nowadays 
it’s  called  post  partum  depression.)  My  father  always 
felt  he  could  bring  her  out  of  it  if  they  would  bring  her 
home,  but  her  older  sister  was  a nurse  and  she  felt 
she  should  be  in  a hospital  so  in  the  hospital  she  went. 
He  took  her  to  Northampton,  the  state  hospital,  and 
everything  was  fine  until  she  realized  where  she  was, 
and  then  all  hell  broke  loose. 

So  I was  the  extra  one.  My  sister  was  the  poor 
little  baby  without  her  mother.  I was  the  toddler  under 
everyone’s  feet.  My  grandfather  and  I were  best 
buddies.  We  spent  a lot  of  time  together,  because  I 
stayed  at  my  grandfather’s  place.  My  aunt  who  spent 
her  whole  life  taking  care  of  the  home  and  the  whole 
family  and  never  married,  lived  there  at  home.  The 
house  was  across  from  Tanglewood.  My  mother  grew 
up  on  Lenox  Mountain  and  they  lived  up  there  until 
the  property  was  taken  for  the  watershed,  so  they 
moved  down  to  the  farm  across  from  the  main  gate  at 
Tanglewood.  It  belonged  to  her  family.  It’s  a big  house 
and  it  has  now  been  made  into  apartments.  My  sister 
couldn’t  wait  to  see  it,  but  I don’t  want  to  see  it.  I want  to 
remember  it  the  way  it  was. 


Former  Dunbar  house,  Lenox,  across  from  Tanglewood 


My  grandfather  and  Uncle  Frank  had  a dairy  farm 
right  there,  with  registered  Guernseys,  but  he  was  no 
longer  able  to  work  the  farm  when  I was  there.  He  sold 
his  milk  at  Weir’s  Dairy  from  Lee,  down  where  Lexington 
Manor  is  now.  They  came  and  picked  up  the  milk  every 
day.  He  used  to  split  wood  like  nobody’s  business;  he 
was  forever  in  the  wood  pile. 

When  it  was  still  the  farm,  and  part  of  the  big  lot 
closest  to  the  intersection,  Tanglewood  bought  it 
for  parking.  All  the  back  pastures  along  the  Under 
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Mountain  Road  which  meant  so  much  to  me  growing  up, 
are  now  full  of  houses.  I miss  it,  especially  this  time  of 
year.  We  used  to  gather  hickory  nuts  in  those  pastures. 

And  when  I was  growing  up  in  Lenox,  we  used  to  go 
blue-berrying  on  Bald  Head  Mountain,  up  behind  Seranak. 
It  used  to  fascinate  me  to  watch  some  of  the  old  Italian 
women  from  Lenox  walking  down  with  their  lunches  and 
with  their  berry  pails  on  their  heads.  One  memory  I have 
is  when  my  grandmother  was  already  in  her  very  late 
seventies.  She  had  walked  up  with  us  blue-berrying  and  on 
the  way  home  she  sprained  her  ankle  and  couldn’t  walk, 
so  and  they  wound  up  coming  down  and  getting  an  oak 
arm  chair  from  the  dining  room,  and  putting  her  in  that  and 
carrying  her  down  the  mountain,  a good  half-mile  or  more. 

My  grandfather  died  on  December  31®',  1933;  my 
grandmother,  Anna  Sears  Dunbar,  died  3 weeks  later.  My 
grandfather  was  very  nice,  very  quiet.  Just  grew  up  and 
went  to  work.  My  grandmother  was  a very  sweet,  retiring 
lady.  When  she  lost  her  husband,  she  lost  all  interest  in 
living.  She  left  the  dining  table  and  went  and  sat  down 
by  the  kitchen  door  and  they  heard  a sound  and  she 
was  gone.  He  had  arthritis,  and  had  to  use  canes  to  get 
around. 


We  used  to  spend  part  of  our  vacations  in  Lenox,  so 
I was  familiar  with  Lenox  growing  up.  In  1 937-38,  I lived 
with  my  aunt  and  uncle  at  the  family  house.  My  oldest 
aunt,  Alice,  was  a nurse  at  Berkshire  school  in  Sheffield. 

My  other  aunt,  Elsie,  gave  up  her  life  to  the  family  and 
home.  The  year  I lived  in  Lenox  and  went  to  school  there 
was  the  year  that  the  Shed  at  Tanglewood  was  built.  So  I 
followed  the  building  of  that  right  from  delivering  the  load 
of  hay,  to  watching  workers  pouring  the  foundation.  I was 
there  for  the  whole  building  of  it.  I kept  a close  eye  on 
what  was  going  on. 

My  first  connection  to  Tyringham  was  when  we  were 
living  on  Plunkett  Street,  in  Lenox  and  Harvey  was  working 
on  a farm.  A friend  of  his  came  by  and  said  how  about 
switching  houses  and  jobs?  Within  a week  we  were  in 
Tyringham  and  we  have  been  here  ever  since  - not  this 
house,  but  the  one  in  back  of  Nort’s  where  we  were  burnt 
out  in  March  1946. 

As  for  the  Lenox  property,  I was  very  sad  when  it 
was  sold.  I would  have  given  anything  if  I had  had  the 
$136,000  myself.  I would  have  bought  the  place. 


Angelica  McLennan.  Olivia  Kammerer  and  Holly  McLennan  Ketron 


Death  and  a Surprising  Memory 

Holly  McLennan  Ketron 

Death  in  the  family  was  almost  unknown  to  my  sister 
Angelica  and  me.  My  father,  John  McLennan’s,  parents 
and  a sister  had  died  decades  before  we  were  born,  my 
mother  Honora’s  father,  Percy  Kammerer,  was  buried  in 
Tyringham  when  I was  very  small.  But  our  life  truly  was  lit 
up  by  “Bazzy”,  my  mother’s  mother,  Olivia  Kammerer.  She 
was  a cousin  of  Francesca  Palmer  and  Roz  Gilder,  had 
come  to  Tyringham  as  an  eight-year-old  orphan  in  1900, 
and  by  the  1950s  was  earning  her  living  taking  young 
ladies  abroad  to  acquire  some  culture.  In  the  mid-50s 
she  opened  a school  for  the  same  clientele  in  Florence, 
the  Villa  Mercede,  which  I was,  by  1959,  looking  forward 
to  attending  the  following  year. 

I don’t  remember  her  as  cosy  and  cuddly,  but  rather, 
funny,  dashing,  plain  in  a tremendously  alluring  way, 
plump,  slightly  vain,  racing  around,  spending  a bit  too 
much  of  what  she  had,  including  the  purchase  of  the  old 
Garfield  Farm,  also  known  as  "Spencer’s”  and  now  owned 
by  the  Mas. 

In  the  early  summer  of  1959,  Olivia  was  returning 
to  the  States,  and  I am  sure  our  family  and  the  Spence 
family  of  Olivia’s  daughter  Eleanor,  were  focused  on  her 
return.  I imagine  June  26  was  a fairly  warm  evening  that 
year,  and  I know  my  parents  and  Angelica  and  I were 
sitting  at  supper  in  the  dining  room  of  the  Ashintully  Farm 
House.  The  phone  rang  in  the  little  “office”  next  to  my 
mother’s  end  of  the  table.  She  answered  it,  came  back, 
sat  down,  looked  down  the  table  into  my  father’s  eyes 
with  a piercing  intensity,  and  said,  “Ma  is  dead.  The  plane 
crashed  outside  Milan.”  In  the  coming  weeks  my  mother 
often  told  people  that  in  the  last  letter  she  got  from  Olivia 
she  wrote,  “The  week  ends  in  a ball  of  fire.  See  you  soon!” 

So  much  followed  those  words;  gatherings,  rituals,  and 
a very  hot  drive  in  July  to  pick  up  the  remains  TWA  had 
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sent  back  to  Tringham  for  burial.  Also  changes  in  family 
affairs,  the  sound  of  my  mother  crying  downstairs  at  night, 
changes  in  plans  for  me,  changes  which  were  mostly 
about  just  as  shock  and  grief  narrowed  my  world.  And  over 
time  Olivia,  and  those  days,  became  part  of  history  and 
anecdote.  Now  that  I live  in  Tyringham,  it  can  be  a hopeful 
question,  "Did  you  ever  know  my  grandmother?"  That  is 
what  is  left  - I am  two  years  older  than  she  was  when  she 
was  killed,  and  now  I wish  I could  hear  others  tell  me  about 
her. 

And  suddenly  someone  appears,  a stranger  with  a 
very  different  kind  of  memory  (oh  blessed  internet):  A 
man  in  Italy,  in  Olgiate  Olona  outside  Milan,  emails  one 
of  my  Olivia  cousins  on  the  Spence  side,  a young  woman 
in  her  20s  living  in  California,  asking  her  if  she  is  the 
great-granddaughter  of  Olivia  Pattison  Kammerer  who 
was  killed  in  TWA  flight  891  on  June  26,  1 959.  I start 
a correspondence  with  Sr.  Nicola  Puddu,  whose  own 
mother,  still  alive,  saw  the  plane  fall  from  the  sky  near 
their  house  on  June  26,  1959.  People  none  of  us  have 
ever  heard  of,  in  a town  with  a double  name  in  Italy,  know 
about  the  reason  why  a woman  in  the  Tyringham  cemetery 
died.  In  2009  Olgiate  Olona  put  up  a beautiful  black  stone 
memorial  to  the  victims  of  that  crash,  and  now  Nicola  is 
working  very  hard  to  track  down  the  families  of  the  69 
others  who  died,  in  order  to  make  a page  with  information 
on  each  victim  on  a commemorative  web-site. 

For  me  and  my  family,  it  may  have  been  that  this  was 
once  all  about,  and  only  about,  us,  but  of  course  it  was 
about  a whole  town  far  away,  a nation  which  had  never 
had  such  a bad  crash,  a huge  airline,  and  most  of  all  about 
a group  of  70  people  on  a flight  that  started  in  Athens,  and 
might  have  ended  with  no  mishap  in  Chicago.  I so  wish 
my  mother  and  her  sister  Eleanor  Spence,  Olivia’s  beloved 
daughters,  were  alive  today  to  know  about  the  generosity 
and  efforts  of  Nicola  Puddu  and  his  team.  Maybe  the 
McLennan  and  Spence  descendants  will  be  there  one 
June  26.  It  is  the  exact  thing  that  would  have  delighted 
Olivia,  and  she  would  have  expected  to  have  a good  time. 


Mostly  About  My  Parents, 

Chet  and  Hazel  VanOrman 

A conversation  with  Gordon  VanOrman 

My  mother.  Hazel  Granger  VanOrman,  was  born  in 
1906  on  the  family  farm  on  the  Brace  Road.  I’m  not  sure 
how  long  they  lived  there  after  she  was  born,  but  I know 
that  she  and  her  older  brother,  Uncle  Rolf,  went  to  the 
school  at  the  Shaker  Pond  (sometimes  they  slid  down 
Brace  Road  to  get  to  school).  And  she  went  to  the  Central 
School  out  here  by  the  park.  I assume  that  they  moved 
here  - across  the  road  (Betty  Cernik’s  house  now).  It  must 
have  been  after  she  went  to  school  here.  She  married 
my  father  in  1924.  She  was  about  18  and  I know  that  my 
mother  and  father  lived  in  Great  Barrington  at  the  time  and 
they  also  lived  in  Brewster  NY  for  a while.  I was  born  over 


here  in  the  Cernik  house  in  1 932.  My  grandmother  owned 
the  house  then,  and  she  and  my  grandfather  farmed  there 
and  owned  a cow.  My  grandfather  died  over  there. 

We  moved  here  to  this  present  house  in  1939,  because 
I know  we  were  still  across  the  road  in  the  flood  of  1938.  I 
was  only  six  but  I can  remember  like  it  was  yesterday;  we 
had  to  get  out  and  we  lost  part  of  the  barn,  but  the  house 
was  okay. 


Hazel  Granger  VanOrman 

My  mother  was  a typical  New  England  housewife  and 
worked  hard  and  raised  kids.  She  was  a good  cook.  We 
canned  a lot  and  she  took  in  laundry  and  worked  out.  (She 
made  this  famous  chocolate  cake  everybody  loved.  There 
isn’t  any  recipe.  Last  summer,  Johnny  Dubois  said  he 
wished  he  could  have  some.  I know  she  used  lard.  You’d 
get  shot  today  if  you  used  real  lard  to  make  a cake!) 


Chet  VanOrman 
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It  was  in  the  Depression  years  (what  did  I know  about 
the  Depression!).  My  father  cut  wood,  drove  trucks  and 
he  worked  many  places.  During  all  the  war  years,  he 
drove  for  Palmer  Lines.  (Palmer  was  an  old  trucking 
company  - one  of  the  grandsons  runs  the  GMC  garage  on 
the  Sheffield  flats  now,  so  this  was  a long  time  ago.)  My 
father  was  gone  a lot.  He  worked  a lot  of  hours  driving 
trucks.  I have  pictures  of  him  with  old  hard  rubber  tire 
mats,  and  old  trucks.  It  wasn’t  like  today. 

He  was  a good  mechanic  and  he  could  fix  anything. 

He  was  always  fixing  somebody’s  car.  In  fact,  I think 
anybody  in  town,  if  they  couldn’t  get  started  in  the  morning, 
would  call  on  my  father  if  he  was  home.  He  had  an  old 
crock  of  salt  under  the  back  stairs  out  here  and  Wilbur 
Clark  used  to  have  a chimney  fire  once  in  a while,  and 
he’d  always  holler  down  to  one  of  the  kids  to  get  my  father 
and  his  salt  and  he’d  go  up  and  pour  it  down  the  chimney 
to  put  the  fire  out.  I always  remembered  that. 

My  father  was  born  in  South  Shaftsbury,  VT.  He  was 
next  to  the  oldest  in  a family  of  nine.  My  grandfather 
VanOrman  died  young  in  1919  when  my  father  was  still 
very  young.  The  kids  had  to  go  to  work  at  a young  age. 

My  grandmother  VanOrman  died  in  1927.  My  father 
was  in  World  War  I,  but  he  didn’t  go  overseas;  he  was  in 
Carlisle  Barracks,  PA.  After  that,  my  parents  were  married 
in  1924.  Probably  because  there  was  no  work  in  Vermont, 
he  came  here  to  cut  wood  up  on  Beartown  Mountain,- 
maybe  that’s  where  he  met  my  mother  - and  then  after 
that,  they  lived  in  Great  Barrington  on  the  street  beside 
David  Clark’s  bike  shop.  They  came  back  to  Tyringham 
after  living  in  Brewster  and  lived  in  my  grandmother’s 
house  for  a while. 


Gordon  I anOrman.  graduation  picture 


My  dad  died  in  '56  and  my  mother  in  1960.  They 
were  both  rather  young.  We  moved  here  to  our  present 
house  in  ‘56  after  my  father  died.  They  were  hard  working 
people.  I guess  we  were  poor  but  we  never  knew  it.  My 
dad  loved  hunting  and  fishing  with  us.  We  used  to  go 
bullheading  up  at  Hayes  Pond  on  Saturday  nights  and 


he  loved  to  play  cards.  My  Uncle  George  (my  mother’s 
younger  brother),  who  thought  the  world  of  my  dad,  would 
come  home  from  Florida  and  say,  “Let’s  play  pitch,  or 
high-low  Jack.’’,  so  they’d  always  go  over  to  Harold  Pike’s, 
and  Wilbur  Clark  would  come  down  and  some  of  the 
other  men  and  they’d  all  play  cards  half  the  night.  They’d 
always  go  rabbit-hunting;  we  always  had  a rabbit  dog. 
Things  were  different  then!  We  didn’t  run  to  Lee  every  five 
minutes. 

First  car  I remember  my  dad  had  was  a Model  A with  a 
rumble  seat.  All  the  kids  wanted  to  ride  in  the  rumble  seat. 
He’d  take  us  to  a diner  in  East  Lee  that  Harry  Williams  and 
George  Rove  ran.  They  were  good  friends  and  used  to 
come  to  the  house.  That’s  another  thing.  My  dad  and  mom 
were  always  dragging  somebody  home.  You  never  knew 
who  was  coming  home  with  them  for  supper. 


Kate  and  Gordon  \ anOrman,  wedding  picture 


My  dad  used  to  take  us  up  to  Shaker  Pond  skating. 
Dick  (Birkett)  used  clear  it  off.  One  Christmas  mom  told  us 
that  if  we  wanted  a ride  to  go  skating,  we  should  buy  my 
dad  some  skates  so  he  could  skate  with  us,  so  we  did. 

My  parents  lost  three  children.  One  was  a year  old, 
and  had  meningitis.  My  sister  Barbara  was  almost  four 
years  old  and  got  her  dress  on  fire  and  burned. 

My  dad  used  to  call  for  the  square  dances;  they  had 
regular  dances  and  they  had  them  for  the  service  men. 
Harry  Loring  and  Newt  Heath  fiddled,  and  Candace  Heath 
played  the  piano.  (My  dad  probably  learned  calling  from 
some  kitchen  on  a farm  in  Vermont.  They  were  called 
“kitchen  hops”  back  then.  Old  New  England  tradition.) 

The  wives  organized  it  all... Irma  (Clark),  Evelyn  (Winters) 
and  others.  They  bought  my  father  a nice  wool  shirt 
for  calling.  Small  town  USA!  People  don’t  believe 
Tyringham! 

People  will  not  look  fon^'ard  to  posterity  who  never  look  baclm  ard  to 
their  ancestor.  Edmund  Burke 
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.\an  Bernstein  Freed  and  mother.  Annette  Bernstein 


Thanksgiving  in  Tyringham 

Paul  Freed 

Nan’s  mother-my  mother-in-law  and  matriarch  of  our 
family-passed  out  of  this  life  a couple  of  months  ago.  She 
passed  quietly  in  her  own  bed  at  the  age  of  ninety-one, 
with  Nan  and  our  niece  Nora  at  her  bedside.  I had  hoped 
she  would  make  it  to  this  year’s  Thanksgiving. 

Thanksgiving  in  Tyringham  is  mandatory  in  our  family. 
No  matter  where  in  the  world  any  of  us  is  on  that  Thursday 
in  November,  we  have  to  find  our  way  to  Tyringham.  Our 
family  has  celebrated  the  holiday  at  Nan’s  and  my  home 
every  year  since  the  early  nineteen-eighties.  What  started 
out  as  twelve  around  a rickety  table  with  a wood  stove  in 
the  corner  in  1983,  is  now  -through  marriage  and  birth  - 
approaching  thirty  this  year. 

At  last  year’s  celebration  - her  last  - I remarked  to  Nan 
that  at  that  first  dinner,  twenty-nine  years  ago,  her  mother 
was  my  age  now.  That  old  adage  is  really  true:  the  older 
you  get,  the  faster  life  spins  by;  and  memory  sometimes 
comes  in  a rush  of  vignettes. 

Nan  grew  up  in  southern  Pennsylvania  bordering  Amish 
country.  Her  father,  Jules,  owned  a sewing  factory  whose 
workforce  was  composed  of  Mennonite  women.  Her 
parents  regularly  picked  up  hitchhikers  at  a time  when  that 
was  still  an  accepted  way  to  travel  around  the  country.  It 
was  not  unusual  for  Nan  to  arrive  home  from  school  to  find 
strangers  sitting  at  the  dinner  table  along  with  her  folks 
and  two  sisters. 

By  the  time  I joined  the  party  in  1977,  there  already 
was,  within  the  family,  a strange  mix  of  ex-husbands, 
who  would  go  on  to  have  children  in  new  marriages  who 
themselves  would  have  children,  who  would  all  remain  part 
of  our  original  family.  Daughters,  husbands,  ex-husbands, 
children,  grandchildren,  great-grandchildren,  friends  and 
even  strangers  have  - over  the  years  - been  welcomed  into 
and  included  in  the  family  circle;  and  presiding  at  the  head 
of  this  loving  union  was,  of  course.  Nan’s  mother. 


She  will  be  missed  in  body  at  this  year’s  gathering;  but  her 
spirit  will  live  on  in  every  person  who  - directly  or  indirectly  - 
owes  their  place  at  our  Tyringham  Thanksgiving  table  to  our 
confidante  and  touchstone. 


Our  Dearly  Departed 

Jean  P.  Moore 

Could  the  Mayflower  have  stayed  afloat 
With  all  our  ancestors  aboard  that  boat? 

So  many  climbing  off  at  Plymouth  Rock 
Legions  it  would  seem  to  our  shores  did  flock. 

Could  it  have  truly  been? 

What  is  this  need  to  own  history  as  kin? 

Maybe  now  you’ve  come  so  far 
You  aspire  to  the  DAR. 

But  when  old  bones  in  the  closet  do  rattle 
Highfalutin  friends  soon  skedaddle. 

Great  grandpa,  saint  he  might  have  been 
If  horse  thief,  robber  don’t  count  as  sin. 

Regal  family  faces  in  the  dining-room  hall 
While  others  were  once  on  the  post  office  wall. 

The  family  tree  is  a mighty  thing. 

But  from  its  branches  some  surely  did  swing. 

From  the  high  and  mighty  to  the  down  and  dirty. 
From  the  pure  and  chaste  to  the  purely  murky — 

They’re  ours,  they’re  ours — let’s  claim  them  all. 
On  the  brink  of  heaven  and  after  the  fall. 
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My  Ancestors 

Lisa  (Palmer)  Brandreth 

When  I read  the  title  of  this  years  selection  for  the 
Topics,  I was  struck  by  a feeling  that  this  subject  was  a 
definite  challenge.  The  reason  for  this  is  the  fact  that  I am 
burdened  on  both  sides  of  the  family  with  endless  family 
trees  growing  back  into  many  centuries,  which  present 
me  with  impossible  choices  - both  as  to  wickedness  or 
goodness. 

Should  I write  about  my  Gatterburg  grandfather  who 
was  a dashing  and  elegant  officer  of  advanced  age  when 
he  fell  in  love  with  my  grandmother,  then  a beautiful 
eighteen-year-old  art  student  in  Budapest.  My  grandfather, 
the  younger  son  of  a large  family  - there  were  1 5 siblings 
in  all  - was  married  to  a Hungarian  lady  of  considerable 
means  and  a grand  estate.  Nevertheless,  he  succeeded 
in  persuading  the  young  Elisabeth  to  come  with  him  and 
get  married.  The  unsuspecting  bride  was  married  by  a 
supposed  monk,  a friend  of  grandfather  in  a borrowed 
cassock,  in  a little  chapel,  late  one  evening,  and  that  was 
that.  The  fact  that  he  still  had  another  wife  was  discovered 
in  due  course,  and  my  grandmother  decamped  to  Paris. 
Eventually,  all  was  arranged  and  forgiven  and  although 
she  was  30  years  his  junior,  they  had  a happy  marriage 
and  produced  five  children,  one  of  them  my  father. 

Maybe  it  would  be  more  interesting  if  I searched  in  my 
German  ancestral  records?  The  family  on  my  mother’s 
side  dates  back  to  the  early  fourteen  hundreds,  when  the 
present  Schloss  (castle)  was  a moated  Burg  and  life  there 
probably  rather  tough.  Destruction  during  the  Thirty-Year 
War  allowed  the  following  generation  to  build  something 
a bit  more  comfortable,  although  a letter  from  one  of 
the  daughters  of  the  then  reigning  Baron  begged  him  to 
take  them  away  from  ‘this  very  cold  and  damp  dwelling”. 
Should  I recount  how  the  wife  of  this  very  knight,  whose 
portrait  hangs  in  the  Tower  Room,  gets  down  from  the  wall 
every  night  to  wander  the  halls.  She  had  thirteen  children 
and  not  a very  happy  life.  We  straighten  the  painting 
every  morning,  but  she  continues  her  nightly  walking. 

As  children,  we  never  felt  too  comfortable  with  all  those 
portraits  whose  eyes  followed  you  wherever  you  went. 

And  who  was  it  who  walled  in  a young  maiden  because 
she  had  lost  her  innocence?  There  is  a room  on  the  upper 
floor  with  a strange  wall  closet  from  which  moaning  noises 
can  be  heard  from  time  to  time.  The  villainous  murderer  is 
not  mentioned  in  any  of  the  records,  and  yet,  one  wonders. 
Guests  don’t  like  to  sleep  in  that  room! 

Then  there  is  Carl  Alexander,  a handsome,  dashing 
officer  during  the  Napoleonic  Wars.  He  came  back  from 
the  Russian  campaign  and  did  the  unheard  of  thing  of 
marrying  a commoner,  the  beautiful  Camilla,  without  his 
commander’s  permission.  Again,  it  was  a clandestine 
marriage  which  caused  the  young  bride  much  grief  as 
society  was  slow  in  accepting  her.  The  dashing  officer 
went  off  to  war  again,  and  lost  his  life  by  having  been  shot 
through  his  helmet,  which  is  still  on  view  in  our  dining 
room  above  his  crossed  sword  and  rifle.  Camilla  raised 


Fat  Damian 


her  only  son  to  carry  on  the  family  line.  He  was  my  great- 
great-grandfather. 

The  one  ancestor  who  is  dear  to  all  our  hearts  is  “Fat 
Damian”  - a bon  vivant  who  lived  in  the  late  18*^  century 
and  enjoyed  the  good  life,  attested  to  by  his  rather 
amazing  girth.  His  portrait  hangs  in  our  dining  room  and 
during  the  hungry  days  of  the  war,  when  we  ate  potatoes 
and  spinach  made  from  nettles,  he  looked  down  on  us 
with  great  pity  and  compassion.  Damian  decided  to  start  a 
new  life  in  America  and  set  out  on  this  adventure.  He  got 
as  far  as  the  coast,  but  - so  the  story  goes  - when  he  saw 
the  sailing  ship  which  was  to  carry  him  across  the  ocean, 
he  lost  heart  and  returned  to  the  safety  of  home  and  the 
assurance  of  good  meals.  Nevertheless,  it  was  a proud 
attempt.  I finished  it  for  him  several  centuries  later. 

Hannah  Dustin  - 

Love  her  or  fear  her,  she’s  still  our  relative 

Betty  Bean 

Shortly  after  I married  Bill,  we  were  discussing  relatives, 
and  he  mentioned  that  one  of  his  relatives  was  the  first 
woman  in  the  US  honored  with  a statue.  Being  a ‘70’s 
feminist,  I thought  this  was  really  cool,  and  asked  him  to 
show  me  a picture.  He  said  he’d  do  one  better.  He  pulled 
out  a whiskey  bottle  made  in  his  relative’s  likeness.  It 
was  Hannah  Dustin,  a heroine  of  the  Granite  State  (or  so 
the  whiskey  bottle  said).  Looking  closely  at  the  likeness, 

I asked  him  what  she  was  holding  in  her  left  hand  and 
he  told  me  they  were  ...  scalps.  WHAT!?  And  a hatchet. 
What  had  I married  into! 

The  following  is  the  incredible  story  about  Hannah 
Dustin  compiled  from  Bill’s  family  recollection,  “History 
Heritage”,  and  “Find  a Grave.” 

Hannah  Dustin  lived  in  the  mid-1600’s  in  Massachu- 
setts, during  the  King  William  War,  in  a comfortable 
colonial  home.  Her  settlement  was  attacked  by  Abenaki 
Indians,  so  her  husband  and  eight  of  her  children  fled  to  a 
nearby  garrison.  Hannah  stayed  behind  with  her  newborn 
child  and  her  Aunt  Mary  Neff  because  she  was  not  yet  able 
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to  travel.  They  were  forcibly  taken  back  to  the  Indians’ 
camp.  Her  infant  daughter  was  smashed  against  a tree  by 
the  Indians  and  killed,  but  Helen  and  Mary  were  led  further 
north  for  15  days  and  eventually  joined  by  a 14-year-old 
boy  captive. 


Hannah  Dustin  with  scalps 


After  walking  for  several  more  days,  the  natives 
stopped  to  rest  for  the  night  on  an  island  at  the  conjunction 
of  the  Merrimack  and  Contoocook  rivers.  Hannah  and 
her  friends  waited  until  the  Indians  were  asleep  and  then 
killed  ten  of  the  12,  using  the  Indians’  own  tomahawks 
as  weapons  (think  she  was  mad?).  The  former  captives 
packed  one  canoe  with  supplies,  destroyed  the  others 
and  before  departing  camp,  took  enemy  scalps  as  proof 
and  to  collect  a bounty.  Traveling  down  the  river,  only  at 
night,  the  trio  returned  home  safely  after  several  days. 
Hannah  became  a minor  celebrity,  with  her  story  recorded 
by  Cotton  Mather  and  retold  in  Thoreau’s  “A  Week  on  the 
Concord  and  Merrimack  Rivers.”  In  1879  a bronze  statue 
of  Hannah  Dustin,  grasping  the  tomahawk,  was  placed  in 
Haverill  town  square  where  it  still  stands. 

It’s  still  a little  strange  to  think  about  the  scalping,  and 
that  Hannah  is  our  relative,  but  I figured  I’d  have  the  most 
gruesome  relative  story  from  a Tyringham  resident  until  I 
heard  that  Al  Wilcox  is  related  to  Lizzie  Borden. 

YIKES! 


My  Dad 

Lovingly  written 
Donna  (Heath)  Drake 

Sometimes  a girl’s  got  to  do  what  a girl’s  got  to  do! 

I thought  and  prayed  and  contemplated  and  then  I knew; 

I would  take  my  Dad  out  on  his  last  hunt  for  game. 

Now  Dad  was  nearly  ninety,  almost  blind,  and  with  a cane. 
Did  I have  the  right  to  put  my  Dad’s  health  in  peril? 

Or  should  I lead  with  my  heart  and  follow  his  will? 

The  morning  we  left,  it  had  started  to  snow. 

Big  fluffy  flakes  made  it  a really  quiet  go. 

He  looked  so  handsome  in  his  hunting  hat  and  gear; 

The  little  grin  on  his  face  told  me  I had  nothing  to  fear. 

Side  by  side  and  step  by  step,  we  made  it  to  the  top. 

He  said,  “This  right  here  is  where  we  need  to  stop.” 

We  both  sat  down  quietly  to  watch  and  wait. 

Not  caring  at  all  that  it  was  getting  late. 

He  began  giving  instructions  on  what  I should  do; 

Could  I really  shoot?  I didn’t  have  a clue! 

The  moment  came,  as  I saw  the  deer  from  above. 

Slowly  coming  toward  us  and  if  push  came  to  shove, 

I thought,  I can  do  this,  with  Dad  whispering  in  my  ear. 

Stay  steady,  gun  to  shoulder,  clean  shot  only,  do  you  hear? 
My  heart  pounded  as  I watched,  the  closer  they  came. 

I raised  the  gun  to  my  shoulder  and  I took  aim!! 

But  it  was  never  meant  to  happen,  as  off  they  ran, 

I was  glad  in  a way,  though  it  wasn’t  part  of  the  plan. 

Years  have  passed  since  that  special,  shared  day, 

I will  never  forget  it  and  I’d  just  like  to  say. 

No  deer  was  killed  on  that  day  long  ago, 

But  many  special  memories  are  with  me  wherever  I go. 

So  take  that  extra  step  and  go  the  extra  mile. 

‘Cause  it’s  all  worth  it.  You  can  see  it  their  smile. 

Note:  Roy  Heath  (my  Dad)  and  Newton  Heath  (my 
grampa)  were  well  known  for  their  hunting  skills.  Venison 
was  our  winter  staple  and  rabbit  too!  (Ugh.) 


Cora  and  Newton  Heath  with  Roy  (c.  1895) 
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My  Hinterland  for  Gram 

Lainie  Krasnoff 

From  the  time  I was  born  until  just  before  I got  married, 
my  mother’s  mother  lived  with  us.  Gram  was  born  in 
England  but  came  to  America  when  she  got  married. 
Although  she  didn’t  keep  her  English  accent  like  some  of 
her  siblings  did,  she  often  told  me  stories  and  used  certain 
expressions  that  were  from  when  she  was  growing  up  in 
England. 

My  father  worked  six  days  a week  and  on  weekends 
it  was  common  for  us  to  all  to  pile  in  the  car  and  go  on 
a road  trip.  All  you  have  to  do  to  imagine  it,  is  to  think  of 
Rockwell’s  double  picture,  “Going  and  Coming".  I can’t 
look  at  that  picture  and  not  focus  on  Gram,  dressed  with 
her  hat  and  crammed  in  the  backseat  with  me  and  my 
brother.  One  of  her  English  expressions  was  often  about 
us  going  to  “the  hinterlands.”  I never  had  heard  that  term 
used  by  anyone  else  or  in  any  other  conversations. 

When  we  were  looking  for  a place  to  get  away  to  from 
our  home  in  NY,  we  looked  at  many  other  Connecticut 
and  Berkshire  towns.  When  we  saw  the  sign  that  said, 
“Tyringham,  A Hinterland  Settlement”  I think  I knew 
immediately  that  we  had  found  the  right  place.  Gram 
would  have  loved  it  here. 


Lainie  Krasnoff  with  her  grandmother.  Sophie  Kahn 


A Cousin  ? 

Betty  Jean  Cernik 

I have  heard  tell. 
That  I once  had 
A cousin  that 
Went  from  town 
To  town  with  his 
Monkey,  organ 
Grinder  and  little 
Tin  cup. 

It  was  long  before 
My  time. 
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Katherine  Harding,  Sandy  Farnham 


J iggo  and  Catha  Rambiisch  with  beloved  vintage  car 


Assessor  Tim  Taylor 


Marv  Ann  Brown 
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Maria  Hawkins  Cole 
(1922-2012) 

When  the  Cole  family  became  our  Fernside  neighbors  in  the  late  sixties,  the  prospect  of  my  lifelong  friendship 
with  Maria  would  have  been  a fantasy.  Her  children  - Kelly,  Timolin  and  Casey  - were  remarkable  for  their  easy, 
good  manners,  which  made  them  Tyringham  insiders  in  no  time.  Their  mother,  however,  was  unequivocally  a 
celebrity,  renowned  for  her  beauty  and  for  a host  of  charitable  activities,  a famous  hostess  and  a nightclub  star. 

In  addition,  it  was  a period  when  the  world  was  mourning  the  death  of  Nat  King  Cole  in  February  1965.  How  not 
to  wonder  what  such  a woman  would  find  to  entertain  herself  in  a sleepy  Massachusetts  village?  What  could  we 
have  in  common? 

It  quickly  became  apparent  that  Maria  would  find  herself  at  home  wherever  she  landed.  She  became  involved 
in  the  life  of  the  town,  the  childrens'  schools,  local  causes  - especially  the  Boston  Symphony  at  Tanglewood  - and 
transforming  South  House  into  a haven  of  elegance  and  hospitality.  (She  took  a personal  interest  in  everything. 
The  first  time  she  came  to  dinner  at  my  house,  she  chided  me  for,  and  then  removed,  the  ashtrays  on  the  dining 
room  table  because  we  had  both  lost  our  husbands  to  cancer.  Maria  had  campaigned  for  several  years  against 
smoking,  and  she  was  right.  The  ashtrays  were  eliminated! 

Because  she  was  newsworthy,  Maria  bore  the  brunt  of  intrusive,  sometimes  painful,  publicity.  Her  pride  and 
courage  carried  her  through,  but  at  a price.  On  the  other  hand,  her  sense  of  humor  and  her  concern  for  those  she 
loved  as  well  as  for  many  others  never  faded,  nor  did  her  extraordinary  beauty. 

Maria’s  last  months  were  spent  in  a hospice  apartment  close  to  her  twins,  Timolin  and  Casey,  and  her 
grandchildren.  Her  voice  and  spirit  had  not  changed  when  we  spoke  in  June,  two  days  before  her  death.  She 
reminisced  then  about  her  happy  years  in  Tyringham,  and  wished  that  she  could  have  paid  her  annual  visit  last 
summer. 

Betty  Kramer 
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Virginia  Dwyer  Gorman 
(1919-2012) 

Forty-one  years  ago  my  mother  bought  herTyringham  dream  cottage  on  Webster  Road.  She  had  been  renting  the 
gingerbread  style  house  bordering  the  Hop  Brook  at  the  corner  of  Jerusalem  Road  that  is  now  Jean  Moore’s  home 
and  yoga  studio.  It  was  then  owned  by  the  art  expert  and  collector  Jean  Brown  who  became  a life-long  friend  of  my 
mother’s. 

Tyringham  was  then  and  remains  a tapestry  of  colorful  residents  much  like  the  celebrated  quilts  of  years  past.  My 
mother  drank  martinis  and  discussed  theories  of  education  with  Millie  McIntosh;  she  shared  memories,  theater  lore, 
and  a love  of  E M.  Forster  with  actors  Thomas  Coley  and  William  Roerick.  Virginia  indulged  her  fondness  for  hot  fudge 
sundaes  at  Friendly’s  with  Judy  Reber,  and  her  love  of  poetry  with  Elizabeth  Elliott. 

She  was  also  close  to  many  other  Tyringham  residents  like  Joe  and  Marion  Whalen,  their  children  and  grandchildren. 
She  enjoyed  sharing  in  the  works  and  camaraderie  of  the  ladies  of  the  Hop  Brook  Club.  And  most  of  all,  my  mother 
enjoyed  sharing  Berkshire  delights  with  her  grandson,  Conor,  to  whom  she  passed  on  an  abiding  love  of  this  beautiful 
valley. 

Susan  Moran 
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Francis  C.  “Putt”  Darey 
(1924-2012) 


Putt  loved  “Happy  Valley.”  He  had  such  an  appreciation  for  the  amazing  architecture  of  the  old  homes  and  the 
individuality  of  its  inhabitants.  He  could  most  often  be  seen  sitting  on  his  porch  enjoying  the  Cobble  view  or  getting  a world 
perspective  from  the  Appalachian  Trail  hikers  that  passed  by.  Taking  a “ride  to  the  end  of  the  valley”  easily  meant  he  would 
be  gone  for  a few  hours  - chatting  with  people  along  the  way,  selling  and  buying  antiques  or  offering  up  the  latest  in  his 
larger  than  life  stories.  He  was  the  first  to  help  bring  in  hay,  pump  out  a flooded  basement  or  respond  to  the  fire  whistle. 

He  was  a true  neighbor  who  didn’t  care  about  your  political  views,  your  stature  in  life  or  the  car  you  drove;  he  liked  people 
and  helping  them  however  he  could. 

The  folks  he  worked  for  in  town  were  like  extended  family  to  him;  he  cared  for  them  and  their  homes  as  he  did  his  own. 
When  he  did  tear  himself  away  from  town  and  work,  it  was  for  York  Beach,  Maine  or  one  of  the  local  lakes.  Many  evenings 
in  the  summer  we  would  pack  a picnic  and  head  to  a lake  to  cool  off  and  in  August  you  would  find  him  in  York  Beach 
enjoying  fried  clams,  “chowda”  and  some  well  deserved  R&R  time  celebrating  his  birthday,  my  mom’s  and  their  wedding 
anniversary.  I’m  happy  my  dad  touched  so  many  lives.  It  helps  his  memory  live  on. 

Jennifer  Darey  Atwater 
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Donald  Heath  James  Heath 

(1958-2012)  (1957-2012) 

Both  Jim  and  Don  spent  their  toddler  years  in  Tyringham  and  later  moved  to  Lee.  However,  they  returned  weekly  to 
Tyringham  on  Sundays  to  attend  Sunday  School  and  later,  Youth  Group.  They  were  active  members  of  the  Boy  Scouts 
enjoying  their  adventures  at  camp.  They  loved  to  romp  and  explore  October  Mountain  and  Woods  Pond  behind  their 
house  in  Lee  with  their  siblings  and  friends.  Amazingly,  one  summer  they  both  had  leg  casts;  however,  it  did  not  hinder 
their  climbing  excursions.  They  both  managed  to  climb  up  into  the  rafters  of  the  barn  and  to  the  top  of  trees  to  get  a bird’s- 
eye  view  of  their  world.  Their  youth  was  spent  side-by-side  because  they  were  only  13  months  different  in  age. 

Jim  enrolled  in  the  Army  and  was  stationed  in  Texas  for  his  stint.  Once  he  returned  home,  he  married  and  had  a son, 
James  (Paul)  Jr.  After  his  divorce,  he  joined  his  brother  Don  in  Florida.  Don  had  also  married  and  had  a daughter  Karie. 
Jim  later  remarried  and  had  a daughter  Christina. 

Jim  and  Don  went  into  construction  starting  at  the  bottom  rung  of  the  ladder.  Through  perseverance  and  hard 
work,  they  worked  their  way  up  the  ladder.  Jim  was  more  interested  in  the  finishing  aspects  of  carpentry  of  homes 
and  eventually  became  a certified  home  inspector.  Don  was  more  intrigued  with  high  rise  buildings.  He  became  a 
superintendent  of  a company  that  built  double-digit  high  rise  structures. 

They  may  have  lived  their  adult  lives  in  Florida,  but  they  remained  loyal  to  their  Massachusetts’  sports’  teams.  They 
could  easily  be  seen  in  a crowd  at  a Miami/Patriots  game  in  Miami  because  they  always  decked  themselves  out  in  a 
multitude  of  Patriot  gear.  Jimmy  was  a collector  of  sports  memorabilia  and  Don  was  a golfer.  They  both  also  enjoyed  a 
calm  relaxing  day  at  the  beach. 

As  in  life,  they  needed  to  be  side-by-side,  and  in  death  they  are  once  again  side-by-side  at  home  in  the  Berkshires. 

Ruth  A.  Heath 
Ruth  Heath  Lecompte 


17 


Alfred  Hollworth,  Jr. 
(1935-2012) 


Born  and  raised  in  Milford,  Conn,,  Al  was  the  first  of  two  boys.  He  attended  the  University  of  Connecticut  to  study 
business  at  his  father’s  insistence,  but  always  wanted  to  be  an  artist  and  realized  his  dream  when  he  attended  the  Art 
Students’  League  in  Manhattan.  After  his  service  in  the  National  Guard,  he  married  the  girl  he  met  on  the  beach  in  Milford 
and  was  employed  by  IBM  as  a graphics  artist  and  designer  in  New  York.  In  addition  to  many  internal  awards  at  IBM,  his 
work  appeared  in  Graphis  Annual,  in  United  Way  campaigns  and  at  a National  Medal  of  Honor  event. 

Athletic  coach  and  history  tutor  for  his  children.  Dawn  and  Rich,  he  never  tired  of  bragging  about  their  scholastic  and 
athletic  accomplishments.  Affectionately  known  as  “Poppa  Al”  to  his  four  grandchildren,  his  inspiration  continues. 

Al  took  early  retirement  so  he  could  ski,  golf  and  fish  in  the  Berkshires  where  he  had  been  visiting  for  ten  yeas. 

Working  part  time  at  the  Shaker  Museum  and  the  Norman  Rockwell,  he  loved  to  tell  everyone  he  came  from  Tyringham  a 
town  of  300.  His  love  for  nature,  animals  and  travel  are  captured  in  the  paintings  he  left  behind.  A joy  forever. 

Barbara  Hollworth 


18 


Richard  Robert  Pratt 
(1916-2011) 


Robert  (Dick)  Pratt  was  born  and  raised  in  the  Berkshires.  He  lived  in  West  Stockbridge,  Richmond,  South  Lee 
and  Tyringham.  In  his  95  years  he  worked  for  the  Schweitzer  Mill  in  Lee,  then  became  a truck  driver  for  Old  Colony. 

Dick  used  to  drive  a route  that  would  pick  up  kindergarten  children  for  the  Lee  School  System  including  children  from 
Tyringham. 

Dick  moved  to  Tyringham  to  reside  with  his  companion  Helen  Twing  after  they  had  both  been  widowed,  They  enjoyed 
gardening,  walking,  feeding  and  watching  the  hummingbirds  and  just  sitting  in  a lawn  chair  in  the  front  yard  visiting  with 
anyone  who  happened  to  pass  by. 

While  living  in  Tyringham,  Dick  was  presented  with  the  golden  cane  for  being  the  oldest  citizen  in  Town  at  that  time. 
Dick  and  Helen  enjoyed  taking  rides  around  Tyringham  as  the  seasons  changed  to  see  the  changes  in  nature,  as  well  as 
how  their  friends  and  neighbors  were  decorating  their  homes  for  the  holidays. 


Dorothy  Heath 
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William  (Bill)  Stanard 
(1928-2012) 


William  M.  (Bill)  Stanard,  Sr.  of  Beartown  Mountain  Road,  South  Lee  was  born  in  Tyringham  to  Howell  R and  Jenny 
L.  (Mange)  Stanard  in  the  first  house  on  the  right  after  the  Lee  line  on  Tyringham  Road.  He  was  the  fourth  generation  of 
Stanards  in  Tyringham,  and  the  eighth  generation  through  his  great-grandmother  Clara  (Heath)  Stanard,  the  eighth.  His 
grandfather,  Frank  W.  Stanard,  served  as  Tyringham  Town  Treasurer  and  Tax  Collector  for  39  years.  His  grandmother 
Ellen  Stanard  was  the  Tyringham  reporter  for  the  Berkshire  Eagle  for  27  years.  He  moved  to  Beartown  Mountain  as 
a youth,  but  remained  deeply  rooted  in  Tyringham.  He  was  educated  in  Lee  schools,  and  married  Julia  M.  Duby  on 
December  28,  1946. 

Following  in  his  father’s  and  grandfather’s  footsteps,  he  worked  for  over  30  years  at  the  M.W.  Stedman  Rake  Factory 
in  Tyringham.  In  1946,  the  Berkshire  Eagle  reported  that  Frank  had  worked  at  the  rake  factory  for  25  years,  Howell  for 
20  years,  and  Bill  for  2 years.  Bill  started  as  a general  hand  and  later  drove  truck.  He  took  over  as  superintendent  when 
Howell  stepped  down  due  to  health  issues.  All  of  Bill’s  brothers  and  both  of  his  sons  also  worked  at  Stedman’s. 

Bill  was  independent  and  self-reliant.  He  cut  the  trees  on  Beartown,  trucked  them  to  the  mill  and  built  his  house.  He 
raised  pigs  and  had  a small  garden  plot,  put  up  hard  cider  and  made  home  brew.  Like  most  old  timers,  there  wasn’t  much 
he  couldn’t  fix  or  make.  His  home  was  always  open  to  those  in  need.  It  was  unusual  not  to  find  at  least  one  “boarder”  on 
Beartown.  He  enjoyed  hunting,  fishing  and  snowmobiling. 

He  was  predeceased  by  his  wife  Julia,  daughter  Shari  Scace,  great-grandson  Larry  Navin,  his  parents,  sisters  Beverly 
Keefner,  Jeanne  Kirchnerand  Donna  Sommerville  and  brothers  Howell  P.  and  Howell  F.  Stanard. 

He  is  survived  by  his  daughter  Lynda  Stanard,  son  William  Stanard,  Jr.  and  his  wife  Lynn,  son  Edward  Stanard  and  his 
wife  Jeanne  and  son-in-law  Thomas  Scace;  granddaughters  Irene  Navin,  Mary  Fabiano  and  Christine  Thorp;  grandsons 
Robert  Navin,  William  Navin,  Douglas  Stanard,  and  Mitchell  and  Drew  Scace;  great-grandchildren  Marrina-Raine 
Gallant,  Megan  and  Emily  Fabiano,  Jacob  Novik,  and  Austin  Henry  Thorp;  brothers  Noel  and  Robert  of  Lee  and  Richard  of 
South  Lee;  sisters  Bertha  Vreeland  of  Becket  and  Shirley  Hunter  of  South  Lee,  and  many  nieces  and  nephews. 


Ed  Stanard 
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Sissy’s  Stroll  2012 


The  Passing  of  a Dear  Friend 

Dr.  Ronald  Myers  died  peacefully  at  home  in 
Sandisfield  on  November  14'^  2012.  He  did  not  live  in 
Tyringham,  although  he  knew  many  of  our  residents. 

Each  year,  beginning  in  November,  he  goodnaturedly 
endured  with  great  patience  and  tolerance  our  long  and 
chaotic  Topics  preparation  meetings  with  his  wonderful 
wife,  our  steadfast  editor,  Roberta.  This  year,  sadly,  he  is 
not  there  to  egg  us  on,  and  we  miss  him  greatly  - at  many 
levels. 

We  are,  as  always,  and  all  the  more  so  this  year, 
greatly  indebted  to  Roberta  Myers  for  her  tireless  efforts 
in  pulling  the  Topics  together.  In  spite  of  Ron’s  long, 
debilitating  illness  and  hospitalization,  and  his  passing,  she 
saw  this  issue  through  to  the  end. 

Tyringham  Hop  Brook  Community  Club 


We  were  deeply  saddened  by  the  death  of 
Christopher  Bradley  on  Friday,  November  8th  2012 
and  extend  deepest  sympathy  and  affection 
to  his  parents,  our  friends  and  neighbors, 

Ricki  and  Steve  Cowell 


Lori  Curtin  on  Candy 


Will  Loring  hands  out  shirts 
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Mimi  Crandall  and  friends 


New  resident,  Josh  Briggs  and  Noa 


Madison  Curtin.  Mary  Errichetto  and  Colby  Curtin 


John  Curtin 


Everett  and  MaryAnn  Eennelly 


Joe  Whalen 


I 
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Tyringham  Flag  Ceremony  at  the  Massachusetts  State  House,  Boston,  July  18,  2012 


Front  row  from  left- 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer,  Sen.  Benjamin  Downing,  John  Curtin,  Jr,  Colby  Curtin,  Lynn  Bertelli,  Rep.  "Smitty" 
Pignatelli,  Alan  Wilcox 

Second  row  from  left- 

Henrik  Palmer,  Mimi  Crandall,  Alison  Forbes,  Maureen  Lenti,  Joan  Mougin,  Ben  Schaefer,  Nick  Errichetto, 
Tim  Schaefer,  William  Palmer 

Third  row  from  left  - 

Darlene  Wilkinson,  Dede  Loring,  Rosemary  Ford,  Helen  Curtin,  Jerry  Curtin,  Jo-Ann  Larson 

Fourth  row  from  left  - 

Penny  DeLand,  Lauria  Puntin,  Maggie  Curtin,  Rev.  Janet  McKinstry,  Chris  Curtin,  Stephen  Hodgin 


Fifth  row  - 

Peter  Risatti,  Barbara  Palmer 
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Selectmen  News  2012 

Our  highway  department  works  hard  every  year  and 
this  year  was  no  different.  They  worked  fast  and  furious 
to  make  repairs  to  Main  Road  where  tropical  storm  Irene 
washed  away  the  road.  Cost  of  repairs  was  $118,438, 
for  which  the  town  was  reimbursed  in  the  amount  of 
$104,065.  With  the  help  of  WMECO,  they  also  partici- 
pated in  the  removal  of  approximately  25  diseased 
roadside  trees.  In  addition,  our  crew  also  improved  the 
bridge  and  road  to  the  swimming  hole  to  allow  our  senior 
citizens  to  drive  there  once  a week  and  enjoy  nature  in  all 
it’s  splendor. 

The  late  October  2011  snow  storm  created  a state 
of  emergency,  which  the  state  reimbursed  the  town  for 
in  the  amount  of  $6,828.  It  was  great  to  receive  the 
reimbursement  money,  although  the  Halloween  wagon 
never  rolled  that  year  so  many  children  (and  adults)  were 
disappointed.  A small  gathering  took  place  in  the  Town 
Hall  several  days  later  and  those  attending  made  out  like 
bandits. 

Many  thanks  to  Les  Beebe,  Noah  Choquette  and 
Andy  Slater  for  their  continued  hard  work  and  devotion  to 
keeping  our  town  roads  safe  and  beautiful. 

The  blackboard  connect  system  was  put  in  place 
to  inform  town  residents  of  pertinent  information.  This 
system  was  put  in  place  to  improve  communication  during 
an  emergency. 

The  work  for  the  EECBG  Energy  Grant  is  now 
completed.  Many  town  buildings  had  work  performed 
including  insulation  and  updated  heating  systems. 

Some  of  you  may  have  noticed  that  the  WiSpring  tower 
is  in  place  on  George  Cannon  Road,  wireless  internet  will 
be  available  for  those  that  receive  a good  signal  and  wish 
to  have  the  service  - soon. 

The  town  cane  was  presented  to  Anne  Palmer  during 
early  summer,  she  now  holds  the  position  of  being  the 
most  senior  town  resident. 

In  July,  a group  of  town  residents  took  a bus  trip  to  the 
State  House  in  Boston  and  met  with  Senator  Ben  Downing 
and  State  Representative  "Smitty”  Pignatelli  to  witness  our 
Tyringham  Town  Flag  being  installed  in  the  Hall  of  Flags. 

A bid  from  Keene  Chrysler  Dodge  Jeep  Inc.  for  $85,000 
was  accepted  to  purchase  a new  plow  truck. 

I want  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  my  colleagues 
Peter  Curtin  and  Chris  Johnson  for  their  consistent  efforts 
and  willingness  to  take  on  the  challenges  of  managing  this 
town.  Many  thanks  to  all  residents  who  sit  on  boards  or 
are  otherwise  involved  in  behind  the  scenes  efforts  that 
make  this  town  such  a great  place  to  live.  Last  but  not 
least,  congratulations  to  Molly  Curtin-Schaefer  for  being 
appointed  the  town’s  first  Town  Administrator.  Your  hard 
work  does  not  go  unnoticed  and  I look  forward  to  working 
with  you  in  this  capacity. 

For  the  Board  of  Selectmen 
Alan  B.  Wilcox,  Chairman 


Mimi  Crandall 


Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 


Tyringham  Topics,  Winter,  2012 

Editor,  Roberta  Myers 
Production  Staff: 

Toodie  Alsop,  Betty  Bean,  Lynn  Bertelli, 
Adrienne  Cosel,  Nini  Gilder, 
Maggie  Howard,  Sarah  Hudson 


PARTICIPATED  IN  A PROGRAM  FUNDED  BY  THE 


Massachusetts  Cultural  Council 

SUPPORTING  PUBLIC  PROGRAMS  IN  THE  ARTS,  HUMANITIES  & SCIENCES 


This  project  is  supported  in  part  by  a grant  from  the  Tyringham 
Cultural  Council,  a local  agancy  which  is  supported  by  the 
Massachusetts  Cultural  Council,  a state  agency. 
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Tyringham  Steak  Roast  Committee 


Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company 
July  1,  2011  - June  30,  2012 


We  had  65  calls  this  year.  This  was  our  largest  number 
in  a long  time,  with  26  of  these  being  medical.  The  most 
serious  this  year  were  three  motor  vehicle  accidents. 

False  alarms  and  water  calls  also  accounted  for  26  calls. 
The  alarm  calls  told  us  that  people  have  the  alarms  in  and 
working,  and  that  is  good.  Be  sure  to  change  batteries 
when  you  change  clocks. 

All  of  our  fundraisers  were  a success  and  thanks  to  all 
who  came  and  enjoyed  themselves. 

Wishing  you  all  a safe  and  happy  year  Thank  you. 

James  J.  Curtin 
Fire  Chief 


Tyringham  Library.  1905 


Our  annual  major  fundraiser  - The  Tyringham  Steak 
Roast  - will  be  held  as  always,  the  first  Saturday  of  August. 
Saturday,  August  3,  2013.  We  hope  you  will  join  us  to 
make  our  fundraiser  for  the  Fire  Company  a huge  success. 
We  have  hired  Whiskey  City  (a  country  rock  band)  for  the 
event.  Please  check  the  town  web  site  after  May  1 , 2013 
for  tickets,  at  w’w'w.nr ingham-ma.gov  or  call  Alan  Wilcox  at 
243-2463. 

Rodney  Clark,  Chair 


Tyringham  Free  Public  Library 


The  Library  continues  to  be  very  busy  on  the  days  we 
are  open.  Attendance  and  circulation  have  increased  and 
we  have  had  an  increase  in  non-resident  circulation.  We 
added  about  200  new  books  and  videos  to  our  collection 
and  we  continue  to  offer  museum  passes  to  the  Norman 
Rockwell  Museum,  The  Clark,  Hancock  Shaker  Village, 
The  Berkshire  Museum,  the  Bidwell  House  Museum, 
Naumkeag,  The  Mission  House,  The  Ashley  House, 
Bartholomew’s  Cobble  and  the  Folly  at  Field  Farm.  We 
also  received  a gift  of  a subscription  to  the  Smithsonian 
Magazine  which  is  available  for  circulation. 

In  anticipation  of  truly  high  speed  internet  access 
provided  by  the  Mass  Broadband  Initiative,  we  purchased 
a new  laptop  computer  and  wireless  printer  for  the 
Library.  This  will  give  us  two  relatively  new  computers 
for  public  access.  Some  equipment  has  been  installed 
for  broadband,  but  it  is  not  expected  to  be  available  until 
sometime  in  2013.  Many  miles  of  cable  have  still  to  be 
installed  before  this  becomes  a reality.  In  the  meantime, 
we  provide  satellite  internet  and  wireless  access  in  the 
Library  and  in  the  surrounding  area  outside  the  Library 
building  and  the  Town  Hall. 

Many  thanks  to  those  who  have  make  donations  to  the 
Library.  This  is  a big  help  in  keeping  our  holdings  current 
and  plentiful  for  our  faithful  patrons. 

We  are  open  Tuesday  afternoons  from  3 to  5 pm  and 
Saturday  mornings  from  10  to  noon.  Please  stop  in  and 
take  advantage  of  what  we  have  to  offer. 

Mary  Garner,  Librarian 
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Hop  Brook  Community  Club 

Our  Hop  Brook  year  has  unusual  timing  - it  begins 
in  November  and  ends  each  October  when  I write  this 
article  for  the  Topics.  It’s  fun  for  me  to  reminisce  about  the 
events  of  the  past  year  and  I'm  always  amazed  at  what  our 
little  group  has  accomplished  when  we  are  all  so  busy  with 
our  real  lives. 

In  November  2011  we  arranged  for  Nicholas  Platt  to 
present  a lecture  on  his  years  in  China,  it  was  a great 
success  and  raised  a good  deal  of  money  to  be  put  toward 
scholarships. 

The  summer  2012  nature  program  took  place  upstairs 
at  the  Town  Hall.  Birds  of  Prey  were  brought  and 
presented  by  a lively  lady  from  Wingmasters,  who  was 
very  informative  and  entertaining.  We  enjoyed  an  up  close 
look  at  live  birds  such  at  the  Golden  Eagle  and  various 
other  owls  and  raptors. 

At  our  July  meeting  which  was  held  in  the  lovely  garden 
at  Elizabeth  Elliott’s  hilltop  property,  part  time  resident 
Jenny  Kassanoff  spoke  to  members  of  Hop  Brook.  The 
talk  was  on  the  “Historic  Precedence  of  Contested 
Elections:  The  Pregnant  Chad"  We  all  thought  the  topic 
was  especially  timely  due  to  this  being  an  election  year. 

We  used  some  our  monies  to  sponsor  a summer  intern 
for  Bidwell  House  Museum  at  a cost  of  $200.00  and  also 
donated  $1,000  to  the  Cemetery  Fence  Fund  to  help  move 
along  the  restoration  of  the  gorgeous  historical  iron  fence. 

This  past  summer  we  also  decided  to  present  Ben 
Schaefer  with  a substantial  contribution  for  the  Drew 
International  Seminar  program.  This  is  a special  program 
where  Ben  will  undertake  a three  week  journey  to  Africa 
studying  Medical  Anthropology.  We  look  forward  to  a date 
in  the  future  where  Ben  will  enlighten  us  with  his  findings 
on  this  trip. 

Another  accomplishment  of  our  group  this  year 
has  been  the  201 3 Tyringham  calendar.  Our  calendar 
committee  did  a great  job  of  showing  iconic  Tyringham 
scenes  in  this  lovely  timekeeper.  If  you  haven’t  yet 
purchased  your  calendar  you  can  pick  one  up  at  the  Post 
Office. 

One  thing  I have  missed  this  year  is  our  annual 
luncheon  at  Ashintully.  This  is  the  first  time  in  the  last  10 
or  so  years  that  my  autumn  has  not  been  marked  by  this 
special  event.  With  the  permanent  relocation  of  longtime 
resident  Katharine  McLennan,  the  luncheon  in  the  barn 
with  it’s  lovely  antiques  and  crystal  lighting  fixtures  is  no 
longer  on  our  October  schedule.  Perhaps  we  can  come 
up  with  another  way  to  mark  the  changing  of  the  seasons. 

As  always,  we  are  so  grateful  for  the  generosity  of  the 
Fawcett,  Truax  and  Kierstead  families  at  Fernside.  Many 
thanks  also  to  the  Tyringham  Cultural  Council  for  their 
financial  support  each  year.  The  monies  that  we  receive 
go  directly  to  help  cover  printing  and  other  expenses 
related  to  producing  the  Tyringham  Topics. 

Wishing  you  all  a happy  and  healthy  holiday  season 
and  a joyful  new  year! 

Lynn  Bertelli,  President 


Julie  Anne  Collier.  Wingmasters.  with  raptor 


< I 


Golden  Eagle 


Hop  Brook  Community  Club 
Scholarship  News 

In  April,  our  Scholarship  Committee  interviewed 
graduating  seniors  who  would  be  eligible  to  receive  a 
scholarship  at  the  beginning  of  their  second  semester  of 
college  (January,  2013). 

Samantha  Miller,  a Lee  High  graduate,  interviewed  with 
impressive  grades  from  throughout  her  high  school  career 
and  many  hours  of  volunteer  services.  There  included 
community  events  such  as  working  at  a food  pantry  and 
helping  at  community  suppers.  She  also  participated  in 
an  Appalachia  Service  Project  which  repaired  homes  in 
poverty  stricken  areas.  She  planned  on  becoming  an  Early 
Childhood  Educator  and  took  a Virtual  High  School  class 
where  she  taught  lessons  in  the  Kindergarten  classroom  at 
Lee  Elementary  School  as  well  as  serving  an  internship  for 
two  years  in  the  elementary  school.  Samantha  currently 
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attends  Bridgewater  State  University  and  is  indeed 
pursuing  an  Elementary  Education  degree.  We  were  very 
proud  to  accept  her  as  a scholarship  recipient. 

This  year  we  also  gave  funds  to  a previous  scholarship 
awardee,  Ben  Schaefer,  to  attend  the  Drew  International 
Seminar  program.  This  is  a special  program  where  Ben 
will  undertake  a three  week  journey  to  Africa  studying 
Medical  Anthropology.  We  can’t  wait  to  receive  a report 
back  from  his  trip. 

Thanks  to  everyone  on  the  Scholarship  Committee 
which  includes  Kate  Van  Orman,  Marion  Leach,  Lauria 
Puntin,  Ricki  Cowell,  and  Betty  Bean.  Most  of  all  thanks  to 
all  of  you  for  contributing  to  the  scholarship  fund.  We  are 
expecting  a bumper  crop  of  graduates  next  year,  so  we 
really  appreciate  your  help. 

Betty  Bean,  Chair 
Scholarship  Committee 


Through  the  Year  with  the  Visitation  Sisters 

Our  annual  presentation  of  Lessons  and  Carols  on 
December  18,  2011  was  the  largest  turn-out  ever.  This 
tradition  was  started  by  our  good  friend.  Rev.  Gary  Dailey. 
The  Ceremony  of  Lessons  and  carols  was  enhanced  by 
the  music  of  our  friends;  E.  Lary  Grossman,  organist, 

Tracy  Norkun,  flautist,  and  Joanne  Nelson-Unczur,  oboist, 
all  under  the  direction  of  Deacon  Matthew  Alcombright. 

The  presentation  of  the  Ceremony  of  Lessons  and  Carols 
will  be  held  this  year  on  Sunday,  December  16. 

The  royal  dignity  of  being  the  2012  Epiphany  Queen 
fell  to  Sister  Anne  Marguerite.  The  Queen  has  to  write  a 
proclamation  which  she  reads  to  her  subjects  (the  other 
Sisters)  in  which  she  indicates  her  three  wishes.  Qne  of 
her  wishes  was  that  each  Sister  could  have  three  days  off 
during  the  Season  of  Lent.  It  is  our  sincere  hope  that  the 
Epiphany  Queen  of  2013  will  come  up  with  a similar  wish  - 
comparable  or  even  better! 

Qn  January  29  we  celebrated  Sister  Alice  Marie 
Landers  60'^  Anniversary  of  her  religious  profession,  that 
is,  the  60th  Anniversary  of  her  making  her  vows  as  Sister. 
The  Eucharistic  Liturgy  was  marked  by  hymns  that  were 
special  to  Sister,  who  had  been  our  music  director  for  a 
number  of  years.  The  principal  celebrant  at  the  Mass  was 


Monsignor  John  Bonzagni,  Sister’s  cousin. 

Qn  May  24,  Mother  Mary  Ruth  was  re-elected  to  lead 
us  through  the  next  three  years.  Qn  June  2,  six  men  were 
ordained  to  the  priesthood.  Among  the  new  ordinands 
was  our  friend  and  music  director.  Father  Matthew 
Alcombright.  Father  Matthew  came  to  celebrate  one  of  his 
first  Masses  on  Monday,  June  4.  Many  of  the  new  priests 
came  to  celebrate  their  first  Masses  with  us  throughout  the 
summer. 

In  July,  Sister  Mary  Emmanuel  and  Mother  Mary  Ruth 
traveled  to  Mobile,  Alabama  to  attend  a meeting  of  our 
Order.  And  yes,  we  did  enjoy  the  central  air  conditioning 
in  the  meeting  rooms  and  throughout  the  monastery,  an 
absolute  necessity  in  a monastery  located  in  the  deep 
South! 

We  now  have  three  Postulants  (the  first  step  in 
becoming  a Sister).  Sister  Joanna  entered  on  February 
2;  Sister  Bernadette  on  August  29;  and  Sister  Jennifer 
became  a postulant  on  September  8.  We  are  very  happy 
to  have  these  new  additions  to  our  family,  and  we  are 
pleased  to  announce  that  Sister  Joanna  will  receive  her 
habit  on  Dec.  8. 

We  hope  that  the  snow  will  hold  off  until  after  the 
Halloween  hayride,  so  we  can  have  a visit  from  our 
Tyringham  trick-or-treaters.  . .we  look  forward  to  seeing  all 
of  you:  Mothers,  Fathers,  and  all  of  our  spook  and  goblin 
friends. 


( hitalion  Postulants.  L to  R:  Sisters  Jennifer.  Joanna  and  Bernadette 


Tyringham  Union  Church 

When  I became  the  pastor  in  Tyringham,  my  aunt  Alice, 
our  family  historian,  wrote  to  tell  me  that  I have  direct 
ancestors  who  lived  in  Tyringham.  According  to  Tyringham 
town  records  my  great  (something)  grandfather  Samuel 
Watkins  and  his  wife  Sophia  resided  in  Tyringham  and  on 
July  7,  1856,  their  son  was  married  to  Eliza  by  Rev.  J B. 
Bates,  a Methodist  clergyman.  Since  our  church  was  built 
as  a Methodist  church,  I imagine  that  this  is  the  church 
where  they  were  married.  At  the  time,  the  building  would 
have  been  relatively  new.  having  been  constructed  12 
years  earlier  in  1844  Little  did  they  know  at  the  time  of 
their  early  years  as  a married  couple  that  through  their 
union  would  come  a pastor  of  this  little  church  and  a 
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woman,  no  less  ! Sophia,  by  the  way,  was  from  Canaan 
N.Y.,  one  of  my  former  parishes. 

Since  its  founding,  this  little  church  continues  to  be  built 
by  a stream  of  dedicated  people  of  this  community.  Each 
generation  has  its  weddings,  funerals,  potiuck  suppers, 
important  gatherings,  Christmas,  Easter,  and  Sunday 
services.  If  a camera  could  have  been  placed  at  the 
doorway  of  the  church  since  its  construction  in  1844,  we 
would  see  a never-ending  flow  of  dedicated  people  coming 
and  going,  each  adding  their  prayers  and  devotion  and  all 
connected  by  the  stream  of  time. 


This  year,  many  people  continue  this  tradition  of 
devotion.  On  Easter  our  sanctuary  was  filled  with  aromatic 
flowers  given  in  memory  of  loved  ones  past.  Decorated 
with  greens  from  Tyringham  woods  and  gardens,  our 
sanctuary  at  Christmas  was  filled  with  candlelight  with 
each  person  holding  the  power  of  light  that  can  cast 
away  darkness.  Like  the  wedding  of  my  ancestors  in 
1856,  this  year  there  were  also  momentous  services 
marking  important  events  in  life.  In  May  we  celebrated 
Henrik  Palmer’s  Confirmation  and  his  first  Communion.  In 
September  we  celebrated  the  marriage  of  Nannina  Gilder 
and  Joe  Steam.  Who  knows:  perhaps  there  will  be  a future 
pastor  of  Tyringham  from  their  union! 

We  are  very  grateful  for  people’s  generous  donations  in 
time  and  labor:  to  Mark  Staten,  from  the  Boston  area,  who 
donated  and  installed  a new  rug  for  our  sanctuary  in  loving 
memory  of  Jeanne  VanOrman,  and  to  Jody  Margraf  of  Otis 
who  sanded  and  refinished  our  vestibule  floor. 


My  ancestor,  Sophia  Watkins,  passed  away  on  June 
14,  1855  of  consumption.  Thus  she  was  not  there  for  her 
son's  wedding  to  Eliza  in  Tyringham  one  year  later.  As 
we  remember  the  joyous  occasions  in  life  of  our  church 
let  us  never  forget  those  who  have  labored  before  us  and 
those  who  will  continue  after  we  ourselves  have  passed 
into  God’s  hands.  This  year  we  remembered  the  lives  of 
Virginia  Dwyer  Gorman,  Jimmy  and  Donny  Heath  and 
Jeanne  VanOrman  and  their  families  who  have  contributed 
to  the  great  stream  of  life  and  devotion  at  the  Tyringham 
Union  Church. 

Rev.  Janet  McKinstry 


Anne  Palmer  receives  the  gold  cane  from  Peter  Curtin, 
honoring  her  as  the  oldest  Tyringham  resident. 


Council  on  Aging 

The  Tyringham  Council  on  Aging  has  coffee  hour  on 
Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  from  10  a.m.  until  11:30  a.m. 
Please  join  us! 

We  have  osteoporosis  exercise  classes  on  Wednesday 
mornings  from  9 a.m.  to  10  a.m. 

On  the  second  Tuesday  of  every  month  we  have  a 
potiuck  luncheon  at  the  Union  Church,  from  September 
through  May.  We  have  a short  business  meeting  to  start, 
and  after  lunch  one  or  two  speakers  pertaining  to  elders’ 
interests,  including  representatives  of  the  Berkshire 
County  Sheriff’s  office  and  the  District  Attorney’s  office. 

In  the  interest  of  keeping  seniors  healthy  and  involved, 
we  had  a six-week  exercise  class  on  preventing  falls 
conducted  by  Porch  Light  VNA,  which  was  very  helpful. 

In  July  Pat  Holian  and  I attended  the  Triad  picnic 
in  Dalton.  We  heard  many  speakers  and  observed  a 
demonstration  of  Pittsfield  and  State  Police  K-9  units. 
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Transportation  is  available  for  seniors  to  medical 
appointments  and  other  important  trips,  by  calling  Elder 
Services  in  Pittsfield  at  1-800-544-5242  and  asking  for  a 
Tyringham  driver.  Please  call  two  days  ahead. 

Porch  Light  also  provides  a blood  pressure  clinic  on  the 
first  Tuesday  of  every  month  from  11:30  until  12:30. 

Everyone  is  urged  and  welcome,  to  attend  our  coffee 
hours  and  other  gatherings. 

Thomas  L.  Fennelly,  Chair 
Barbara  Adams,  Vice-Chair 


COA  Exercise  Class  lunch  L to  R:  Barbara  Adams.  .Alan  Garner. 
Niti  Martin.  Mary  Garner.  Helen  Curtin.  Kate  I'anOrman. 
Mary  Pappenheimer.  Maggie  Howard 


Tyringham’s  COA  Exercise  Class 

Tyringham’s  Council  on  Aging  celebrates  another  year 
of  sponsorship  by  the  Massachusetts  Council  on  Aging 
for  our  year-round  osteoporosis-prevention  class,  free  of 
charge  to  Tyringham  citizens.  We  welcome  new  partici- 
pants to  try  us  out!  Please  call  Mary  Garner  243-1373  or 
Niti  Martin  243-1530  before  attending  your  first  class. 


Valley  Club  Luncheon  L to  R:  Dede  Loring,  Maggie  Howard. 
Betty  Cernik  (partially  hidden).  Barbara  .Adams.  Ruth  Heath. 
.Marion  Leach.  Sarah  Hudson.  Chris  Curtin 


The  Valley  Club 

Our  meetings  are  informative  and  fun-filled.  In  the 
fall,  Barbara  Adams  hosted  a covered  dish  supper  at 
her  house.  While  we  were  there,  we  caught  up  on  all 
the  summer  happenings,  and  we  started  discussing  our 
plans  for  the  year.  Of  course,  we  had  to  sample  all  of  the 
different  dishes  and  exchange  recipes  too. 

Chris  Curtin  hosted  our  Christmas  party.  Betty  made 
the  punch  to  go  along  with  the  hors  d'oeuvres.  Then  we 
relaxed  and  enjoyed  our  conversations  and  exchanged 
gifts.  The  gifts  are  always  the  highlight  of  the  party 
because  we  can  only  spend  $5.00  and  everyone  tries  to 
be  creative  so  it  doesn’t  become  monotonous.  So  we  take 
care  when  we  start  to  unwrap  the  package  we  receive! 

The  rest  of  the  meetings  have  been  held  at  the  Town 
Hall  where  we  mix  business  with  camaraderie  so  we  can 
enjoy  a friendly  evening.  After  our  business,  we  plan  a 
movie  or  a game  followed  by  (of  course)  snacks.  The 
club’s  favorite  game  is  scattergories. 

We  held  our  annual  flea  market  this  past  summer.  Due 
to  a family  crisis,  I was  unable  to  attend  and  perform  my 
duties,  so  everyone  else  filled  in.  They  all  stepped  up  to 
the  plate  and  reported  back  to  me  that  everything  was 
great.  I thank  everyone  for  their  management  of  the  flea 
market  and  their  words  of  support  and  prayers. 

The  town  looked  blooming  with  all  the  flowers  in  their 
right  places.  Throughout  the  season,  you  could  see 
different  members  of  the  club  on  their  knees  weeding  and 
maintaining  the  gardens. 

This  year  is  off  to  a new  beginning,  and  we  welcome 
any  newcomers  who  would  like  to  join  our  group.  If  you’re 
interested,  you  may  contact  any  member  listed  below  for 
information  regarding  the  club  and  meeting  times. 

Ruth  Heath,  President 
Betty  Cernik,  Treasurer 
Barbara  Adams,  Secretary 
Marion  Leach, 

Goodwill  Ambassador 
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Tyringham  Housing  Commission 
Tyringham  Affordable  Housing  Association,  Inc. 

As  of  November,  one  of  our  possible  projects 
is  showing  real  promise.  We  are  applying  for  a 
Comprehensive  Permit  to  create  two  small  affordable 
apartments  at  123  Main  Road,  Cobble  View. 

Al  Wilcox  and  Lynn  Bertelli  have  allowed  us  to 
begin  this  process  - it  would  put  deed  restrictions  on 
two  residential  units  at  Cobble  View  - in  exchange  for 
permission  to  build  a new  single-family  house  farther  back 
on  their  6-acre  lot.  This  should  be  a win-win  proposition. 
Tyringham  would  get  its  first  two  “affordable"  residences, 
recognized  by  the  State  and  counting  towards  our  quota 
of  fifteen;  and  Al  and  Lynn  would  have  a place  to  build 
a home  when  they  are  no  longer  resident  managers  of 
Cobble  View. 

The  deed  restrictions  would  apply  for  a minimum  of 
thirty  years.  They  assure  that  these  two  units  can  be 
rented  only  to  low-  or  middle-income  individuals.  This 
reduces  the  market  value  of  Cobble  View.  The  apartments 
are  suitable  for  one  or  two  people. 

The  Massachusetts  Department  of  Housing  and 
Community  Development  has  to  approve  of  all  this,  but  so 
far  they  have  reacted  positively.  It  is  different  from  most 
Comprehensive  Permits,  which  may  involve  dozens  or 
even  hundreds  of  units.  The  Zoning  Board  of  Appeals  also 
has  to  approve,  which  means  that  all  Tyringham  residents 
can  weigh  in  at  a public  hearing.  There  are  down  sides  to 
having  State  laws  on  affordability  apply  to  part  of  Cobble 
View,  which  is  private  property.  Cara  Davis,  of  Construct 
in  Great  Barrington  (she  has  worked  in  affordable  housing 
for  23  years),  would  direct  tenant  selection,  with  Lynn  at 
her  elbow.  Local  residents  are  given  preference.  The  two 
units  have  to  be  handicap-accessible  and  brought  up  to 
code  for  affordable  residences. 

This  may  be  a huge  step  forward  for  the  Town,  which 
as  you  know  has  not  succeeded  in  creating  any  affordable 
housing  despite  our  best  efforts  over  an  eight-year  period. 
We  would  like  Cobble  View  to  be  our  next  step  in  an 
on-going  enterprise.  The  need  for  affordable  housing  in 
Tyringham  will  not  disappear. 

A large  number  of  Tyringham  residents  have  given 
money  to  this  on-going  enterprise,  and  the  Town  has  voted 
consistently  to  contribute.  We  are  deeply  grateful  to  all  of 
you  for  your  support. 

Judy  Morehouse 
Gail  Charpentier 
Bill  Bean 
Ricki  Cowell 
Carey  McIntosh 

"There  is  no  king  who  has  not  had  a slave  among  his  ancestors,  and  no 
slave  who  has  not  had  a king  among  his.  Helen  Keller 

"If  you  cannot  get  rid  of  the  family  skeleton,  you  may  as  well  make  it 
dance."  G.B.  Shaw 


Bidwell  House 
Our  First  Minister 

One  ancestor  of  the  whole  community  - if  not  of  any 
individual  living  in  Tyringham  today  - is  the  Reverend 
Adonijah  Bidwell,  first  minister  of  the  town  of  Tyringham. 
Adonijah  was  born  on  October  18,  1716,  in  Hartford, 
Connecticut  Colony,  fifth  child  of  Thomas  and  Prudence 
Scott  Bidwell.  Adonijah’s  great-grandfather  John  Bidwell 
had  come  to  Hartford  in  the  1630s  from  England.  His 
father  was  a merchant  and  owner  of  trading  vessels  who 
was  lost  at  sea  on  a voyage  to  Barbados  before  Adonijah 
was  born. 

Do  we  admire  Adonijah  Bidwell  today,  or  would  he 
best  be  forgotten?  The  Bidwell  House  Museum  would 
certainly  like  you  to  remember  him,  though  we  don’t  know 
much  about  him  as  a person.  Yet  the  story  of  the  early 
settlement  of  our  blessed  town  that  he,  his  property  and 
his  family  tells  is  fascinating:  He  was  wealthy,  a graduate 
of  Yale  College  (1740),  yet  was  willing  to  move  to  a small 
frontier  settlement.  He  built  a big  home  when  most  early 
residents  lived  in  small  one-room  houses.  He  had  three 
wives,  one  after  another  (he  was  Puritan,  not  Mormon!). 
His  four  children  in  turn  gave  him  32  grandchildren,  12  of 
them  raised  in  the  house  on  top  of  the  Beartown  Mountain 
ridge.  His  neighbors  included  William  Hale,  ancestor  of 
several  local  residents.  He  owned  several  lots  in  town,  as 
the  first  proprietors  were  given  additional  “after  division" 
property  to  farm.  The  town  grew  from  about  8 households 
in  1750  to  809  in  1776,  and  probably  to  over  a thousand 
before  his  death  in  1784.  He  fought  with  the  town  when 
they  stopped  paying  him  his  salary.  This  story  can  be 
found  in  Eloise  Myers’  Tyringham:  A Hinterland  Settlement. 
He  died  in  Tyringham  at  the  age  of  67,  and  is  buried  in 
the  first  cemetery,  on  Beartown  Mountain  Road  in  today’s 
Monterey. 


We  know  little  about  Adonijah  the  man  beyond  his 
biographical  facts.  He  attended  Yale.  He  served  as 
chaplain  for  the  Connecticut  fleet,  including  on  the  1745 
Louisburg,  Nova  Scotia,  expedition  to  Cape  Breton.  He 
was  certainly  loyal  to  his  community,  serving  Tyringham 
from  his  ordination  on  October  3,  1750,  for  34  years  until 
his  death.  Yet  we  have  few  personal  writings  that  would 
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allow  us  to  know  him  as  an  individual.  There  is  a diary  of 
his  days  as  a military  chaplain,  which  became  the  most 
important  historic  document  of  the  Louisburg  expedition. 

He  kept  a diary  of  his  days  in  Tyringham  as  well,  but  it  is  a 
recording  of  facts,  the  weather,  illnesses  and  deaths  in  the 
community,  not  personal  musings. 

This  summer,  the  work  of  a 15-year-old  museum  intern, 
Shelby  Sebring  of  Lanesborough,  allowed  a glimpse  at 
Bidwell’s  teachings.  She  translated  a sermon  Bidwell  gave 
in  1759.  The  museum  has  a stack  of  Bidwell’s  sermons, 
though  they  are  mostly  inaccessible  because  Bidwell 
wrote  them  in  a personal  secret  code,  a mixture  of  English, 
shorthand,  Greek,  Latin,  numbers  and  symbols.  Shelby’s 
translation  is  the  first.  The  translated  sermon  appears  to  be 
one  of  the  minister’s  favorites:  dates  at  the  top  indicate  he 
gave  it  three  times,  in  1759,  1761  and  1783.  The  message 
is  a dour  one,  though,  warning  of  the  evils  of  pride.  Was  he 
a dour  person,  or  does  the  message  reflect  the  teachings 
popular  at  the  time?  There  is  much  work  left  to  do  for 
future  scholars  of  Berkshire  Colonial  history! 

By  the  way,  though  Adonijah  was  a Congregationalist 
minister,  one  of  his  grandsons,  Edward  Partridge,  was  a 
first  Mormon  bishop  and  two  of  his  great-granddaughters 
were  wives  of  Mormon  church  founder  Joseph  Smith,  his 
13'^  and  16th.  One  of  them,  Emily  Dow  Partridge,  also 
became  the  7""  wife  of  Brigham  Young  and  bore  him  7 
children.  It  is  unlikely  Adonijah  would  have  approved. 

You  can  learn  more  about  this  ancestor  of  Tyringham 
and  all  about  the  early  years  of  our  town  by  visiting  the 
Bidwell  House  Museum.  The  museum  is  open  for  tours 
Memorial  Day  to  Columbus  Day.  The  grounds  are  open 
year  round  during  daylight  hours  for  hiking  and  nature 
watching. 

The  museum  is  grateful  to  the  Tyringham  Cultural 
Council  and  many  Tyringham  members  and  friends.  Your 
ongoing  support  is  vital  to  the  museum  and  its  programs! 

Please  contact  me  if  you  have  ideas  for  how  the 
museum  can  serve  Tyringham  better. 

Barbara  Palmer 


Rev.  Bidwell  s desk.  The  Bidwell  House 


Cobble  crew 's  lunch  break 


Tyringham  Properties  Committee 

The  Tyringham  Properties  Committee  meets  formally 
with  the  Trustees  of  the  Reservations  (TTOR)  on  a bi- 
annual basis,  and  informally  throughout  the  year.  We  work 
as  a liaison  between  our  community  and  TTOR  to  help 
set  management  priorities,  organize  work  days  and  lobby 
for  the  four  TTOR  properties  in  Tyringham:  the  Cobble, 
Ashintully,  McLennan  Reservation,  and  Goose  Pond. 

The  past  few  years  have  been  difficult  ones  for  the 
Trustees  of  the  Reservations  (TTOR)  and  consequently 
the  properties  they  maintain  here  in  Tyringham  have 
suffered.  TTOR  has  experienced  major  personnel 
changes  that  have  affected  our  region.  They  have 
recently  hired  a new  executive  director  and,  in  our  region, 
a new  superintendent  started  in  August.  TTOR  also 
assumed  additional  responsibilities  for  Ashintully  and  are 
now  responsible  for  maintenance  of  the  property.  New 
caretakers  at  Ashintully  have  made  progress  in  stabilizing 
the  property  and  preserving  its  history.  We  hope  to  assist 
TTOR  in  continuing  on  track  to  meet  the  high  standards  for 
care  of  the  property  set  by  Katharine  McLennan. 

In  May  we  continued  work  on  controlling  garlic  mustard 
at  the  upper  elevations  of  McLennan  Reservation.  At 
the  Cobble,  priorities  include  mowing  the  fields  (currently 
underway),  maintaining  key  vistas  and  the  Cobble  Loop 
Trail,  and  combating  invasives.  Our  fall  work  day  at  the 
Cobble  focused  on  clearing  brush  on  the  south-facing  vista 
near  the  gas  line. 

As  the  new  TTOR  employees  find  their  stride,  the 
Tyringham  Properties  Committee,  will  continue  working 
in  collaboration  with  TTOR  to  promote  a long-term 
sustainable  strategy  for  maintaining  these  properties.  We 
encourage  you  to  consider  adopting  and  caring  for  a small 
piece  of  your  favorite  property. 

Thanks  so  much  to  everyone  who  has  supported  efforts 
to  care  for  these  beautiful  properties.  Your  comments  and 
suggestions  are  always  welcome. 

Larry  Bravo,  Chair 
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Puzzle  Clues 


Across 

2.  8 14  star  Claudia 
9. , Drink,  Man,  Woman 

11 . Texas  massacre  town 

12.  volcano  flow 
14.  Chat  on  and  on 

16.  Tomato  soup  can  guy 
19.  Dorothy’s  destination 

21.  Damone  orTanny 

22.  Miss  Piggy’s  question 

24.  Extra  benefits 

25.  Eve’s 

28.  Car  beepers 

31.  Lee  and  Jones 

32.  Spanky  & Our  Gang  lad 

34.  Sets  straight  again 

35.  Linkletter  or  Garfunkle 

36.  Yeller 

38.  lands 

39.  tin-tin 

42.  Crooner  Boone 

43.  Santa  has  at  least  one 

45.  of  La  Mancha 

46.  Cowboy  Roy  Junior? 

50.  Brit,  potty 

52. Brute? 

55.  Steadfast 

58.  Griffin,  for  one 

59.  1957  Beckett  play 

63.  Great  work,  fella! 

67.  Russo-Turkish  war 

68.  the  Wind 

70.  Stone  and  Cromwell 

72.  Suggest,  imply 

75.  Cowboy  Roy’s  wife 

77.  Winfrey’s  show 
80.  Best  kept  in  a hankie 

82.  Wallach  or  Whitney 

83.  1960’s  Too  Hot  to 
Handle  starlet 

87.  Lupino  of  Mr.  Adams  & Eve 

88.  Our  Miss  Brooks 

89.  Org.  forthespians  (abbv.) 

90.  Ready, , fire! 

91 . The of  Innocence 

94.  A wealthy,  social  elite  type 
97.  Neil  Simon’s  kind  of  couple 

100.  Solzhenitsyn’s  prison 

103.  A Pope  or  a Peck 
106.  Maltese  Falcon  star 

108.  Both  apology  & game 

109.  Dean  Martin’s  That’s 

110.  The  two-faced  god 


One  day time 

Big  boom  powder 
Buffalo  Bob  Smith’s  pal 
Witness  for  the  Prosecution 
star  Elsa 

the  season  to  be  jolly! 

Stanley  Gardner 

Clark  Kent’s  girlfriend 

we  have  no  bananas! 

Dick  Clark’s  American 

Down 

1 . Ryan  O’Neal,  Tatum’s 

2.  Baby,  you  can  drive  my 

3.  Heart- 

4.  Kanga  and 

5.  Stings  like  a bee 

6.  Hoagy  Carmichael’s 
Bones 

7.  Marie  Saint 

8.  Brit  Flying  Team  (abbr.) 

9.  Howard’s 

10.  Protective  home  wrap 

11.  Smacks  really  hard 

13.  Warrior’s  suit 

14.  Could  happen  once,  twice, 
three  times 

15.  Nat  King  Cole’s  Nature 

1 7.  Type  A temperament 

18.  Turn  this  over  and  it’s  new 

19.  Sheep  fur 

20.  Que  Sera  Sera  singer 

23.  Cleopatra’s  suicide  assistant 

24.  Juan’s  spicey 

25.  Sandwich  favorite 

26.  Red  Sox  number  8 

27.  Did  I see  that  in  the  sky? 

29.  Winters  or  Fabares 

30.  Go Alice 

32.  River  of  Italy 

33.  Canine  food 

35.  Krakauer’s  element? 

37.  Dog Afternoon 

38.  The  place  where 
Casey  was  at 

40.  DiCaprio  or  Durocher 

41 . See  this  in  your  Chevrolet 

44.  richer  or  poorer 

45.  Torme  or  Brooks 

47.  “To  the  moon,  Alice!”  actor 

48.  Holden  Caufield  catches 
children  in  this 


49.  Streetcar  Named  Desire 
heroine 
51 . Latin  eggs 

53.  Man  from 

54.  Can’t  figure  it  out 

57.  Old  knitting  stories? 

58.  Famous  applesauce 

60.  -ice 

61 . Pierre’s  soul 

62.  Pierre’s  sea 

64.  I walk  through  the  valley... 

65.  Bo  Derek’s  number 

66.  Life  story  (abbr.) 

69.  Lemon  thirst  quencher 

70.  deHavilland  & 

Newton-John 

71 . What  the  eater  of 
33  down  says 

73.  Puzzles 

74.  When  you  may  get 
there  (abbr.) 

76.  Can  be  brown  or  pale 

78.  Blood  score  for  prostate 

79.  Help  in  distress 

81 . to  a Grecian  Urn 

83.  of  La  Mancha 

84.  Eagerly  curious 

85.  The  Tramp’s  girl 

86.  Look  what  you  just ! 

92.  it  or  lose  it! 

93.  Spin  & 

95.  Mammary  support  system 

96.  Long and  Very  Far  Away 

97.  Iron,  copper  or  bronze 

98.  To  His  Coy  Mistress  poet 

99.  Thanks,  I already 

101.  Measurements  of  laundry 

102.  To  level  out  earth 

104.  The  prize  of  prizes  for  actors 

105.  hygiene 

106.  Where  Caesar  went  to  wash 

107.  Full  of  brash  valor 

111.  Lemmon  & Monroe 

liked  it  this  way 

113.  Whatever  she  wants, 
she  gets 

114.  Old  English  “later” 

116. Paul  & Mary  Ford 

118.  No  hair?  Get  this! 

119.  Spherical  body 

120.  Iniquity’s  hiding  place 

122.  mode 

123.  El 

124.  Kennedy  or  Turner 


112. 

115. 

117. 

121. 

125. 

126. 

127. 

128. 
129. 
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Stardust  Memories 

Adrienne  Cosel 


Puzzle  answers  p.  37 
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NEWS  FROM  NEAR  AND  FAR 


Tyringham  Topics  readers  have  written  from  distant  places. 
“I  am  slowly  adjusting  to  my  Florida  life,"  writes  Katharine 
McLennan  in  Palm  Beach  “but  I think  of  Tyringham  every 
day.”  From  their  new  base  in  Philadelphia,  Paul  Freed 
reports  the  Nan  is  currently  producing  a TV  show  for 
NBC  called  "Do  No  Harm.”  Paul  and  Nan  wish  all  their 
Tyringham  neighbors  "good  health,  peace  and  prosperity 
during  the  holidays  and  the  coming  year.” 

Jim  and  Kathy  Curtin  report  on  their  grandchildren. 

Kara  and  Anita  are  both  at  St.  Joseph's  High  School 
in  Pittsfield.  Shawn  Murphy  graduated  from  Monument 
Mountain  High  School  in  June.  On  March  10‘^  Joe  Curtin 
and  Jessica  Dickson  were  married  atop  Loon  Mountain 
in  New  Hampshire.  Mom  Denise  Curtin  elaborates,  “All  of 
the  wedding  party,  guys  & gals,  had  their  ski  boots  on  and 
all  of  the  guys  in  the  wedding  skied  down  the  mountain  in 
their  tuxes!!”)  Joe  is  a firefighter-paramedic  and  Jess  a 
sales  manager  for  Sam  Adams  beer. 


i 

Joe  Curtin  and  Jessica  Dickson 
on  their  wedding  day 
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Speaking  of  beer  . Nancy  and  Gene  Curtin’s  son. 

Gene,  is  off  to  Germany  in  January  for  a six  month  VLB 
Certified  Brewmaster’s  Course  in  Berlin.  His  wife,  Lee,  is 
completing  her  master’s  in  Special  Education  at  Sierra 
Nevada  College  in  Incline  Village,  Nevada.  Nancy  and 
Gene’s  youngest  son,  Scott  and  his  wife,  Kristen,  had 
their  first  baby,  Aubrey  Nicole  Curtin  on  September  15"^  at 
Howard  County  General  Hospital  in  Columbia  MD. 

In  other  baby  news  . Ozzie  and  Mary  Rathbun  report 
their  first  great-grandchild,  Raiden  James  born  on  October 
22,  2011.  Gerry  and  Donna  Drake  have  also  become 
great-grandparents  with  the  arrival  of  a beautiful  little 
girl,  Adele,  born  to  their  grandson  Evan  Laudon,  and  his 
wife  Katie  on  May  19'T  Martha  Joyner  writes  of  her  new 
grandson  Zachary  John  Kearns  born  to  daughter,  Allison, 
and  Tim  Kearns  in  Naples  Florida  on  February  21,  2012. 
Zachary’s  grandparents  are  Martha  and  Al  Joyner,  Kathy 
Quinn  and  Tim  Kearns;  great  grandparents  are  Stanley 
and  Claudine  Joyner,  Lillian  Quinn  and  Elaine  Kearns. 


The  Zachary  all  of  us  in  Tyringham  can  see  being  strolled 
along  the  Main  Road  is  Zachary  Michael  Clark,  born 
December  30,  201 1 , to  Dave  and  Shannon  Clark.  His 
grandparents  are  Chuck  and  Terry  Clark  of  Tyringham 
and  Barbara  and  Monda  Driscoll  in  Lee  and  great- 
grandparents  Delores  Faivre  of  Lee  and  David  Bickford  of 
New  Hampshire. 

Proud  new  grandparents,  Bob  and  Mary  Ann  Brown,  are 
thrilled  to  announce  the  arrival  of  twin  boys.  Miles  Brown 
and  Emil  Qwen  Kennedy,  to  their  daughter  Alexis  and  her 
husband,  Kris  Kennedy,  on  QctoberSth.  The  Kennedys 
live  in  Lee.  Nicole  continues  well,  now  in  her  third  year  at 
Princeton  University,  pursuing  a PhD  in  classical  art  and 
archeology. 


Miles  Brown  Kennedy  and 
Emil  Owen  Kennedy 


“Surrounded  by  my  growing  family  (of  both  grandchildren 
and  animals)”  Pat  Clark  splits  her  time  between  “our 
beautiful  valley  and  Donnellan,  Florida.”  Son  Robert  and 
partner  Richard  will  be  selling  their  line  of  handmade 
mosaics  and  tiles  at  the  2013  Westminster  Dog  Show 
in  February.  “Daughter  Robin  finds  herself  at  home  in 
Southampton  with  husband  John,  and  sons  Lucas  and 
Ben.  Here,  she  pursues  her  love  of  upholstery  out  of  her 
home  studio.  Kristie  spends  her  time  enjoying  life  in  the 
Berkshires  with  husband  Randy  and  daughters  Leanna 
and  Lily.  Currently,  she  is  teaching  art  within  the  Cheshire 
school  system.”  (One  of  Kristie’s  beautiful  photographs  of 
a misty  scene  on  the  Appalachian  Trail  near  her  mother’s 
house  is  included  in  the  2013  Tyringham  calendar 
published  by  the  Hop  Brook  Club.) 

Lainie  and  Larry  Krasnoff  write  “We  welcomed  our  fourth 
grandchild,  Connor  Jacob,  on  April  5,  2012.  We  are  back 
from  our  year-plus  in  Hawaii  and  although  we  miss  it,  it  is 
nice  to  experience  life  in  the  Hinterlands  again.” 

Helena  Palmer  Gatterburg  has  her  family  reunited  in 
Germany  again!  They  are  all  well  and  settling  in  to  life  in 
the  Eifel  region.  “We  are  half  an  hour  from  the  border  to 
Luxemburg  and  Belgium,  a whole  new  region  to  explore! 
Helena  took  a job  with  the  Air  Force,  still  working  with 
families  and  offering  a range  of  support  services.  The 
kids  have  made  the  transition  to  the  cozy  small  school 
in  Bitburg  very  well.  They  are  trying  new  team  sports: 
Damian  is  on  the  tennis  team  (Uncle  Tonio  is  so  proud!), 
and  the  girls  are  swimming  and  running  with  the  high 
school  cross  country  team  since  the  team  is  small  (Uncle 
Tonio  and  their  mother  are  proud!).  The  trails  they  are 
running  are  really  beautiful!  The  scenery  here  is  quite 
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dramatic,  volcanic  hills  and  magnificent  views.  Stefan  is 
reveling  in  family  life  again  although  he  still  has  quite  a 
commute  to  work.”  They  still  face  decisions  about  a new 
house  and  look  forward  to  visits  next  year!  “Please  come 
by  our  corner  of  Germany  if  you  are  on  the  grand  tour! 
Trier  is  the  oldest  city  in  Germany...” 


twenty  years  of  teaching  at  the  Boston  Museum  of  Art 
School,  Nancy  is  making  glass  jewelry.  Bob’s  new  book, 
American  Statecraft:  A History  of  the  U S.  Foreign  Service 
will  be  published  by  Thomas  L.  Dunne  of  St.  Martin’s 
Press.  Finally,  dog  Talley  celebrated  her  7'^  birthday! 


Molly  Schaefer  writes  about  her  sons,  both  medically 
inclined  in  different  ways.  Emergency  medic,  Dakota  “is 
currently  attending  Springfield  College,  enrolled  in  EMSM 
Paramedic  Program.  He  is  employed  part-time  by  the 
Town  of  Lenox  as  Firefighter/EMT  and  also  works  for  Otis 
Rescue  Squad  and  Lee  Ambulance.  Cody  is  a Lance 
Corporal  in  the  United  States  Marine  Corp.  Reserve,  6“^ 
Motor  Transport  Battalion,  1®'  Truck  Platoon,  4‘^  Motor 
Logistics  Group.  His  Marine  base  is  in  New  Haven  CT.” 
Medical  anthropologist,  Benjamin  “will  be  traveling  to 
Ghana  in  May  2013  with  Drew  University  International 
Studies  with  the  Health  & Human  Development  in  Africa 
program.  He  will  tour  to  various  cities  and  rural  areas 
throughout  Ghana  to  witness  traditional  healing  practices 
and  experience  a variety  of  accommodations,  including 
a home-stay  with  a Ghanaian  family  in  the  ancient  city 
of  Kumasi.  Throughout  the  trip  he  will  be  working  with 
doctors,  medical  school  professors,  clinics  and  hospitals.” 

Gerry  Curtin  also  proudly  reports  on  these  two  nephews: 
Ben  at  Drew  in  Madison  NJ  and  Marine  Reserve  Cody 
at  EMT  School.  Gerry  is  janitoring  at  Monument  Valley 
Middle  School  in  Great  Barrington.  Uncle  Peter  Curtin  Sr. 
is  undergoing  treatment  for  cancer,  and  as  Gerry  writes 
“everyone  is  praying  for  him.”  Reflecting  on  the  ancestor 
theme  of  this  issue  he  writes,  “I  was  told  my  ancestors  left 
Ireland  in  1849-50  due  to  the  big  Potato  Famine.  Many, 
many  people  perished  unfortunately.  As  far  as  those  who 
set  sail  for  America  and  Ellis  Island  they  still  had  a long 
road  ahead  along  with  millions  of  other  immigrants  at  that 
time.”  Gerry  wonders  how  his  ancestors  ended  up  in  the 
Berkshires  . A question  sadly  unanswered  in  this  issue  of 
the  Topics. 

Joshua  Curtin,  son  of  Jamie  Curtin  and  Tina  Eral,  and 
Eden  Goodrich  of  Stockbridge  were  married  in  Tyringham 
on  October  13  at  Camelot  Farm. 

The  Cosel  family  doings  are  reported  by  Bill,  who  directed 
“Tanglewood  75”  for  PBS  this  summer.  Fifty  years  ago 
he  ran  camera  at  Tanglewood!  Adrienne  continues  on 
the  Board  for  Lit  Net  South  County  and  tutoring.  She 
loves  editing  TEBB.  Molly  is  4th  grade  teacher  at  Muddy 
Brook,  and  Gabey  is  project  director  for  Pew  Charitable 
Trust  in  D.C.  Her  husband,  Luke,  is  working  at  the  State 
Department  in  D C. 

Lynn  and  Bob  Moskin  report  that  Isaac  is  in  his  second 
year  at  Worcester  Polytecnic  Institute.  Lillian  was  elected 
to  the  National  Honor  and  Merit  Scholars  Society.  David 
is  in  his  second  term  as  a selectman  in  Hadley,  MA.  After 


On  a sparkling  Sunday  morning,  September  23,  Nannina 
Gilder,  daughter  of  Mini  & George  Gilder,  and  Joe  Steam 
of  Fintry,  Scotland  were  married  at  the  Union  Church  in 
Tyringham.  The  wedding  featured  many  festive  tartan  kilts, 
a borrowed  Aston  Martin,  beautiful  autumnal  flowers  from 
Tyringham  gardens  arranged  by  Aubrey  Choquette,  and 
a three-tiered  rosewater  and  pistachio  cake  made  by  the 
groom  and  his  brother. 


Sannina  Gilder  and 
Joe  Steam 


Henning  and  Joyce  Carlsen’s  grandson,  Zachary,  has 
graduated  from  Marcus  High  School  in  Flower  Mound, 
Texas  and  is  now  going  to  Texas  A & M. 

Olivia  Truax,  granddaughter  of  Betty  Kramer  is  now  a 
freshman  at  Amherst  College. 

Wintering  in  Bradenton,  Florida,  Toodie  Alsop  writes 
“We  are  spread  far  and  wide:  Christina’s  son,  Denny 
Gignoux,  in  Montana,  with  a son,  Luca,  and  daughter, 
Marin;  her  daughter  Mairi,  in  Berlin;  her  daughter  Suzanne 
in  Florence.  Denny’s  daughter  Eliza  is  in  Brooklyn  with 
Isabella  and  Lucy,  second  daughter,  Zoe,  in  Beijing  with 
Sascha  and  Eva.  Adele’s  son  Basil  is  in  Salt  Lake  City, 
Utah.  Suzette’s  daughter  Sarah  with  her  daughter,  Cecilia, 
lives  in  Freeport,  Maine;  daughter  Tess  in  Easthampton, 
MA. 

Petey  Perkins  also  reports  on  grandchildren.  David’s 
daughter,  Eliza  Perkins  bicycled  across  the  USA  for  the 
second  consecutive  summer  as  the  co-leader  of  a small 
group.  This  year  they  took  the  southern  route.  Her  older 
sister  graduated  from  Brown  University  with  an  advanced 
degree  in  education  and  is  teaching  sixth  grade  at  a 
charter  school  near  Boston.  Kate  Hoblitzell  graduated 
from  Penn  U.  and  is  working  in  New  York  City  at  the  Pace 
Gallery. 
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Petey  Perkins 


Angelica  McLennan  is  still  working  at  the  Shelburne 
Museum  in  Vermont  and  urges  Tyringham  friends  to  visit. 
Her  daughter,  Miranda,  can  be  found  at  the  Burlington 
Town  Center  food  court  selling  homemade  Polish  pierogis 
(note  from  editor:  dumplings  filled  with  onion,  sauerkraut, 
potato,  cheese  or  ground  meat).  Miranda’s  Dazzy  is  now 
seven.  Marc  and  his  family  are  in  Seattle,  too  far  away  but 
thriving  with  Josie,  age  three. 

Ray  and  Judy  Morehouse  write:  “We  are  grateful  to  all 
Tyringham  organizations  who  provided  scholarship  help 
to  our  grand-daughter  Samantha  Miller.  She  is  attending 
Bridgewater  State  for  elementary  education. 

Edgar  Chamorro  reports  on  his  children,  now  both  living 
in  California.  Edgar  Ignacio  is  surfing  in  LA,  and  Linda  and 
Joaquin  and  Mateo,  age  four,  are  in  Sausalito,  CA.  From 
his  vantage  point  on  the  Lee-Tyringham  Road,  Edgar 
describes  himself  as  living  and  working  “near  the  valley, 
not  in  the  valley”  and  sends  his  greetings  - Feliz  Navidad  y 
Prospero  Aho  Nuevo! 


Nicole  Brown  and  Roberta  Myers 


Toodie  A Is  op 


L to  R:  Helen  Curtin.  Lavinia  Meeks.  Kate  I 'anOrman 
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Answers  to  Crossword  puzzle  p.  32-33 


Barbara  Palmer 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 


Barbara  Adams  & Andy  Scott;  Peter,  Kathy  & James 
Stetson  Adams;  Paul  Adams  & Annemarie 
Besancon,  Sean,  Brittany,  Kyra,  & Kendall  Adams 
(the  Bermuda  people),  Eric  Adams;  Sharon  Adams  & 
Lucien  Hyland;  Steve  Adams 
Robin  & Ken  Almgren,  Gunnar  & Suzanne 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop;  Suzette  Alsop  & Tom  Jones; 

Denny  Alsop  & Nina  Ryan;  Delly  Alsop,  Christina  Alsop. 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Betty,  Bill  & Sylvi  Bean 
Lynn  Bertelli  & Alan  Wilcox 

Judith  Bishop,  Robert  Liner,  Maia  Bookoff  & Christopher 
Tan 

Kim  & Mary  Lou  Bradley 
Larry  Bravo 

Teresa  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 

Lisa  Palmer  Brandreth  & Jack  Brandreth 

Todd,  Gail  & Taylor  Briggs 

Bob  & Mary  Ann  Brown,  Nicole  Brown,  Alexis  & 

Kris  Kennedy,  Miles  & Emil 
Jack  & Irmgard  Bucher 

Joyce  & Henning  Carlson  & Kim;  Michael,  Ryan  & Zack 
Carlson 
David  Carriere 

All  the  Cerniks  and  all  the  Fredettes 
Edgar  Chamorro 

Peter,  Gail,  Lissy,  Matt  Charpentier;  Shawne,  Hollis 
Ellerbee 

Bob  & Sue  Choquette,  Noah,  Nicky,  Jackson  & Gavin 
Dot  Choquette  & Ed  Choquette 
Chuck  & Terry  Clark  & Jon;  Kevin,  Jaymee  & Kayden, 
David,  Shannon,  Jacob  & Zachary  Clark 
Francis  E.  & Betty  J.  Clark 
Pat  Clark  & family 

Jim  & Karen  Consolati,  Ben,  Austen,  Darrin,  & Evan 
Bill  Cosel  & Adrienne  Miesmer  (Cosel),  Gabey  Cosel  & 
Luke  Thompson,  & Molly  Cosel 
In  loving  memory  of  Terry  Curtin  Sr. 

Butch,  Lisa  & Darby  Curtin 

Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Chrissie,  Quinn  & Paige 
Barry;  Larry  & Chrissy  Curtin 
Gene  & Nancy  Curtin;  Kevin  & Cindi,  Hunter,  Caden  & 
Kendall;  Gene  & Lee,  Scott  & Kristen  and  Aubrey  Curtin 
Gerry  Curtin 

In  loving  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy 
Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise,  Joe  & Jess  Curtin; 

Jim,  Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin;  Shawn  Murphy 
Neil  & Helen  Curtin;  Jim,  Stacey,  Brady  & Izzy  Pease 
Peter  & Deanna  Curtin;  Missy  & Peter  Curtin  Jr.,  & sons 
Ethan  & Collin;  Trish  & Jamie  Curtin  & family;  Joshua, 
Nissa  & Asia;  Matt  Curtin  & sons  Dillon  & Devin;  Tina 
Eral,  Joshua  & Megan 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 


In  loving  memory  of  Janice  “Sissy"  Curtin: 

John  & Lori  Curtin 

Hilary  & Philip  Deely;  Maisie,  Pip  & Kalika 
Sue  & Joe  Delmolino;  Brian  & Nicole  Delmolino;  Brody, 
Mariah,  & Amara  Hale,  in  memory  of  their  great- 
grandparents,  Arnold  & Elizabeth  Hale 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penny  Borax,  David  & Jill  Donald  & Adam 
Donald  & Shelby  Wade 

In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath,  Candace 
Heath  Coco 
Donna  & Gerry  Drake 

The  Elliotts;  Clint  & Elizabeth;  Susannah  Elliott  & Kim 
Novick;  Alex  Elliott;  Rosy  Elliott  & Hank  Glassman 
Mark  & Sandy  Farnham 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett;  Nan,  Rob,  Zachary  & Elliot 
Sedgwick;  James  & Kathy,  Richard  & Clara  Fawcett 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 
Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker  & Ethan;  Catherine, 

Brian,  Phoebe  & Phineas  Bailey 
In  memory  of  Eddie  Fennelly 

Wife  Dianne  Fennelly,  sons  Adam,  and  Darrell, 
Daughter  Patricia  Boyle  & their  families  (his  eight 
grandchildren  & four  great  grand-children) 

Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly;  Everett  Jr, 

MaryBeth  & Luke;  Amy  Fennelly  & Byron  Renderer 
Kathleen  & Terrence  Harris 
Thomas  Fennelly  Sr.  & Jr. 

Nan  & Paul  Freed 
In  memory  of  Agnes  Curtin 

Sandy  Frigon,  Lynn  Harrod  & Dennis  Harrod 
Joe  & Ann  Gallo,  Adriana,  Phoebe,  & Francesca  Gallo 
Allan  & Mary  Garner;  Nancy  Garner  Wood, 

David  Garner,  Levi  & Deanna. 

Helena  (Palmer),  Stefan,  Damian,  Francesca 
& Therese  von  Gatterburg 
Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie,  Richard  & 

Nannina  & Joe  Steam 
Kathryn  Greenthall  & Ted  & Tommy  Stern 
The  Griffins,  Sally  & Eric 
In  memory  of  loved  ones: 

Alice  M.  Hale 
In  memory  of  loved  ones: 

Don  & Mary  Hale;  Bill  & Christine  Corcoran;  D C., 
Dylan,  Mason  & Mary  Yvonne  Bienvenue;  Christian 
& Maizie  Bienvenue 

In  loving  memory  of  Elizabeth,  Willis  & David  Hale 
George  Hale 

In  memory  of  my  son  David  Hale 
Jean  Hale 

Dorothea  R.  Hanson 

The  Hartmans:  Steve,  Judy,  Tess  Moore,  Nadia  & Dave 
Watts 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 


Gladys  Heath  & family 

Ruth,  John,  Karie,  Paul  & Christina  Heath;  Herb  & 

Deb  Heath;  Connie  & Kevin  Keegan;  Eric,  Brian,  Terri, 
Dylan,  Brooklyn  & Shawn  Heath  & Darlene  Ferritti; 
Nancy  & Randy,  Robert,  Adam  & Lora,  Tyler,  Cameron 
Wade;  Steve  & Ruth  LeCompte:  Anatoly,  Shannon  & 
Alexander  Davidenko;  Tim,  Erin,  Olivia  & Owen  Hart 
Robert  & Maureen  Hildebrand 
Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
Maggie  Howard 

Sarah  Hudson  & all  the  Hudson  family 
Al  & Martha  Joyner;  Jason  Joyner:  Tim  & Allison  Kearns 
& Zack 

Holly  & Roger  Ketron;  Henry  & Kim  Wheelwright  & Olivia 
Grace;  Emma  W.  & Jeremy  Lefkowitz  & Ruthie  & 

Bluma;  Maisie  Ketron  & Brewster  Birdsall  & Ben; 
Susanna  Ketron 

Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & Sophie,  Willem; 

Nick  & Lisa,  Hopper,  Lilabel  Virginia 
Celia  Kittredge,  Kit  Clucas,  the  Jay  Ogdens,  Tom  Ogdens, 
the  Sullivans,  the  Charlie  Kittredges,  the  Scotts  & the 
Rowleys 

Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Jane  Thrailkill  & Hawley  Truax, 
Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & Charles  Truax  & George 
Lainie  & Larry  Krasnoff 
In  Memory  of  Douglas  Leach: 

Marion  Leach 

Chuck,  Kathie  & Mackenzie  & Michaela  Loring 
Dave,  Marge,  Matthew  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Dick  Loring;  Debbie,  Henry  & Lizzy  Hall  & Chris 
Peppe;  Ricky,  Ann  & Alisha,  Amy  Hunt,  Ashley,  Drew  & 
Alissa  & Ayden  Rivers 
Ed  & Marian  Loring 

In  memory  of  Bill  & Jane  Bond  and  Charles  & Beatrice 
Loring 

Russ  & Margaret  Loring 

Tunk  & Dede  Loring;  Rhonda,  Don,  Dylan,  Isaac,  Chris  & 
Nick,  Elaine,  Bryan  & Jordan  Arnold;  Chuck,  Kathie  & 
Mackenzie  & Michaela, Tony,  Sara,  Megan,  Will  & 
Charlie 

The  Ma  Family  - Yo-Yo,  Jill,  Nicholas  and  Emily 
Ken  & Peggy  McIntosh 

Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante;  Jim  McIntosh  & Elaine 
Gazda;  Nathaniel  McIntosh  & Amy  Pullen;  Ethan  & 
Lydia  McIntosh;  Rustin  McIntosh  & Michele  Michaud 
Angelica  McLennan,  Miranda  Syp,  Dazrielle  Stewart, 

Marc  Syp,  Maryan  Sabri  & Josephine 
Katharine  McLennan  & family 
Jean  Moore  & Steve  Rubin 
Love,  Peace  & joy  to  all! 

Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 

Lynn  & Bob  Moskin,  Camilla  & David  Moskin,  Isaac,  Lillian 
Mae;  Nancy  Moskin  & Mark  Moskin 


Shaun,  Holly,  Eamonn,  Niall  & Siobhan  Murphy 
Greetings  to  all  in  Tyringham! 

Roberta  Myers,  your  Tyringham  Topics  editor 
Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer,  Walter  Palmer,  Spring  & 
John  Homschek,  Andrew  & Jacob 
Leroy  & Marge  Palmer 

Tonio  & Barbara  Palmer,  Caroline,  William  & Henrik 
Petey  Perkins,  Louie,  Neddy,  Jamie,  David  & Kate 
& all  their  families 

Diana  Hitt  Potter,  Horatio  & Elizabeth  Potter  & Jeffrey 
Donald  & Lauria  Puntin 
Matt,  Amy,  Emma,  Sophia  & Allie  Puntin 
Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon,  Kenzie  & 
Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie,  Nicholas,  Jackson  & Fritz; 
Neil  & Lucia,  Marygrace,  Katrin  & Cecila  Adam;  Kristin 
& Sandy  von  Thelen. 

Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun  & Chris  Herlihy  & Bev 
Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 
Margaret  Olds  Richards  & the  Luchars:  Barrie;  Alex, 
Susan,  Thomas,  Robert,  Catherine;  Charles;  Jim, 

Betsy,  Ian  & Teddy 

Michael,  Carmen,  Andrew,  Lindsay  & Eliza  Rood 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota,  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Peggy  Donald  Snider;  Gypsy  Snider,  Laska  & Gallia 
Leonard;  Lorenzo  Pisoni  & Jes  Kelly 
Rachel  Urquhart  & John  Herrera,  Theo  & Simon,  Trixie  & 
Elvis 

Brian  & Sidney  Urquhart 

Gordon  & Kate  VanOrman  & family 

Sisters  of  the  Visitation 

Joseph  Whalen  & Ken  Whalen  & girls 

The  Wasserman  family 

Joseph  & Darlene  Wilkinson  & family 

In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Ken  Winters 

Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams;  Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley, 
Linsey,  Cayce  Williams;  Tim,  Diane  & Dominic  Williams 
Mark  & Liz  Williams 
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You  Are  the  Sunshine  of  my  Life,  Come  Rain  or  Come 
Shine,  Let  It  Snow,  Raindrops  Are  Falling  on  my  Head, 
Stormy  Weather,  I’ve  Seen  Fire  and  I’ve  Seen  Rain,  and 
on  and  on  ...  Yes,  some  great  music  has  been  composed 
on  the  subject  of  weather,  but  you  won’t  find  any  songs  in 
this  issue  of  the  Topics  on  “Extreme  Weather  Adventures”. 
You  will  find  some  informative,  imaginative  and  often 
exciting  prose  and  poetry.  We  are  indebted  to  you  for  both 
the  literary  and  financial  contributions  that  keep  us  going 
every  year  and  we  would  really  welcome  your  ideas  for 
future  themes.  We  are  also  grateful  to  Sandy  Farnham  and 
Bill  Cosel  for  their  photographs. 

Storm  Shuts  Down  Town  Meeting 

Richard  (“Hoppy”)  Loring 

It  was  during  the  winter  of  1968-69  when  we  got  up  one 
Sunday  morning  in  February.  We  had  light  snow  by  noon 
but  by  2 o’clock,  it  came  down  hard.  Some  guys  went  for  a 
snowmobile  ride.  They  got  up  on  Webster  Road  and  had  to 
turn  back.  Now  when  a Tyringham  snowmobile  has  to  give  it 
up,  you  know  it’s  bad. 

As  the  day  went  on  it  snowed  harder.  Now,  we  already 
had  two  feet  of  snow  from  other  storms.  The  town  only  had  a 
small  truck  and  an  old  grader.  We  had  to  lay  in  the  road  under 
a street  light  to  put  chains  on  the  truck. 

It  was  after  midnight,  and  I was  by  the  park  in  the  grader.  I 
saw  lights  from  a car  by  the  Town  Hall  so  I went  over  there 
to  get  to  him.  It  was  Cort  Heath.  He  was  trying  to  get  to  his 
home  on  Monterey  Road.  He  worked  at  Mountain  Mill,  and 
had  been  stuck  in  a snowdrift  on  the  Tyringham  Road.  He 
had  no  shovel,  and  had  to  use  his  hands  and  his  lunch  box 
to  dig  his  car  out.  I will  never  forget  the  look  on  his  face.  He 
was  cold  and  wet.  He  said  “COULD  YOU  PLEASE  GET 
ME  HOME?  ” We  plowed  in  by  the  Library  so  he  could  get 
his  car  off  the  road.  Then  he  got  in  the  grader  and  away  we 
went,  going  down  the  Monterey  Road.  We  did  not  put  the 
plow  down  for  fear  of  getting  stuck,  and  Cort  asked  me  “How 


do  you  know  where  you  are  going?”.  I told  him  that  as  long  as 
we  are  on  the  right  side  of  those  poles  we  are  okay. 

I got  him  home,  and  I got  back  out  of  there.  After  that,  we 
lost  the  road  at  the  Hiscox  (now  Demos)  house  and  we  had 
to  go  through  Charlie  Slater’s  field.  We  started  plowing  the 
roads  that  we  were  able  to  plow. 

That  storm  got  up  to  the  New  Hampshire  and 
Massachusetts  line  and  then  it  headed  west,  and,  boy,  did  the 
wind  blow!  It  took  me  three  hours  to  get  up  Jerusalem  Road 
and  an  hour  to  open  Church  Road. 

Guess  what?  It  was  Town  Meeting  time  that  week.  The 
Selectmen  (Henning  Carlson  Sr,  Robert  Clark  and  Everett 
Fennelly),  Moderator  Charlie  Slater  and  Town  Clerk  Alice 
Hale  were  all  standing  in  front  of  the  Town  Hall.  Because  the 
warrant  announcing  the  meeting  had  been  posted  a week 
earlier,  they  had  to  open  the  meeting  but  then  they  closed  it. 
We  had  the  meeting  one  or  two  weeks  later. 

Fred  Mercer  came  into  town  with  his  bulldozer  and  he 
opened  the  Monterey  Road  and  some  of  Jerusalem  Road.  At 
noon,  32  hours  later,  I hit  the  bed. 

We  worked  on  opening  roads  for  a week.  We  hired  loaders 
or  whatever  we  could  get.  All  told,  we  had  28  to  30  inches  of 
snow.  It  doesn’t  drift  now  like  it  did  in  those  days.  The  open 
fields  have  given  way  to  brush  which  blocks  the  drifting.  PS. 
Roger  Logan  was  our  truck  driver,  and  Ed  Fennelly  helped  him. 


The  Hurricane  of  ‘38 

Gordon  VanOrman 

The  Hurricane  of  1938.  . . Even  though  I was  only  six 
years  old,  I do  have  quite  vivid  memories  of  some  of 
the  things  that  happened.  I remember  we  lived  at  my 
grandmother’s  house,  which  is  Cerniks’  now,  and  I 
remember  it  rained  and  rained  and  rained.  My  mother, 
Kerry  Clark  (Irma  Clark’s  mother-in-law)  and  Helen 
Hodgkins,  who  was  the  school  teacher  then,  were  down  in 
the  old  Baptist  Church  (located  where  Tom  Fennelly  now 
lives),  setting  up  for  a church  supper  in  the  midst  of  this 
rainstorm.  My  grandmother  sent  me  down  there.  There 
was  no  flooding  yet.  But  it  rained  hard.  She  gave  me  my 
sister  Dorothy’s  brand  new  umbrella  and  sent  me  down 
there  to  tell  my  mother  something.  Well,  the  umbrella 
turned  inside  out,  the  wind  was  blowing  so  hard.  So  that 
didn’t  work!  I went  down  and  I got  my  mother  and  told  her 
whatever  it  was,  and  she  told  me  to  go  on  home  and  she’d 
be  up  pretty  quick. 

As  things  worked  out,  they  never  had  the  supper.  This 
was  in  the  middle  of  the  day  and  the  water  was  rising,  and 
the  water  was  rising!  It  wasn’t  too  bad  yet  down  here,  but 
down  by  Carlsons’,  where  the  rake  factory  was,  the  water 
was  getting  pretty  high,  but  my  father  made  it  home.  He 
was  at  work  and  he  waded  quite  a bit  of  water  just  to  get 
here.  And  that  night,  they  picked  up  my  brother  Sidney  who 
was  one  and  a half  or  two  years  old  - just  a baby  - and  my 
sister  Dorothy  and  they  took  us  up  to  the  Parsonage.  By 
then  the  water  got  to  the  top  step  at  my  grandmother’s 
house.  She  was  all  upset  because  of  the  canned  goods. 

I can  still  see  it  now  - all  the  canned  goods  just  floating 
away.  Then  it  wasn’t  long  afterwards  that  the  back  of  the 
barn  went  out  and  all  my  grandfather’s  wood  for  the  winter 
went  down.  Where  it  went,  I don’t  know,  but  it  was  gone. 

My  grandfather  and  my  father  took  the  cows  - they  had  two 
cows  and  one  pig  - and  I remember  trying  to  take  them  up 
over  the  hill  to  Wilbur  Clark’s  barn  right  across  from  Winters’ 
house  (now  Dillons’). 

Some  time  during  the  night,  my  grandfather’s  ice  house 
went  out,  which  was  just  below  the  house.  . The  water  just 
took  it.  Then  there  was  the  carriage  shop  right  across  the 
river.  You  can  still  see  the  foundation  but  the  flood  took 
the  carriage  house  right  out.  Next  morning  the  bridge  at 
Joe  Whalen’s  was  gone.  The  Main  Road  bridge  stayed. 

It  was  a real  bad  time.  Irem  Smith  just  about  made  it 
across  the  bridge  with  his  cow  before  that  went  out.  But 
it  wasn’t  so  scary  . We  were  right  in  it.  It  was  mostly  kind 
of  hectic.  My  grandmother  and  grandfather  never  went 
to  bed  that  night.  They  didn’t  know  what  to  do.  We  never 
had  anything  like  this.  I’ve  been  living  here  all  my  life 
more  or  less,  and  I have  managed  somehow  to  miss  all 
the  tornados  that  went  by.  And  I missed  the  ’55  flood. 

Down  at  Willow  Run  there  was  a lot  of  wash-out  and  tree 
damage.  The  kids  rebuilt  the  bridges  and  then  they  found 
the  big  rock  (now  in  front  of  the  Library)  out  where  Joe 
Whalen’s  house  is.  They  dug  it  out  and  Henry  Kitson  wanted 
it,  so  they  put  it  in  the  circle  to  begin  with,  but  nobody  trying 
to  drive  around  it  could  see  any  oncoming  cars,so  they 


moved  it  over  by  the  Library.  Kitson  made  the  plaque. 

The  ’38  flood  was  a real  hurricane.  It  was  really  bad, 
really  scary,  although  I don’t  think  I was  old  enough  to  be 
that  scared.  My  sister  Dot  was  probably  scared.  She  was 
about  thirteen  and  taking  care  of  us  so  she  must  have 
been  scared. 

The  Big  Snow 

Donna  Drake 

One  winter,  a very  long  time  ago. 

Our  little  town  was  hit  by  a very  big  snow. 

We  shoveled  and  shoveled  and  shoveled  some  more. 
Just  to  be  able  to  get  out  the  back  door. 

Then  came  the  driveway,  a backache  for  sure. 

The  air  was  so  cold  and  the  snow  looked  so  pure. 

It  was  a Saturday  morning  when  all  this  began. 

This  long  snow  adventure  between  weather  and  man. 
For  later  that  day,  we’d  jump  into  our  car. 

A ’36  Dodge  - we  traveled  near  and  far. 

Our  destination,  Otis,  to  Mike’s  Locker  Store, 

We  never  shopped  Lee.  Over  the  mountain  we’d  roar! 
The  roads  were  clear  and  the  weather  was  good. 

The  motor  was  purring  under  that  old  hood. 

We  came  to  the  mountain  and  it  sure  looked  scary. 

I said  to  my  Dad,  “This  could  get  hairy!" 

So  up  the  mountain  we  went  (standard  shift) 
slow  and  easy. 

And  then  my  stomach  got  suddenly  queasy. 

The  back  tires  began  spinning  and  we  started  to  slide. 
My  mom  held  me  tight.  I just  wanted  to  hide. 

We  finally  got  stopped  and  I started  to  cry. 

Will  we  all  freeze?  Will  we  all  die? 

A dramatic  kid,  I was  as  a child. 

I was  not  what  you’d  call  meek  or  mild! 

My  Dad  had  the  situation  under  control. 

He  put  chains  on  the  tires  and  off  we  did  roll. 

My  life  growing  up  was  one  memory  after  another. 

I owe  that  all  to  a great  father  and  mother. 

“God  bless  Tyringham” 

The  Hurricane  of  ‘38 

Alice  Hale 

Don  (Hale)  and  I - I was  only  twelve  at  the  time  - were 
coming  home  from  school  and  we  heard  that  the  bridges 
had  gone  out  and  it  was  bad.  The  blinds  were  blowing  off 
the  house.  We  had  no  power.  Father  and  I and  another 
man  milked  all  the  cows  by  hand.  Probably  30  - 35  cows. 
A lot  to  milk  by  hand  ! 
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What  dreadful  hot  weather  we  have! 

It  keeps  me  in  a continual  state  of  inelegance.  - Jane  Austen 

If  I'm  on  the  course  and  lightning  starts,  I get  inside  fast. 

If  God  wants  to  play  through,  let  Him.  - Bob  Hope 


Sleet,  Speed  and  Fire 

Elizabeth  Elliott 

Some  years  ago,  Clint  and  I drove  home  from  the 
Florida  Keys  and  stopped  for  a day  or  two  in  Radnor, 
Pennsylvania  with  Clint’s  youngest  daughter  Rosy,  her 
husband  and  their  four  children.  We  said  our  goodbyes  on 
a nasty  spring  morning  and  set  off  for  Tyringham. 

We  were  soon  heading  East  on  a four-lane  highway. 

The  New  York  State  Thruway  was  an  hour  and  a half 
away,  and  there  being  nothing  but  gloom  in  the  sky  and 
huge  trucks  on  the  road,  it  seemed  like  a perfect  time  to 
continue  listening  to  our  tape.  We  were  nearing  the  end 
of  Thomas  Hardy’s  The  Mayor  of  Casterbridge,  we  could 
finish  it  by  the  time  we  got  home. 

We  pressed  the  right  buttons  and  the  familiar  voice  of  the 
narrator  filled  the  car.  It  was  so  pleasing,  we  failed  to  notice 
that  the  weather  was  worsening.  Rapidly  becoming  much 
worse.  Soon  it  was  raining  hard,  then  the  rain  cooled  and 
began  to  take  on  an  ice-covered  volume.  On  our  tape,  the 
story  of  our  hero  had  become  a plight.  And  his  plight  was 
also  rapidly  worsening.  It  is  our  hero’s  situation  that  holds 
our  attention  as  we  pass  the  huge  trucks  and  are  passed 
by  them.  Everything  seems  to  tighten. 

Suddenly,  it  is  real  sleet  slashing  at  the  windshield,  sleet 
mixed  with  the  dirt  and  stones  giant  wheels  hurl  back  at 
us.  Attention  shifts  away  from  our  hero.  Slow  down? 

Stay  in  this  lane?  Better  to  pass  this  truck?  Yes,  pass. 

Out  into  the  left  lane  I go,  hands  in  a death  grip  on  the 
steering  wheel,  truck  sliding  past  nearly  obscured  in  yellow, 
water-filled  light,  windshield  wipers  going  a mile  a minute, 
accelerator  doing  its  thing,  road  ahead  an  unending 
clouded  mass  of  truck  and  muck.  I’m  driving.  I gotta  stay 
steady.  I’m  driving.  But  our  hero!  My  attention!  - our  hero 
is  caught  in  the  barn  and  the  barn  is  on  fire!  What  to  do? 
What  to  do?  I am  driving  and  trying  to  get  through  the  fire 
into  the  barn,  I hear  the  hero  shouting.  I hear  the  dirt  and 
stones,  see  thrown  buckets  of  sleet  spitting  against  the 
only  window  we  have.  Must  keep  my  foot  steady,  can’t 
see  the  truck  I’m  passing,  hope  he’s  not  on  drugs,  hope 
this  is  a road,  not  the  slippery  verge.  The  fire  rages,  sleet 
and  grime  hit  hard,  the  hero  cries  out,  again  and  again, 
help!  But  the  barn  has  only  one  door  and  we  are  so  far 
away  and  trapped  in  our  own  thing! 

Clint  is  very  quiet.  Clint  is  hoping. 

When  we  do  pass  that  impervious  bulk  of  a truck,  we 
press  all  the  buttons  again.  The  fire  goes  out.  The  hero 
accepts  that  he’s  on  hold.  My  clenched  jaws  ache.  It’s 
really  just  a nasty  spring  day  and  the  New  York  State 
Thruway  is  only  fifteen  mnutes  away.  However 


Memories  of  Two  Hurricanes 

Zachary  Sedgwick  (age  8) 
Elliot  Sedgwick  (age  6) 


A hurricane  is  a humongous  storm.  Hurricanes  are 
formed  when  the  sun  heats  the  water  and  the  water  rises 
up  and  makes  thunderstorms.  Then  very  fast  winds  come 
together  and  a hurricane  is  born.  The  eye  of  the  hurricane 
is  a surprisingly  weak  part  in  the  middle  of  the  hurricane. 

A hurricane  can  be  a very  big  area  and  sometimes 
hurricanes  crash  into  the  mainland  of  North  America.  The 
most  dangerous  part  of  the  whole  thing  is  the  wall  of  water 
that  rises  onto  the  land.  It’s  called  a surge. 

Hurricanes  can  wreck  houses,  even  ones  made  of 
steel.  They  can  blow  down  trees  and  flood  cities  and  they 
can  destroy  all  the  roads.  Hurricanes  are  a big  problem. 
We  have  been  in  two  hurricanes:  Hurricane  Irene  and 
Hurricane  Sandy. 

What  we  remember  from  Hurricane  Irene  August  2011 

We  were  at  Grandmummy  (Eugenie  Fawcett)  and 
Granddaddy’s  (Jim  Fawcett)  house  in  Tyringham.  It  was 
pouring  rain  and  the  rain  wouldn’t  stop.  Water  was  coming 
down  the  hill  very  fast.  Papa  (Rob  Sedgwick)  and  Uncle 
Plum  (Kierstead)  had  to  dig  a ditch  to  get  the  water  away 
from  Uncle  Plum’s  house.  They  got  all  muddy. 

The  next  day  we  put  on  rain  hats  and  long  raincoats  and 
walked  to  Shaker  Pond.  The  water  in  the  brook  was  very 
high  and  it  was  rough.  Down  by  Mr.  Havill’s  farm  the  road  was 
broken.  Some  trees  fell  over.  It  was  very  dark.  And  windy. 

Hurricane  Sandy  October  2012 

We  were  in  Brooklyn  but  luckily  our  house  was  on  a hill  so 
we  were  safe.  A lot  of  trees  were  down  on  our  street.  Some 
were  bent  over.  A few  cars  got  crushed.  One  tree  was 
leaning  on  a small  car  and  it  looked  like  the  car  was  holding 
the  tree  up.  We  stayed  inside  but  we  didn’t  lose  power. 

Papa  is  in  the  Coast  Guard  Auxiliary  and  went  to  Breezy 
Point  (Far  Rockaway,  Queens)  to  help  people  who  lost 
their  houses.  Mama  helped  move  desks  out  of  a school 
that  was  flooded.  Then  we  all  took  food  and  water  and 
some  blankets  to  people  whose  homes  were  damaged. 
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A White  Welcome  to  Tyringham 

Sister  Judith  Clare  Phillips,  VHM 


On  December  1 5,  2015,  we  will  mark  the  20th 
anniversary  of  our  move  to  Tyringham.  It  was  a day  we’ll 
never  forget.  Who  are  we?  We’re  your  neighbors  living 
in  the  big  brown  house  in  town — The  Visitation  Sisters  on 
Beach  Road.  We’re  perched  up  on  the  hill  with  beautiful 
views  all  around  us  but  not  too  visible  from  the  main 
road  due  to  our  lovely  trees.  Come  and  see,  if  you  are 
wondering  who  we  are. 

Our  move  to  Tyringham  territory  was  inspired  from  on 
high.  As  some  of  you  may  know,  we  previously  lived  in 
Wilmington,  Delaware  for  over  100  years.  The  city  had 
grown  up  around  us  and  was  making  inroads  to  our  life  of 
silence  and  prayer.  So  God  gently  nudged  us  to  consider 
a move  to  a quieter  environment.  It  took  us  two  years 
looking  into  23  properties  before  Tyringham  emerged  as 
our  “promised  land.”  The  previous  owner  of  our  property, 
Sarah  Hudson,  was  and  continues  to  be,  so  welcoming  to 
us.  We  knew  God  wanted  us  here  and  over  the  years  we 
have  become  more  and  more  convinced  of  it. 

When  we  purchased  our  Tyringham  land  in  1991  it  was 
a thickly  wooded  terrain.  Thanks  to  Gilly  Palmer  and  local 
helpers  we  were  able  to  choose  an  appropriate  building 
site  and  started  our  construction  in  the  fall  of  1994.  It  took 
about  a year  under  the  competent  hands  of  the  Tierney 
Construction  Company  to  complete  most  of  the  work  and 
a projected  move-in  date  was  scheduled  for  December  15, 
1995. 

Our  community  was  already  living  in  the  Berkshires  by 
that  time  in  our  temporary  residence  next  to  St.  Joseph’s 
Church,  Pittsfield.  The  day  before  the  big  move  found  us 
at  our  Tyringham  monastery  tending  to  a thousand  and 
one  little  details.  We  were  busy  inside  and  God  was  busy 
outside — sending  tons  of  furiously  floating  white  flakes. 

We  had  come  in  the  afternoon  to  do  the  last  minute 
preparations,  but  by  then  we  could  not  even  get  our  van 
up  our  driveway  and  had  to  park  it  down  by  Sarah’s 
house.  We  trudged  up  our  hill,  immersed  ourselves  in  our 
work  and  were  oblivious  to  what  was  happening  outside. 
When  we  finally  stopped,  we  were  overwhelmed  by  the 


blizzard  conditions  all  around  us.  It  was  beautiful  but 
what  were  we  to  do?  We  were  supposed  to  return  to  St. 
Joseph’s  Convent  for  the  night,  have  a farewell  Mass  with 
Fr.  Michael  Shershanovich  on  the  morning  of  December 
15th,  officially  leave  our  temporary  abode  and  drive  to 
Tyringham  to  our  dream-come-true  monastery.  But  now 
night  had  fallen  and  our  van  was  buried  in  snow.  Then  a 
solution  presented  itself.  Our  plumber  at  the  time,  Joey 
Cardillo,  offered  to  take  us  back  to  Pittsfield  in  his  large 
Suburban-4-wheel-drive.  We  gladly  accepted.  It  was  a 
slow  excursion,  but  we  made  it  back  to  Pittsfield  safely  and 
everything  proceeded  as  planned. 

Our  move  to  our  new  Tyringham  monastery  did  occur  on 
December  15,  1995,  amidst  a white  fairyland  snowfall — a 
real  treat  for  the  snow  lovers  among  us.  We  never  fail 
to  thank  the  good  Lord  for  bringing  us  here.  May  our 
prayers  call  down  many  blessings  upon  all  our  Tyringham 
neighbors  and  their  families  and  loved  ones. 

Weather  and  Feathers 

Catha  Rambusch 

The  American  Kestrel  Falcon  (Fako  span/erius)  is,  by 
hawk  standards,  tiny.  An  adult  can  weigh  five  ounces  with 
a wing  span  of  less  than  two  feet.  They  hunt  by  day  and 
are  a species  in  decline. 

It  is  the  only  local  hawk  that  nests  in  cavities.  A program 
to  provide  suitable  nesting  places  offering  protection  from 
the  weather  has  resulted  in  the  placement  of  18  “nesting 
boxes”  in  this  county.  They  are  mounted  on  poles  in,  or 
near,  open  fields,  in  early  Spring  (March,  April,  May). 

The  box  in  our  field  in  Tyringham  was  the  only  success, 
with  two  or  three  fledglings.  When  removing  the  nesting 
box  for  the  season,  two  unhatched  eggs  were  found  in  the 
box  in  Windsor.  Is  climate  change  harming  the  species? 

In  the  summer,  watching  the  fledglings  was  a thrill,  in 
any  weather. 

If  you  are  interested  in  more  information,  please  read 
the  New  York  Times  article,  “A  Tiny  Terror”  (October  18th 
2015).  You  may  contact:  Ed  Neumeuth,  380  Frost  Road, 
Washington,  MA  01233.  Telephone:  (413)  884  4961 . 

Stay  Indoors! 

Helen  Curtin 

One  day,  as  I was  leaving  the  garage  to  go  into  the 
house  during  last  winter’s  snow  and  ice,  I started  out 
a little  too  fast..  We  have  an  incline  near  the  garage 
entrance,  and  as  I started  down,  it  seemed  to  become  a 
little  longer  and  a little  icier,  and  my  walk  became  a little 
run,  as  sometimes  happens  on  an  incline.  And,  of  course, 

I couldn’t  stop  so  I fell  into  the  snow  and  ice  along  the  side 
of  the  walkway. 

I became  exhausted  struggling  to  get  up,  so  I decided  to 
rest  for  a minute  or  two. 

Half  of  me  was  sort  of  hoping  no  one  would  go  by  and 
see  me  laying  there  on  the  snowy,  icy  ground  . The  other 
half  would  have  been  grateful  if  a car  had  come  along  and 
stopped  to  help.  But  I didn’t  think  I was  hurt. 
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Finally,  a pick-up  truck  came  along  and  went  by,  and  his 
head  really  snapped  around  as  he  saw  me  layng  there  on 
the  ground.  I did  not  raise  my  hand  and  he  did  not  stop. 
That  was  the  only  vehicle  that  went  by  while  I was  on  my 
back  and  I was  beginning  to  get  a little  nervous. 

After  resting  a while,  I turned  over  onto  my  hands  and 
knees  and  was  able,  slowly,  to  get  up.  This  winter  I will 
make  sure  that  the  little  incline,  and  the  rest  of  the  path, 
are  sanded  all  the  time. 

The  best  would  be  to  stay  indoors  as  much  as  possible. 

Respecting  the  Elements 

Julia  Hartman 

Respecting  the  elements  shouldn’t  happen  from  first 
hand  experiences.  At  20,  I didn’t  yet  know  about  wind  chill. 
When  fellow  teachers  at  North  Country  School  chose  a 0 
degree  day  to  drive  over  to  Mad  River  Glen,  I jumped  on 
the  idea.  The  mountain  was  new  to  me  as  was  the  12”  of 
powder.  I was  bundled  up  with  both  a headband  and  a 
good  wool  ski  cap  and  goggles.  They  did  tell  me  at  the  top 
that  there  were  50  mph  winds.  I thought,  “piece  of  cake. 

I’ll  be  down  in  no  time”.  But  the  powder  grabbed  my  skis 
a number  of  times  before  I got  the  hang  of  it.  By  the  time 
I got  to  the  bottom,  I was  ready  for  another  run.  My  smile 
was  frozen  on  my  face.  But  first,  I checked  the  powder 
room  in  the  lodge.  On  my  way  in  I passed  Ed  Sheppard,  a 
college  friend  of  my  mother’s,  a surgeon  and  a cousin  of 
the  Alsop’s.  He  said  “what  a shame,  you  won’t  be  skiing 
today”.  While  I looked  at  him  quizzically  he  went  on,  “You 
have  frostbitten  your  ears  - look  in  the  mirror”.  ”lf  I were 
you  I wouldn’t  go  back  out.  They  will  turn  purple  and  you 
could  loose  some  of  them.” 

Two  years  later  I chose  a warm  early  spring  day  to 
trek.  From  childhood  I knew  about  drifting  snow.  I didn’t 
think  about  how  snow  would  drift  into  ravines.  We  were 
following  a Dartmouth  trail  on  Mt.  Lafayette.  We  had  been 
following  the  tree  markers  but  the  next  one  seemed  a bit 
farther  than  I expected.  No  others  were  to  be  seen.  I led 
the  way  and  suddenly  my  head  was  at  snow  level  and  wet 
slush  had  filled  the  spaces  around  me.  I was  wet,  cold, 
and  very  scared.  My  friend  found  a fallen  log  and  dug  me 
out.  I was  so  cold  I didn’t  know  whether  it  was  my  ankle 
or  knee  that  hurt.  It  took  ages  to  warm  up  and  I didn’t  feel 
much  like  making  a second  day  of  it. 

Twelve  years  later  I was  living  and  teaching  in  Colorado. 
Our  principal  required  each  teacher  to  spend  a week  at 
Outward  Bound  and  I thought  there  was  no  chance  of 
snow  in  mid  October.  The  location  was  between  Pike’s 
Peak  and  Cripple  Creek.  We  had  a great  time  meeting 
new  people,  “team  building”  etc.  We  learned  to  ascend 
and  “chimney”,  saving  rappelling  for  the  last  day.  We 
were  to  rappel  off  a huge  boulder  at  the  top  of  a cliff 
that  turned  in  almost  immediately.  As  we  prepared,  the 
blue  sky  became  very  dark  and  snow  started  falling 
accompanied  by  very  cold  and  driving  wind.  One  of  us,  a 
Native  American,  was  truly  the  bravest  for  volunteering  to 
descend  first.  He  was  also  considerably  larger  than  the 
rest  of  us.  The  leader  had  chosen  not  to  attach  the  ropes 


to  a stationary  location  at  the  top  but  instead  to  hold  the 
ropes  himself.  The  snow  was  falling  at  a blinding  rate.  The 
boulder  we  stood  on  was  slick  from  the  icy  snow.  The 
Native  American  headed  over  the  edge  and  suddenly  both 
he  and  our  leader  slipped  about  12  inches.  I looked  up  at 
the  leader  and  his  usually  rosy  cheeks  were  white  and  I 
could  see  more  of  his  eyes  than  I was  accustomed.  They 
aborted  that  try  and  then  offered  me  a turn.  My  heart 
was  beating  fast.  They  attached  me  and  I headed  over 
the  edge.  When  my  body  was  at  a 50  degrees  angle,  my 
common  sense  and  instinct  for  survival  came  to  the  fore 
and  I had  him  pull  me  back  up.  All  eight  of  us  immediately 
headed  back  to  the  lodge  to  pack  up  and  return  home.  The 
hour  drive  took  three  and  a half  hours!  When  we  reached 
the  main  road  I looked  back.  The  sign  said  “Closed  During 
Snow  Season”. 


Extreme  Weather  Adventures 
Denise  Hoefer 

wmt  . : ^ 


(L  to  R):  Tracy  Brandmeyer,  Denise  Hoefer,  Dennis  and  Alex 
Brandmeyer 


When  our  kids  were  younger,  a favorite  family  past- 
time was  an  annual  trip  to  Yosemite  National  Park. 
Extreme  weather  is  the  norm  in  Yosemite  and  we  had 
two  experiences  with  it  on  our  trips.  In  July  of  1990,  we 
went  on  a week-long  trail  ride  (horses  and  mules)  to 
the  High  Sierra  camps.  The  camps  were  established 
in  the  Yosemite  back  country  by  the  Parks  Service,  and 
are  approximately  one  day’s  ride  or  hike  between  them 
through  some  of  the  most  beautiful  and  scenic  areas  of 
the  park.  Our  first  day  out,  on  the  way  to  the  first  camp, 
it  rained  intermittently  and  much  of  the  trail  crossed  solid 
granite,  wet  from  the  rain  and  what  the  ’ringer’  (guide) 
referred  to  as  ‘Slick  Rock,’  common  in  Yosemite  (think 
Half-Dome).  He  warned  us  that  if  lightning  were  to  hit 
the  wet  rock,  the  charge  would  spread  via  the  water  to 
the  horse’s  metal  shoes  and  needless  to  say,  we  would 
hurry  across  these  sections!  We  arrived  at  Vogelsang 
Wilderness  Camp  in  the  late  afternoon.  The  camp  is 
located  at  10,300  feet  elevation  in  a spectacular  setting 
below  towering  rocky  crags  and  peaks,  above  the 
timberline,  and  has  an  Alp-like  beauty.  We  were  assigned 
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to  a wonderful,  warm  and  cozy  tent  cabin.  After  taking 
showers,  and  having  a nice  dinner  in  the  dining  tent,  we 
settled  into  our  tent-cabin  for  the  night.  Shortly  after,  the 
storm  which  had  shadowed  us  earlier,  moved  in  with  a 
vengeance,  unlike  any  storm  we  had  ever  experienced 
in  Southern  California!  At  almost  11 ,000  feet,  we  were 
essentially  'in’  the  storm  and  it  was  upon  us.  The  ominous 
crashing  of  thunder  and  continual  lightning  strikes  seemed 
to  go  on  forever.  The  roar  was  deafening  and  terrifying; 
we  were  all  overwhelmed  and  riveted  to  our  beds,  waiting 
for  it  to  end.  I remember  thinking;  we  are  in  an  iron- 
frame  tent  and  on  iron  beds  and  wondered  what  we  had 
done  bringing  children  into  a dangerous  situation  like 
that!  However,  we  got  through  it  unscathed,  but  shaken. 
Tragically,  two  people  (of  thirteen)  who  were  on  top  of 
Mount  Whitney  that  night,  not  far  away,  in  a stone  shelter, 
were  struck  by  lightning  and  died  in  the  same  storm. 

It  was  an  experience  we  will  never  forget! 

We  experienced  more  extreme  weather  in  Yosemite 
years  later  on  a family  backpacking  trip  in  1998,  hiking 
from  Tuolomne  Meadows  to  Yosemite  Valley,  in  early 
Spring  (late  June  in  Yosemite).  The  first  day  we  hiked 
from  8600  ft.  elev.  at  Tuolomne  to  our  first  camp  at 
Vogelsang  at  10,300  ft.  elev.  ~ you  see,  our  kids’  first 
experience  had  only  increased  their  love  of  hiking  and 
wilderness  camping!  That  night  was  uneventful,  other  than 
bears  roaming  the  camp,  looking  for  food,  only  slightly 
disconcerting  to  us  along  with  a steady  rain  attempting 
to  insinuate  itself  into  our  tent.  Fortunately,  our  food  was 
hung  high  up  in  a bear  canister,  which  they  couldn’t  reach. 
We  departed  Vogelsang  the  next  morning,  hoping  to  cover 
10-12  miles,  about  half  the  distance  to  Yosemite  Valley.  It 
was  a long  hike,  and  after  about  7 miles,  the  afternoon 
was  wearing  on.  We  were  above  and  approaching  the 
Merced  Lake  High  Sierra  Camp,  one  of  the  original  camps 
dating  to  1916,  a lovely  site  with  tent-cabins  and  lakeside 
campsites. 

A thunderstorm  was  rapidly  approaching  and  we  realized 
we  would  not  be  able  to  make  camp  before  it  broke  and 
hurried  towards  the  lake.  The  storm  came  in  fast  and 
broke  with  incredible  thunder  and  the  constant  lightning 
flashes  all  around.  The  area  where  we  had  been  was  all 
rock,  extremely  dangerous  in  thunderstorms,  and  we  took 
shelter  in  a grove  of  trees,  (in  a lightning  storm??!!)  The 
temperature  had  dropped  precipitously  from  a warm  day  to 
freezing.  Pea-sized  hail  came  down  in  torrents  and  quickly 
covered  the  ground  with  several  inches  of  white.  When 
the  storm  abated  a bit  we  realized  we  had  to  quickly  get 
to  the  camp  and  shelter.  As  we  approached  the  camp, 
we  saw,  to  our  absolute  delight,  the  tent-cabins  were  set 
up  in  preparation  for  the  season!  We  knew  they  weren’t 
open  yet,  and  so,  we  crept,  stealth-like,  into  one  of  them. 
Luckily,  the  blankets  and  pillows  had  already  been  placed 
inside!  (no  ironed  sheets  though!)  We  bundled  up  the 
kids  to  warm  them  and  hoped  we  wouldn’t  be  discovered 
and  evicted.  We  thought  if  we  were  very  quiet,  we  could 
spend  the  night  and  take  off  early.  If  anyone  knew  we 
were  there,  they  were  kind  enough  to  allow  us  to  stay.  The 
next  morning,  we  hiked  out  very  early  as  planned  and 


encountered  a beautiful  winter  scene  outside,  the  forest 
floor  completely  white,  as  if  snow  had  fallen,  except  it  was 
hail.  We  hiked  down  the  trail  a short  distance  from  the 
camp,  then  made  coffee,  cocoa  and  breakfast  on  the  trail 
and  were  ready  to  head  for  Yosemite  Valley.  It  was  late 
afternoon  before  we  arrived  at  the  rim  of  the  valley  and 
the  'Mist  Trail’  leading  down  into  it.  We  scrambled  down 
the  steep  and  slippery  part  of  the  trail  along  Vernal  Falls 
(they  call  it  the  'Mist  Trail’  for  a reason),  caught  a tram  and 
beelined  to  the  wonderful  Ahwahnee  Hotel  for  a relaxing 
and  less  strenuous  end  to  our  adventure.  Although 
extreme  weather  may  be  dynamic  and  dangerous,  it  also 
adds  so  much  to  our  life  experiences! 


Traipsing  Through  the  Torrent 

Holly  McLennan  Ketron 

I suppose  children  can 
be  carefree  in  big  weather. 
Don’t  have  to  do  repairs,  find 
candles,  worry  about  getting 
“out”.  Was  it  Hurricane  Carol 
that  swept  over  Tyringham 
in  1954,  when  I was 
eleven?  It  certainly  was  very 
entertaining  down  at  our 
house  in  the  kiddie  sector. 

My  cousins  were  visiting, 
and  the  house  was  right 
at  Sodom  Road  near  Hop 
Brook  and  the  brook  that 
runs  down  Graden  Hill  next 
to  the  Otis  road. 

There  was  some  warning 
of  a storm,  probably  of  a 
hurricane,  but  we  were 
focused  on  Efrem  Zimbalist,  Jr.,  the  future  star  of  77 
Sunset  Strip,  who  had  stopped  by  and  nearly  had  to  spend 
the  night!  My  father,  John  McLennan,  told  us  he  was  the 
son  of  famous  musicians,  and  that  was  good  enough  for 
us,  especially  since  he  was  really  handsome. 

Mr.  Zimbalist  started  to  worry  about  driving,  so  he  left. 
Everything  puttered  along  with  rain  and  wind,  but  in  the 
morning,  when  it  was  still  dark,  my  father  stepped  out  the 
door  onto  the  garden  lawn  in  the  back  by  the  brook,  and 
promptly  disappeared  from  sight  into  smooth  fast-moving 
dark  water.  Maybe  kind  of  startling,  God  knows  my  mother 
seemed  very  startled,  but  for  us  kids  it  was  still  amazing 
and  exciting  and  fun.  He  surfaced  a few  yards  away,  and 
it  was  fun  to  see  a muddy  torrent  like  the  water  that  we 
would  see  at  the  rake  factory  dam  pouring  right  past  our 
house.  That  was  fantastically  thrilling.  Ignorance  was  bliss. 

By  daylight  my  father  had  upped  the  adult-in-charge 
activities  from  checking  up  on  our  situation,  to  worrying 
about  Mrs.  Depping  down  at  the  end  of  Sodom  Road 
where  the  Schulmans  live  now.  Of  course  it  was  the  next 
right  thing  - to  be  sure  she  was  alright,  since  she  was 
alone  and  seemed  old  to  me  (probably  55).  So  my  cousin 
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Pad  Spence,  his  brother  Harry,  and  my  sister  Angelica 
and  I headed  down  the  dirt  road,  our  father  carrying  a long 
length  of  rope. 

Pretty  soon,  down  near  the  Deppings’  end  of  the  road. 
Hop  Brook  had  come  up  over  its  banks  and  looked  actually 
dangerous  to  us,  certainly  to  my  father. 

But  the  fun  for  us  was  not  over!  He  strung  the  rope 
along  pine  trunks  on  the  uphill  side,  well  out  of  the  way  of 
the  roaring  brook,  and  helped  each  one  of  us  to  hang  on 
to  the  rope  and  walk  on  the  soft  wet  spongy  pine  needle 
bank  until  we  got  to  safety. 

When  we  got  to  Mrs.  Depping’s  my  father  asked  how 
she  was,  and  if  she  needed  anything.  Her  list  was  one 
can  of  salted  peanuts  and  two  60-watt  bulbs.  At  the  time 
we  kind  of  chuckled  over  the  emergency  items,  but  looking 
back,  if  I were  all  by  myself  at  my  age  now,  down  in  the 
little  lost  valley  within  a valley,  I probably  would  have  come 
up  with  a pretty  odd  list.  The  thing  Mrs.  Depping  didn’t  get 
was  a child’s  wacky  adventure,  free  of  any  understanding 
at  all  of  danger  or  trouble,  or  difficult  clean-up. 

Ah,  youth! 


Extreme  Weather  Adventures 
and  the  Bidwell  House  Museum 

Barbara  Palmer,  Executive  Director 


The  Thanksgiving  ice  storm,  two  feet  of  snow,  an  old 
maple  down  and  associated  power  outages,  those  are 
the  weather  adventures  of  recent  years.  None  of  us  were 
around  for  the  most  extreme  weather  event  to  hit  our  little 
town,  the  whole  region  and  a good  part  of  the  earth.  It 
happened  in  1816.  It  was  “The  Year  Without  Summer.” 
Frosts  occurred  in  every  summer  month  that  year,  it 
snowed  in  June  and  there  was  ice  on  rivers  and  lakes  in 
July  and  August.  Crops  failed  all  over  New  England.  Our 
forebears  (some  1,600  lived  in  Tyringham  at  the  time), 
had  no  explanation  for  this  catastrophic  fate.  People  went 
hungry.  Some  moved.  The  1829  History  of  the  County  of 
Berkshire  Massachusetts  by  Chester  Dewey  and  David 


Dudley  Field,  Sr.  noted  this  terrible  year  as  one  “not  soon 
to  be  forgotten.” 

In  1816  the  people  had  no  idea  why  they  had  suffered 
so.  Was  it  the  beginning  of  an  extreme  ice  age?  God’s 
wrath?  One  can  only  imagine  the  despair.  Thirteen  years 
later  the  History  recorded  the  weather  facts,  which  luckily 
included  that  the  1816  “Year  without  Summer”  was  a one 
time  occurrence.  The  cause,  today  generally  attributed  to 
the  April  1815  eruption  of  Mount  Tambora  on  the  island  of 
Sumbawa  in  Indonesia,  wasn’t  understood  until  much  later. 
It  was  the  world’s  largest  volcanic  eruption  since  Hatepe  in 
1 80  AD.  The  colossal  amounts  of  volcanic  ash  it  ejected 
into  the  upper  atmosphere  darkened  the  sun  and  lowered 
the  temperature  worldwide.  The  people  of  Tyringham  did 
not  know  that  at  the  time. 

The  Bidwell  House  Museum  celebrated  25  years  of 
telling  the  story  of  life  in  Tyringham  in  the  early  days 
this  year.  The  museum  is  open  for  tours  Memorial  Day 
to  Columbus  Day.  The  grounds  are  open  year  'round 
during  daylight  hours  for  hiking  and  nature  watching.  The 
museum  celebrates  “Township  No.  1 Day”  each  year  on 
Independence  weekend.  It’s  a full  afternoon  of  bake-offs, 
music  by  Tyringham  and  Monterey  musicians,  exhibits  by 
the  Historical  Commission,  talks,  games  and  fun. 

Thank  you  to  the  many  Tyringham  members  and  friends 
of  the  Bidwell  House.  Your  ongoing  support  is  vital  to 
the  museum  and  its  programs!  Please  be  sure  to  visit 
“Township  No.  1 Day”  next  summer! 


Board  Member  John  Demos  with  granddaughters  Clover  and  Violet 
at  Township  No.  1 Day 


Raining  Nuts  in  Mobile,  Alabama 

Roger  Ketron 

In  1953  Dad  went  back  on  active  duty  flying  C-47s.  The 
family  moved  to  Mobile,  our  first  stop  on  a long  journey, 
where  we  had  a rental  house  on  a quiet  street  with  a back 
yard  loaded  with  pecan  trees.  Along  came  a hurricane 
cutting  out  power  and  flooding  everything.  But  the 
strangest  thing,  the  most  amazing,  was  that  the  back  yard 
filled  up  6 inches  deep  in  leathery  pecans.  I remember 
my  twin  brothers  and  I could  not  take  a step  without  flying 
head  over  heels  in  nuts. 
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Our  Extreme  Weather  Wind  Chime 

Lainie  Krasnoff 


While  some  people 
may  lament  the  Ides 
of  March,  we  have 
come  to  fear  the 
Martin  Luther  King 
Birthday  weekend. 

We  do  however  joke 
that  we  now  keep  our 
plumber  on  retainer 
and  his  phone 
number  on  speed  dial 
for  that  mid-January  weekend.  In  the  years  we  have  owned 
our  house,  that  traditionally  the  time  for  our  pipes  to  freeze. 

On  the  first  occasion,  we  made  the  mistake  of  coming  into 
the  house,  turning  on  the  water  and  the  heat  and  going  to 
bed.  We  were  awakened  in  the  middle  of  the  night  to  the 
sound  of  water  running,  only  to  find  the  water  pouring  from 
the  kitchen,  down  to  the  lower  level.  We  learned  never  to 
repeat  that  scenario.  Without  knowing  why,  we  saved  the  little 
piece  of  broken  copper  pipe  as  a memento. 

The  second  and  third  time  we  had  leaks,  also  on  that 
mid-January  weekend,  they  were  quite  ordinary  in  nature 
and  quickly  repaired  by  our  trusty  plumber.  In  keeping  with 
the  tradition,  we  again  kept  the  bits  of  split  copper  pipe  as 
a reminder. 

The  most  recent  broken  pipe  emergency  must  have 
followed  the  worst  cold  weather  period  ever.  We  arrived 
at  the  house  and  discovered  that  a jar  of  pickles  in  the 
refrigerator  was  frozen,  as  was  a bottle  of  beer.  If  a jar  with 
brine  and  one  with  alcohol  was  frozen,  there  was  no  way  we 
were  going  to  be  lucky  enough  not  to  have  a pipe  broken  as 
well.  Our  fears  were  correct.  But  this  time  we  knew  to  be 
prepared  and  to  check  everything  carefully  as  things  began 
to  thaw.  In  this  way,  we  experienced  only  minor  trouble. 

Well,  at  this  point  we  have  a lovely  collection  of  bits  and 
pieces  of  copper  pipe  and  we  are  considering  making  them 
into  a wind  chime  to  hang  on  our  deck.  It  would  certainly 
represent  the  extreme  weather  we  have  experienced  in  the 
Berkshires.  It  would  also  be  a rather  expensive  bit  of  art  work. 

Winter  Storm 

Mary  L.  Errichetto 

When  I was  encouraged  to  write  for  the  “Extreme 
Weather”  issue  of  The  Tyringham  Topics,  I thought  of  a 
bad  drive  in  winter's  past. 

We  had  been  going  back  and  forth  to  Pittsfield’s  BMC 
hospital  from  Housatonic  to  visit  my  husband’s  brother 
Bob  Errichetto,  who  was  dying  of  cancer.  Many  of  you 
may  have  known  Bob  as  he  delivered  oil  for  Lipton  and 
was  an  expert  on  oil  furnaces.  He  knew  Helen  and  Neil 
Curtin  very  well  and  enjoyed  being  in  their  home.  Anyway, 
at  the  time  of  one  of  our  last  visits,  we  knew  a terrible 
storm  was  brewing.  This  was  a early  spring  storm  with 
thunder,  lightning,  rain  and  hail.  We  cut  our  hospital  visit 
short  and  before  getting  out  of  Pittsfield  we  got  hit  hard.  I 


Lainie  and  Lany  Krasnoff 


was  so  scared  as  we  continued  driving  in  hail  and  rain, 
inches  deep.  As  we  travelled  through  Lenox,  I truly  could 
not  tell  where  we  were.  When  we  hit  the  Stockbridge 
line,  it  stopped!  Never  were  we  more  relieved  to  get  home, 
where  the  storm  never  hit.  Although  it  was  terrifying  to  go 
through,  we  were  so  glad  to  have  spent  time  with  Bob,  who 
passed  away  shortly  thereafter. 

I would  also  like  to  add  that  it  has  been  my  greatest 
pleasure  to  spend  a lot  of  time  in  Tyringham.  I love  meeting 
with  the  group  of  seniors  and  others  at  coffee  hour  and  church. 

Snow  Day 

Paul  Freed 


In  December  of  1997,  my  nephew,  Jesse,  was  in  high 
school  in  Litchfield,  Connecticut.  It  was  already  beginning 
to  snow  when  I drove  down  to  pick  him  up  for  the  weekend 
back  in  Tyringham.  High  School  kids!  By  the  time  he’d 
packed  all  his  gear  and  said  ten  good  byes  to  each  of  his 
friends,  the  storm  was  in  full  throat  white-out.  The  edges  and 
road  lines  of  Route  8 had  all  but  disappeared.  I couldn’t  see 
ten  feet  in  front  of  the  car.  So  I determined-as  always  when 
driving  in  the  middle  of  a snow  storm-to  keep  the  nose  of 
the  car  pointed  equidistant  between  the  trees  lining  either 
side  of  the  road.  Creeping  along,  we  crossed  the  state  line 
into  Sandisfield  and  left  Route  8 for  the  side  roads  of  the 
“boonies.”  Now  we  were  the  only  car  on  the  road. 

Suddenly,  in  what  I believed  was  the  middle  of  the  road, 
sat  two  kittens  huddled  on  top  of  each  other.  I stopped  the 
car  about  ten  feet  past  and  Jesse  and  I walked  back  to 
check  it  out.  Just  as  we  got  up  to  the  two  snow  covered, 
shivering  little  fur  balls,  a white  Cadillac  approached  from  the 
other  direction.  I waved  it  to  a stop  to  insure  the  car  wouldn’t 
hit  the  kittens.  And  just  as  I did,  the  kittens  ran  under  the 
Cadillac  and  into  the  wheel  well  of  the  right  rear  tire,  the 
warmest  spot  they  could  find.  Now,  no  one  - not  Jesse,  not 
me,  not  the  woman  driving  the  Cadillac,  nor  her  daughter  - 
was  going  anywhere. 

As  the  storm  continued  to  build,  I pulled  the  jack  out  of 
my  trunk,  raised  the  rear  of  the  Cadillac,  removed  the  right 
rear  tire,  pulled  the  two  scared,  shivering  kittens  out,  and 
replaced  the  tire  on  that  poor  woman’s  car.  Jesse  and 
I continued  on  home  to  Tyringham  with  the  two  kittens 
huddled  inside  his  jacket. 

Nan  and  I nursed  them  in  our  bathtub  until  they  were  old 
enough  to  move  on  to  their  new  permanent  home  with  cat- 
loving  friends  of  ours  in  Stockbridge. 
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stuck  in  the  Snow! 

Ruth  Heath 


It  was  winter  of  1962.  My  family  and  I had  just  moved 
from  Breakneck  Hill  in  the  Tyringham  Valley  to  Bear  Town 
Mountain,  when  a winter  storm  was  upon  us.  When  I 
look  back  on  that  time,  I realize  we  were  in  the  middle  of 
a blizzard!  I checked  my  food  supplies  and  realized  we 
would  not  have  enough  milk  and  bread  to  last  the  storm, 
so  I piled  my  six  young  children,  one  niece,  and  one 
nephew,  all  under  the  age  of  nine,  into  my  station  wagon 
to  begin  the  trek  to  the  A & P in  downtown  Lee.  After  taking 
another  look  at  the  sky  and  snow  accumulation,  I judged 
that  we  could  beat  the  storm  and  return  safely  home. 

Well,  we  did  make  it  safely  to  the  store  and  almost  home 
when  the  car  began  to  zigzag  its  way  up  the  mountain. 
Yikes!  Unfortunately,  we  had  one  too  many  zigs  on  the 
last  hill  before  home  and  ended  up  off  the  road  stuck  in  a 
pile  of  snow!  Back  then  there  were  no  cell  phones,  so  I 
tucked  the  kids  in  best  as  I could,  with  a warning  to  stay 
snuggled  up  and  to  not  get  out  of  the  car!  I knew  I had  to 
get  help,  so  I trudged  through  the  ever  accumulating  snow 
back  to  Mrs.  Cruze’s  house  to  call  the  Rake  Factory  where 
my  husband.  Herb,  was  working. 

Hoot  Stannard  and  Herb  decided  they  would  come  to 
my  rescue  in  Hoot’s  Jeep.  They  were  sure  they  could 
shovel  me  out  and  push  me  up  the  hill  to  safely  deliver  my 
children  and  supplies  to  our  warm  home. 

They  were  right  about  two  things — they  could  shovel 
me  out  and  push  my  wagon  with  the  Jeep.  Hoot  pulled 
up  behind  my  wagon  and  began  to  gently  push  my  car. 

“Ah,  ha,”  my  tires  gained  traction  for  a rather  erratic  climb 
homeward.  My  concentration  was  so  intense  on  moving 
forward  that  I never  looked  in  my  rear  view  mirror.  So  once 
I was  safely  parked  in  my  drive  way,  I looked  behind  me  to 
thank  Hoot  and  Herb,  but  they  were  nowhere  to  be  seen!! 

I had  to  get  the  children  in  where  it  was  warm  and  figured 
the  two  men  together  would  be  along  shortly. 

Sure  enough  a short  time  later,  in  tromped  Herb  and  Hoot 
wanting  a hot  cup  of  coffee  and  dry  gloves.  They  had  slid 
off  the  road  themselves  just  a short  distance  after  I gained 
traction  and  was  heading  upward  on  the  hill  unassisted! 


Ultimately,  they  had  to  shovel  more  snow  and  sand  the  area 
near  their  tires  so  they  could  gain  traction  themselves.  After 
all  the  outside  shoveling,  they  were  in  need  of  something 
warm  to  drink  before  heading  back  to  work. 

The  kids  were  all  a-jitter  laughing  and  role-playing 
how  the  car  had  slid  off  the  road  and  how  Daddy  and  Mr. 
Stannard  had  to  shovel  the  snow  to  get  the  car  unburied! 
To  them,  this  was  an  adventure  - not  the  “stomach  full  of 
nerves”  adventure  I experienced  worrying  about  the  safety 
of  my  loved  ones. 

I was  relieved  to  have  my  entire  family  safe  and  sound 
at  home.  As  I apologized  to  Herb  and  Hoot  for  calling  them 
away  from  work.  Hoot  responded,  “What  do  you  mean 
called  us  away  from  work?  This  was  work,  just  a different 
kind  of  work!”  From  that  day  fonA^ard,  I made  sure  to  have 
extra  bread  in  the  freezer  and  a box  of  Carnation  Instant 
Milk  on  hand  for  emergencies  ! 


Weather  It,  Because 
Words  Will  Carry 

Andrea  Hartcorn 


Poetry 

Poetry 

like  the  wind 

can  create  gales 

can  blow  soft 

strong  winds  that 

and  sweet  like 

could  flatten  a village, 

a song  being  whispered. 

a fury  bursting  out 

a feather  carried 

of  the  pen 

by  the  thermals 

only  knowing 

of  our  breath 

to  go 

a breeze  so  gentle 

then  complete 

that  envelops  and 

silence  following 

awakens  like  witnessing 

the  last  tail  of 

something  holy. 

vibrations  leaving 

And  yet. 

raw  naked  ruins  in 
all  of  its  fine  glory. 
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Visitation  Sisters 
Who  Went  Home  to  God 


Sister  Alice  Marie  Landers,  age  83  years,  passed  away  quietly  in  our  monastery  infirmary  on  November  23rd,  2014,  one 
week  before  her  84th  birthday.  Sister  had  been  ill  for  some  time  and  was  cared  for  at  home  here  in  the  monastery. 

Sister  was  a native  of  Massachusetts,  born  in  Springfield  on  November  30,  1931.  Sister  attended  schools  in  Chicopee 
and  Boston,  becoming  a High  School  teacher  and  later  a Registered  Nurse.  Sister  Alice  Marie  became  a religious  in  January 
1949.  She  came  with  the  Sisters  from  Wilmington,  Delaware  when  the  Tyringham  monastery  was  built.  Sister  leaves  one 
sister,  Eleanor  Corridan  and  a brother,  Thomas  Landers.  She  was  predeceased  by  three  brothers  and  her  parents.  Sister  also 
leaves  behind  many  nephews  and  nieces  along  with  their  families  and  several  great  nephews  and  great  nieces. 


Sister  Anne-Marguerite  Potchen  passed  away  on  July  31st,  2015  from  cancer  at  the  age  of  50.  A diagnosis  of 
esophageal  cancer  was  made  in  March  of  2014.  Sister  had  the  happiness  of  celebrating  her  Silver  Jubilee  of  Religious 
Profession  this  past  July,  surrounded  by  her  family,  friends  and  religious  community.  Sister  was  born  in  Philadelphia  on 
August  13,  1964  and  entered  the  Visitation  in  Wilmington,  Delaware.  She  leaves  her  parents  and  three  sisters,  Donna, 
Lisa,  and  Jennifer,  and  many  nieces  and  nephews. 

Both  of  our  Sisters  are  buried  in  our  monastery  cemetery.  We  thank  all  for  their  love  and  support  during  both  these 
difficult  times.  May  they  rest  in  peace! 
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Robert  Gillett  Brown 

(1937-2015) 


After  Bob  passed  away,  an  attorney  from  Pittsfield  who  shared  Bob’s  love  of  surveying  and  registry  work  wrote  to  me: 
“You’ve  lost  a real  force  of  nature  in  Bob".  I had  lost  sight  of  that  quality  in  my  husband  over  the  years  but  that  statement 
brought  back  some  very  poignant  thoughts. 

Bob  was  born  in  Great  Barrington  and  raised  in  Monterey... a true  Berkshire  native.  He  loved  being  outdoors  and  in  his 
early  years,  friends  weren’t  always  that  pleased  to  go  dirt  bike  riding  or  snowmobiling  with  him  because  he  was  reckless. 
Always  pushing  himself  and  anyone  else  who  happened  to  be  on  one  of  his  adventures.  It  was  on  the  back  of  his  dirt 
bike  that  my  husband  showed  me  the  beauty  of  The  Berkshires.  He  introduced  me  to  small  towns  and  the  secrets  of  their 
surroundings  either  on  his  bike  or  on  weekend  car  rides. 

His  love  of  nature  flowed  into  his  professional  career  as  a registered  civil  engineer  and  professional  land  surveyor. 

He  was  highly  regarded  in  his  profession  and  when  developers  would  inquire  in  Boston  whom  should  they  use  in 
The  Berkshires,  it  was  usually  Robert  G.  Brown  and  Associates.  He  designed  over  twenty  earthen  dams  in  western 
Massachusetts  and  two  of  which  he  was  particularly  proud  are  Palmer  Brook  Lake  and  Dam  (now  the  Berkshire  Fishing 
Club)  and  the  Lake  Garfield  Dam... the  latter  being  a place  enjoyed  by  his  children  and  grandchildren  during  the  hot  days  of 
summer.  When  we  bought  our  land  in  Tyringham,  people  scratched  their  heads.  The  land  was  wet,  scruffy  and  tough  to 
walk  around  on.  Bob  visualized  a pond  and  homesite.  He  left  his  family  a beautiful  spot  where  it  is  like  being  in  the  palm  of 
God’s  hand,  surrounded  by  the  changing  seasons  of  the  hills. 

Bob  loved  his  family.  He  never  missed  one  of  his  daughters’  high  school  or  college  sporting  events.  Work  came  in 
second  where  the  girls  were  concerned.  Nicole  developed  an  interest  in  animals  and  she  and  her  dad  spent  a summer 
building  a barn  complete  with  a hayloft,  water  and  electricity.  He  got  to  walk  Alexis  down  the  aisle  in  the  Union  Church  in 
2009  and  he  made  it  to  Italy  in  2014  to  do  the  same  with  Nicole  and  to  dance  under  the  Tuscan  moon.  He  was  truly  grateful 
that  God  had  given  Alexis,  Kris,  and  Nicole,  Michele.  He  got  to  spend  time  with  Miles  and  Emil,  his  beloved  grandsons,  and 
he  delighted  in  holding  them  while  making  his  famous  oatmeal  for  their  breakfast. 

People  leave  behind  many  types  of  legacies  - athletes  leave  records  meant  to  be  broken,  actors  leave  Oscars,  and  others 
leave  money  for  their  children.  I’ve  thought  a lot  about  Bob’s  legacy  and  I believe  he  showed  hard  work,  honesty,  generosity, 
a hatred  of  gossip.  As  Alexis  pointed  out,  “Dad  didn’t  hold  grudges."  I have  never  heard  him  spoken  of  as  an  engineer  or 
land  surveyor  without  the  utmost  respect  for  his  professional  integrity  and  expertise.  This  was  also  confirmed  at  his  church 
service  where  so  many  past  employees  and  friends  who  had  worked  with  him  came  to  say  good  bye  and  to  stand  up  and  tell 
how  much  they  owed  Bob  for  having  him  as  an  employer,  teacher,  or  friend.  Not  a bad  legacy  to  leave  behind. 
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Mary  Ann  Brown 


Maty  Carter  Hale 

(1928-2014) 

My  mom,  Mary  Carter  Hale,  was  born  May  21,1 928.  In  1 948,  she  married  my  father  and  moved  to  Tyringham  where  she 
raised  my  brother,  Stephen,  and  me. 

For  twenty-seven  years,  Mary  worked  for  Berkshire  Life  as  Assistant  to  the  Vice  President  of  Marketing  Services.  Among 
her  duties,  she  organized  conventions  and  edited  the  monthly  insurance  publication. 

Her  political  career  started  while  working  at  Berkshire  Life.  She  was  elected  to  the  Tyringham  Cemetery  Commission 
serving  three  two-year  terms.  From  there  she  served  twelve  years  as  a Selectman  and  Chairperson  for  five  years.  Mom 
was  the  first  female  Police  Chief  in  the  Commonwealth  of  Massachusetts,  serving  for  six  years.  In  1979,  she  co-founded  the 
Tyringham  Landowners’  Association. 

Serving  the  County,  she  was  president  of  the  Berkshire  County  Selectmen's  Association;  president  of  the  Berkshire 
County  Advisory  Board;  and  was  one  of  the  two  organizers  of  the  Berkshire  County  Police  Chiefs  Association. 

On  the  state  level,  she  was  president  of  the  Massachusetts  Municipal  Association  and  president  of  the  Massachusetts 
Selectmen’s  Association.  She  was  a member  of  the  Local  Government  Advisory  Council  that  met  with  the  Governor  monthly 
to  discuss  community  problems.  Governor  Dukakis  appointed  her  to  the  Social  Services  Advisory  Board,  a board  regulating 
costs  of  Massachusetts  state  schools.  She  also  worked  with  farmers,  natural  resource  people.  Representatives,  Senators 
and  the  Commissioner  of  Agriculture  to  stabilize  milk  prices. 

She  is  listed  in  the  Who’s  Who  in  American  Women  in  1985-86  and  again  in  1991-92  and  Who  Who’s  in  the  East  ^ 986- 
87.  In  December  1991,  she  was  one  of  four  women  in  the  Commonwealth  to  receive  the  “Wonder  Woman”  award  by  the 
Massachusetts  Women’s  Political  Caucus  in  recognition  of  her  leadership  and  commitment  to  increasing  women’s  voice  in 
politics. 

In  2001 , my  mother  withdrew  from  public  life  to  spend  more  time  with  her  family.  Little  did  we  know  that  soon  she 
would  be  diagnosed  with  Alzheimer’s.  She  died  on  November  17,  2014  at  home. 

Christine  Hale  Corcoran 
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Betty  dressed  for  a prom  with  her  nephew  Chuck  Clark 


Betty  Clark  Smith 

(1935-2014) 

Betty  was  my  husband,  Chuck  Clark’s,  aunt.  She  was  born  in  Tyringham,  in  Evelyn  Winters’  house  on  Church  Street, 
the  only  girl  in  a family  of  seven  boys:  Duffy,  Brud,  Clifton,  Crow,  Marty,  Frankie,  and  Robert.  Marty  and  Frankie  are  the 
only  boys  left.  Her  parents  were  Wilbur  Clark  and  Carrie  McCarthy  Clark. 

She  attended  the  Tyringham  School  and  then  graduated  from  Lee  High  School  in  1953.  She  went  on  to  the  Bishop 
Memorial  School  of  Nursing  in  Pittsfield.  She  furthered  her  nursing  by  graduating  from  the  College  of  St.  Joseph,  and 
then  went  to  advanced  nursing  education  at  Northeastern  University  in  Boston.  She  retired  from  nursing  as  a Pediatric 
Nurse  Practitioner  at  the  Dartmouth  Hitchcock  Medical  Center  in  New  Hampshire. 

Betty  was  an  avid  skier  and  biker;  and  went  all  over  the  world  doing  just  that. 

I also  remember  her  telling  me  once  that  a rooster  was  chasing  Chuck  in  the  Clark  yard  (now  Pat  Clark’s  house).  She 
hit  him  over  the  head  with  a shovel  and  then  threw  him  onto  the  back  seat  of  her  father’s  car.  I don’t  know  what  happened 
after  that... 

She  told  us  about  all  of  her  many  baby-sitting  jobs.  She  almost  always  had  to  call  on  one  of  her  brothers  to  accompany 
her  because  she  was  afraid  to  be  alone  in  a strange  house! 

As  the  only  girl  in  the  family,  she  was  treated  like  a princess  and  always  got  what  she  wanted.  Once,  she  wanted  a 
beautiful  blouse  that  was  in  the  window  of  a store  in  Lee.  All  she  had  to  do  was  mention  it  to  her  brothers  and  they  all 
went  and  bought  it  for  her. 

Betty  was  mischievous  as  a child;  she  was  pretty  and  petite,  and  cared  a lot  about  her  appearance.  She  had  a good 
sense  of  humor  and  was  always  very  kind  and  compassionate  towards  others. 

She  was  the  proud  mother  of  two  boys  and  a girl,  and  had  two  grandsons.  She  died  peacefully  at  home  in  Grantham, 
New  Hampshire. 


Terry  Clark 


John  Neil  Curtin 

(“Neil”  or  “Greybear”) 
(1931  -2015) 


My  Dad  was  a very  simple  man — straight  shooter  and  to  the  point.  Never  raised  his  voice  or  yelled — he  had  that 
presence  about  himself,  and  when  he  spoke,  that's  the  way  it  was.  He  got  respect  by  being  strong  and  dependable  with 
few  words  spoken. 

Dad  started  working  at  the  age  of  ten.  His  first  job  was  at  Carl  Curtin's  store.  Then  two  years  later  he  worked  at  Ward 
McCarthy's  dairy  farm;  he  loved  farming  and  animals.  He  had  his  own  team  of  horses  when  he  was  about  18  and  worked 
in  the  woods  cutting  logs.  In  1951  he  went  to  work  at  PJ  Schweitzer  paper  mill  in  Lee.  He  also  had  the  Tyringham  school 
bus  contract  for  about  six  years. 

Dad  joined  the  Fire  Company  in  1950.  He  spent  a lot  of  time  in  those  63  years  as  a member-training,  fighting  fires, 
raising  money,  volunteering,  etc.  He  was  the  “self-proclaimed"  “CORN  KING”.  He  loved  cooking  the  corn  for  the  Annual 
Steak  Roast. 

Dad  retired  after  41  years  in  the  Kimberly  Clark  Mills.  He  enjoyed  23  years  of  retirement.  He  retired  two  months  before 
Cody  was  born.  I was  blessed  to  live  next  door  to  my  parents  and  daily,  Cody,  Ben  and  I were  with  my  parents  while  Tim  was 
working  hard  to  pay  our  bills,  so  I could  stay  home  and  raise  our  boys  with  my  parents  at  our  side  pretty  much  most  of  the 
day  and  pretty  much  every  day! 

Dad's  most  favorite  thing  in  life  was  hunting.  Prior  to  my  having  my  children  Dad  taught  me  to  hunt  deer.  I have  fond 
memories  of  our  “hunts".  He  assigned  me  the  1148  16  guage  shotgun.  He  also  assigned  me  a “handle"  as  everyone  at 
camp  had.  Grey  Bear  called  me  “Bright  Star”.  I have  many  great  stories  about  our  time  spent  in  the  woods  and  at  his 
beloved  4 C’s  Big  60  on  Bear  Town  Mountain. 

Dad  and  I had  many  birthdays  together.  I was  born  on  December  27  a few  minutes  before  midnight  and  Dad  was  born  on 
Dec.  28th.  Each  year  we  had  birthday  cake  together  and  I'd  hear  the  story  about  Doc  Stratton's  footsteps  coming  down  the 
hall  a few  minutes  before  midnight  on  the  27.  Dad  was  mad  because  I was  not  born  on  his  birthday  the  28th  of  December. 

When  I returned  from  my  honeymoon  in  October  1985,  coming  up  Main  Road  there  were  yellow  ribbons  on  the  tree 
symbolizing  “Tie  a Yellow  ribbon  around  the  old  oak  tree  if  you  still  want  me...”  I started  crying  and  will  never  forget  that. 

Dad  loved  the  oak  tree.  He  compared  himself  to  one,  as  the  oak  tree  is  the  strongest  tree  in  the  woods.  He  was 
absolutely  correct.  He  was  the  strongest  person,  mentally,  physically  and  compassionately,  I have  ever  known. 

Dad  was  legendary  for  mispronouncing  words  when  he  did  speak.  If  a word  could  be  turned  upside  down  or  backwards  - he 
could  do  it.  I won't  get  into  the  long  list  but  one  recent  example  of  his  grammar  was  Face  Book,  which  he  called  space  balls. 

Dad's  attention  to  detail  was  like  no  other.  That  is  why  he  was  a master  of  pretty  much  any  and  all  trades  I He  could 
make,  repair,  or  invent  anything.  You  name  it,  he  could  do  it.  He  credited  that  to  his  “yankee  ingenuity”. 

If  more  people  lived  their  “dash”  (1931  - 2015  ) like  Dad  did,  it  would  be  a better  world.  I'm  so  blessed  you  were  my  Dad. 


“Death  leaves  a heartache  no  one  can  heal, 
love  leaves  a memory  no  one  can  steal” 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 

* / 
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Peter  L.  Curtin 

(1936-2015) 

New  Year’s  Eve  was  always  special  in  our  house.  It  was  my  Dad’s  birthday.  Peter  Curtin  was  born  in  Tyringham  on 
January  31 , 1 936.  His  parents  were  Davena  Stanton  and  John  Curtin,  and  he  was  their  third  child.  There  were  eight  in 
all — Neil,  Pat,  Peter,  Terry,  Jimmy,  Dede,  Tommy  and  Denny. 

He  grew  up  working  hard,  as  a teenager  on  Ward  McCarthy’s  farm  and  later  at  the  mill,  and  always  took  on  side  jobs. 
He  was  a natural  leader,  a die-hard  Red  Sox  fan,  and  a devoted  husband.  He  liked  to  believe  he  was  “in  charge,”  but  it 
was  really  my  mother,  Deanna,  who  made  him  feel  he  was  “in  charge.” 

I remember  how  proud  he  was  on  the  January  day  in  1968  when  we  moved  into  the  newly  finished  house  at  34  Main 
Rd.  To  me,  at  the  age  of  nine,  the  house  was  strange,  empty  and  even  scary.  Within  four  years  it  was  a cozy  home  and 
would  be  his  home  for  the  rest  of  his  life. 

Tyringham  ran  through  his  veins  like  Hop  Brook  runs  through  the  valley.  He  worked  hard  to  keep  the  town  from 
changing  from  the  rural  place  he  grew  up  in. 

He  taught  us  to  care  for  animals;  we  had  horses,  sheep,  pigs,  ducks.  He  made  sure  we  each  had  new  fishing  rods, 
bikes,  and  baseball  gloves,  which  in  his  childhood  he  had  to  share  with  siblings  or  earn  for  himself.  Each  April  on  the  first 
day  of  fishing  season,  he  would  take  us  out  and  show  us  how  to  put  a worm  on  the  hook  and  to  hold  the  line  between  our 
fingers  to  feel  the  tug  of  the  trout.  For  me  and  my  two  brothers,  he  was  the  greatest. 

At  Deer  Camp  he  was  always  the  organizer,  the  one  who  kept  everyone  hustling  all  day  long.  He  loved  going  up 
there  with  his  brothers,  and  nephews  and  sometimes  even  nieces.  It  was  most  important  to  have  the  family  time,  the 
storytelling  in  the  evening,  and  to  have  the  week  go  safely.  The  deer  were  always  a bonus. 

Looking  back  on  my  childhood  with  Dad,  I think  of  having  to  go  with  him  in  the  springtime  to  solder  pipes  in  the  crawl 
space  under  the  Schnells’  cottage  on  Sodom  Road.  There  was  a tight  squeeze  into  a creepy  place  full  of  spiders  and 
water  snakes.  My  job  was  to  hold  the  flashlight,  so  he  could  see  what  he  was  doing  as  he  balanced  the  maple  syrup 
pail  cover  above  the  pipe  to  keep  the  sparks  from  catching  fire  to  the  house  above.  I hated  being  down  there  and  never 
seemed  to  hold  the  light  in  the  right  place,  but  I would  give  anything  to  be  able  to  shine  that  flashlight  for  him  today. 

Peter  Curtin  Jr. 
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Selectmen  News  2015 

The  Select  Board  has  had  another  busy  and  productive 
year.  The  Board  was  saddened  by  the  loss  of  Peter 
Curtin  this  past  year.  Peter  had  been  a member  of  the 
Board  for  over  30  years  and  was  often  called  upon  to 
provide  the  historical  perspective  of  issues.  His  wisdom 
and  experience  concerning  town  issues  and  history  will 
be  greatly  missed. 

The  Board  would  like  to  express  its  condolences  and 
gratitude  to  the  Hale  family.  Mary  Hale  served  our  town 
in  many  ways,  one  of  which  was  to  serve  on  the  Select 
Board.  Mary  will  be  missed  by  many. 

The  Board  welcomed  its  newest  member,  Matt  Puntin, 
in  May  2015.  We  are  very  excited  about  the  addition  of 
Matt.  Matt  brings  his  engineering  experience  and  his 
Title  V experience  to  the  board.  Matt  has  lived  most  of 
his  life  in  Tyringham  and  brings  a fresh  voice  to  the  table. 
Matt  has  spearheaded  the  efforts  to  locate  a site  for  a 
new  highway  garage  and  has  jumped  right  in  to  assist  the 
Board  with  structural  issues  related  to  our  bridges  and 
culverts. 


Select  Board  Christopher  Johnson,  Matthew  Puntin  and  Gerard  Miller 

The  Board  made  two  appointments  to  the  Finance 
Committee  in  2013  which  brought  the  committee  to  full 
strength.  Town  budget  meetings  were  implemented  to 
educate  residents  on  fiscal  decisions  being  considered 
prior  to  the  Annual  Town  Meeting.  This  process 
continued  in  2015  and  the  Board  is  very  pleased  with  the 
results.  The  Board  has  received  very  positive  feedback 
regarding  this  process  and  believe  that  this  has  resulted 
in  a more  productive  Annual  Town  Meeting.  The  Finance 
Committee  has  been  a tremendous  asset  to  the  Select 
Board  and  we  wish  to  thank  the  members  for  their  time, 
dedication,  and  desire  to  provide  a high  level  of  service 
with  a minimum  impact  to  the  tax  rate. 

The  Select  Board  wishes  to  thank  the  Historical 
Commission  for  their  hard  work,  coordination,  and  fund- 
raising efforts  toward  the  restoration  of  the  cemetery 
fence.  The  work  is  nearing  completion!  Thank  you  to 
all  who  contributed  to  this  worthy  cause.  The  Board 
also  wishes  to  thank  the  Historical  Commission  for  their 
assistance  in  the  preliminary  stages  of  restoring  the 
library  roof.  The  roof  has  been  leaking  and  the  tiles 


Police  officer  Pat  Holian  guiding  lift  for  architects  Eric  Gradoia  and 
John  Mesick 

need  replacement.  The  library  also  lacks  insulation. 
Preliminary  work  has  begun  to  restore  the  roof  and  to 
preserve  the  appearance  of  this  important  structure.  A 
very  special  thanks  to  a generous  Tyringham  family  for 
their  contribution  which  kick-started  the  project!! 


In  addition  to  the  loss  of  Peter  Curtin,  the  town  lost 
another  significant  resource  this  year  with  the  retirement 
of  Les  Beebe.  The  Board  will  be  forever  grateful  to  Les 
for  his  tremendous  dedication  to  keeping  our  town  roads, 
buildings,  and  grounds  in  the  best  condition  possible. 

Les  saved  the  Town  a tremendous  amount  of  money 
over  the  years  with  his  uncanny  ability  to  repair,  create, 
improvise,  and  do  without  attitude.  The  retirement  of  Les 
will  be  felt  by  many.  The  Board  was  very  fortunate  to  have 
a well  qualified  candidate  ready  to  step  up  and  fill  the 
void  left  by  Les.  The  Board  appointed  Noah  Choquette 
to  fill  the  position  of  Highway  Superintendent.  Noah 
has  worked  side  by  side  with  Les  for  many  years  and  is 
very  well  qualified  to  fill  the  role.  In  addition,  the  Board 
hired  Bill  Roche  to  fill  a vacancy  within  the  Highway 
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Department.  The  Board  is  excited  about  the  promotion  of 
Noah  and  the  addition  of  Bill. 

The  Highway  Department  faced  a very  challenging 
winter.  Record  snowfall  and  cold  temperatures  along 
with  blowing  and  drifting  snow  kept  them  very  busy.  We 
wish  to  recognize  their  outstanding  work  of  keeping  our 
roads  open,  clear  of  snow,  and  adequately  sanded  and 
salted.  The  Highway  department  continued  their  road 
maintenance  work  by  cleaning  drainage  ditches,  repairing 
and  replacing  culverts,  supervising  emergency  repairs  to 
bridges,  and  completing  the  preparation  work  ahead  of  the 
repaving  of  Stonebridge  Ways.  A new  front  end  loader  was 
purchased  this  year  for  the  Highway  Department.  The 
loader  was  a significant  expense  but  it  is  a tool  that  will 
serve  them  well  for  many  many  years  to  come. 


In  2014,  Tyringham  joined  a consortium  of  Berkshire 
County  towns  and  negotiated  a reduced  rate  for 
residential  electricity.  This  was  done  through  an 
agreement  with  Colonial  Power.  This  agreement  will 
continue  in  2015-2016  and  will  be  available  to  all  town 
residents  wishing  to  participate.  In  addition,  Tyringham 
also  participates  in  an  agreement  to  share  resources 
with  other  towns.  This  agreement  is  coordinated  with 
the  assistance  of  Senator  Downing  and  Representative 
Pignatelli.  The  agreement  was  expanded  this  year  to 
allow  for  even  greater  resource  sharing. 

The  Select  Board  continues  to  work  very  closely  with 
the  Finance  Committee,  the  Broadband  Committee, 
and  the  Massachusetts  Broadband  Institute  (MBI)  to 
bring  high  speed  internet  to  Tyringham  via  Fiber  Optic 
cable.  The  State  has  made  funds  available,  in  addition 
to  technical  support  and  guidance,  to  rural  towns  such 
as  Tyringham  to  assist  with  this  large  scale  initiative. 

The  Board  wishes  to  thank  the  many  people  behinds 
the  scenes  that  are  working  extremely  hard  to  bring 
broadband  to  Tyringham.  The  goal  is  to  bring  broadband 
to  town  in  a manner  that  fits  our  town’s  needs,  is 
thoughtfully  implemented,  and  has  minimal  impact  on 
the  town  fiscally.  The  Board  believes  that  a very  viable 
solution  is  within  the  Town's  grasp  and  we  are  very 
excited  about  the  prospect! 

The  Select  Board  would  like  to  thank  all  town 
employees  and  all  town  residents  that  serve  on 
various  boards  and  committees  for  your  hard  work  and 
dedication  to  serving  the  residents  of  this  wonderful 
place  we  all  proudly  call  home.  Tyringham  is  one  of  the 
smallest  towns  in  the  Commonwealth  but  we  still  have 
issues  and  needs  that  must  to  be  addressed.  We  would 
not  be  the  great  town  we  are  without  you.  Thank  you! 

For  the  Select  Board, 

Gerard  Miller,  Chairman 


Mimi  Crandall  and  Molly  Cuiiin-Schaefer  in  the  Town  Office 
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Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company 


The  Valley  Club 


The  Fire  Company  logged  50  + calls  this  year.  Medical 
and  alarm  calls  continue  to  be  the  most  significant  calls 
we  respond  to.  We  are  paged  for  all  ambulance  and  first 
aid  calls  in  Tyringham.  Do  not  hesitate  to  call  us  in  an 
emergency.  Time  is  always  the  most  important  factor  in 
an  emergency.  Please  remember  that  the  ambulance  is 
usually  at  least  ten  minutes  away.  We  are  available  24/7. 
We  are  neighbors  helping  neighbors.  Also,  please  consider 
joining  your  Fire  Company.  We  are  always  looking  for  new 
members  willing  to  help  your  town. 

This  year  our  two  pancake  breakfasts  were  very  well 
attended.  The  steak  roast  was  profitable  and  drew  and 
appreciative  crowd.  Sadly,  though,  we  have  probably 
seen  our  last  steak  roast.  The  man  hours  to  produce  a 
quality  event  have  taken  a toll  on  our  small  crew.  We 
must  also  practice  on  a regular  basis  and  attend  to  all  our 
regular  duties.  We  are  exploring  alternative  fund-raising 
activities  that  require  less  hours.  We  are  open  to  ideas  and 
volunteers  to  augment  our  staff. 

The  Fire  Company  has  decided  to  rehab  our  existing 
fire  house.  We  are  installing  a new  boiler  this  fall  and  next 
spring  we  will  replace  the  deteriorating  floor  in  the  truck 
bays.  When  that  is  complete,  we  will  turn  our  attention  to 
the  meeting  room  area.  We  had  hoped  to  partner  with  the 
Highway  Department  on  a joint  building,  but  that  goal  is  no 
longer  attainable.  We  are  gratefully  accepting  contributions 
for  this  project.  We  are  a 901(c)  Not-for-Profit  corporation 
and  all  contributions  are  tax  deductible. 

Merry  Christmas  and  Happy  Holidays  from  everyone  at 
the  Fire  Company. 

Charles  Slater,  Fire  Chief 


Fire  Chief  Charles  Slater  with  son  Andy  and  grandson  Owen 


Tyringham  Topics,  Winter,  2015 

Editor,  Robert  Oakes 
Production  Staff: 

Toodie  Alsop,  Betty  Bean,  Lynn  Bertelli, 
Mini  Gilder,  Maggie  Howard,  Sarah  Hudson 


Hello  again,  it’s  that  time  of  year  to  recap.  We  had  fewer 
meetings  this  year  as  the  weather’s  bitter  cold  precluded 
our  wish  to  go  out.  The  warmth  of  curling  up  with  a good 
book  or  movie  at  home  won  out. 

We  did,  however,  enjoy  a good  feast  at  Barbara  Adam’s 
with  a pot  luck  meal  in  September.  This  is  always  enjoyable 
as  we  all  relish  eating  someone  else’s  culinary  delights. 

Chris  Curtin  hosted  our  annual  Christmas  party  which 
also  included  snacks.  The  weather  didn’t  accommodate 
our  pleasure  as  the  snow  and  slippery  roads  caused  an 
interruption  when  John  Heath  came  back  after  recently 
transporting  Ruth  Heath  to  the  party  to  say  he’d  had  an 
accident  and  collided  with  a truck  driven  by  April  Roche. 
After  assuring  us  that  no  one  was  injured,  we  got  back  to 
our  visiting. 

During  the  winter,  we  enjoyed  the  movie  “Under  the 
Quabbin”.  We  began  watching  the  video  at  the  town  hall  but 
soon  had  to  move  to  Barbara  Adams’  house  when  the  tape 
player  stopped  working.  The  movie  was  a very  interesting 
look  back  into  the  past  because  it  documented  the  flooding 
of  towns  to  create  the  Quabbin  Reservoir. 

Rodney  Clark  donated  the  beautiful  flowers  that  the 
Valley  Club  planted  in  the  center  of  town.  He  was  very 
generous  and  offered  us  as  many  flowers  as  we  could 
find  places  to  plant.  Therefore,  there  were  many  flower 
boxes  and  barrels  adorning  the  center  of  Tyringham.  Due 
to  many  members  being  at  work  or  away,  Barbara  Adams 
and  Ruth  Heath  did  the  planting. 

To  culminate  the  year  on  a high  note,  we  enjoyed  a July 
luncheon  at  The  Barrington  Brewery.  This  was  a first  ever 
mid-summer  meeting  which  we  all  enjoyed  and  would  like 
to  continue  annually. 

President,  Ruth  Heath 
Secretary,. Barbara  Adams 
Treasurer,  Chris  Curtin 
Good  Will  Ambassador,  Dede  Loring 

Broadband  Committee 

Getting  fiber  internet  wired  to  our  homes  remains  the 
goal  for  Tyringham,  with  the  help  of  the  Massachusetts 
Broadband  Institute  funding.  Tyringham  is  moving  toward  a 
decision  on  whether  to  join  a group  of  towns  which  will  get 
internet  under  an  MBI  umbrella,  create  a partnership  with  a 
private  company  that  will  build  the  system  in  our  town  and 
provide  the  monthly  service,  or  get  fiber  to  the  home  as  a 
member  of  the  Wired  West  co-op  of  towns. 

A partnership  with  a private  company  would  give 
Tyringham  the  advantage  of  not  having  to  raise  money 
through  borrowing,  something  we  want  to  avoid  if  possible. 
As  of  this  writing  the  broadband  team  is  working  with  Mid- 
Hudson,  an  experienced  cable  and  fiber  company,  and 
discussions  have  been  very  promising. 

So  Tyringham  is  off  to  a very  good  start,  with  good 
prospects  for  getting  service  earlier  than  hoped,  perhaps 
in  early  2017.  We  hope  to  have  firmer  information  early  in 
the  new  year. 
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Holly  Ketron,  Chair 


Holly  Ketron  introducing  “Zoo  on  the  Go" 

Many  readers  may  have  already  bought  ourTyringham 
hats,  on  sale  in  the  post  office.  Betty  Bean  masterminded 
this  launch,  and  the  hats,  which  come  in  a soft  tan  and  also 
in  blue,  have  helped  a lot  with  fund-raising  for  our  mission, 
the  provision  of  scholarship  money  forTyringham  high 
school  graduates. 

We  continue  to 
welcome  any  women  in 
town  who  would  like  to 
join  the  group,  contribute 
ideas,  and  have  fun.  We 
meet  once  a month,  ten 
months  out  of  the  year, 
and  it  is  a great  way  to 
contribute  to  the  work  and 
to  spend  time  with  fellow  modeling  Tyringham  cap 

Tyringhamites  - or  maybe  it’s  Tyringhamettes. 

Special  thanks  to  everyone  who  has  contributed  to  our 
scholarship  fund  this  year,  whether  by  buying  a hat  or 
patting  a lizard,  or  simply  donating.  We  know  it  means  a lot 
to  those  college-bound  young  people  who  receive  help  with 
the  costs  of  college. 

Best  wishes  to  everyone  for  a happy  and  healthy  holiday 
season,  and  a very  happy  New  Year. 

Holly  Ketron 
President 


(L  to  R):  Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd,  Carey  Ken  and  Jim  McIntosh 

The  next  morning  the  Forest  Park  “Zoo  on  the  Go”  team 
from  Springfield  brought  an  assortment  of  entertaining 
animals  to  Cobble  View  on  a ravishingly  lovely  day.  We 
were  mesmerized  by  such  exotic  beasts  as  a tiny  hedgehog 
that  could  curl  into  a perfect  ball  the  size  of  a softball,  a 
cockatoo,  two  huge  cockroaches  that  seemed  to  like  to  stick 
to  their  keeper,  and  lizards  of  many  colors,  plus  an  armadillo 
who  could  turn  into  a soccer  ball.  Touching  and  getting  a 
really  close-up  look  at  animals  we  might  only  get  to  see  on 
TV  is  always  a surprise  and  treat,  although  perhaps  the 
cockroaches  didn’t  get  too  many  strokes.  It  was  especially 
fun  to  see  the  kids’  fascination  with  the  animals. 


Hop  Brook  Community  Club 


This  year  the  Hop  Brook  Club  took  a step  into  the 
wild  wooly  world  of  politics  by  sponsoring  a “Meet  the 
Candidates”  evening  prior  to  town  elections  in  May  2015. 

Bill  Cosel  moderated  an  excellent  panel,  fueled  by  questions 
from  the  floor.  Candidates  on  hand  were  running  for 
selectman,  town  clerk,  and  for  the  Board  of  Assessors.  The 
candidates  were  very  game  and  well-prepared,  interesting 
and  informative.  Feedback  after  the  event  was  good 
overall,  and  there  was  a strong  turnout,  so  perhaps  this  will 
be  a regular  event,  and  a way  for  the  Hop  Brook  Club  to 
contribute  to  the  town. 

In  August  we  had  a terrific  double-header,  two  big  events 
in  one  weekend. 

The  first  was  a concert  by  members  of  the  McIntosh  family 
who  have  been  at  the  heart  of  our  town  for  decades.  The 
concert  was  a gift  by  the  family  to  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  of 
which  the  much-loved  matriarch,  educator  Millicent  Carey 
McIntosh,  was  a longtime  member.  The  event  took  place  in 
the  music  room  in  the  Barn  at  Ashintully,  and  the  Trustees  of 
Reservations,  who  manage  and  own  the  property,  were  very 
helpful  and  supportive. 

The  program  included  Schubert,  Puccini,  Beethoven, 
Brahms  and  Bach,  bringing  back  memories  for  many  in  the 
room  of  the  long  tradition  of  music  in  Tyringham,  and  a chance 
for  others  to  get  a chance  to  experience  the  range  of  musical 
skill  and  tradition  in  our  town. 
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Council  on  Aging 


Union  Church  in  Tyringham 


The  COA’s  most  popular  activity  are  the  coffee  hours 
held  on  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays  from  10  - 11:30  in  the 
Town  Hall  meeting  room.  There  is  a 52-week  schedule 
with  only  a few  holiday  exceptions.  Last  year  we  held 
91  coffee  hours  with  a 
total  attendance  of  787 
comprising  30  seniors 
and  21  visitors.  We 
also  held  nine  monthly 
potiuck  lunches  in  the 
Union  Church  basement, 
always  followed  by  a 
program  of  some  sort 
by  TRIAD  or  others,  to 
educate  or  entertain  us. 

Last  year,  the  Cultural 
Council  sponsored 
local  musicians  Jeanne 
Laurin  and  John  Sauer  to 
entertain  us. 

Osteoporosis 
prevention  classes  are 
held  in  the  Town  Hall 
weekly  from  September 
through  May.  Check  our 
calendar  for  details. 

We  have  refreshments 
for  those  who  come  to  the 
Flu  Clinic  and  this  October,  23  people  received  their 
vaccine  given  by  the  Lee  VNA  (Porchlight). 

In  June,  20  volunteers  were  eligible  to  attend  the 
Volunteer  Recognition  Lunch  at  the  Greenock  Country 
Club. 

Transportation  is  available  for  seniors  with  medical 
appointments  or  other  needs. 

We  send  monthly  calendars  to  all  residents  60+  years  old. 
Please  join  us  for  any  of  our  activities. 

Thomas  Fennelly,  Chairman 
Barbara  Adams,  Vice-Chairman 


(L  to  R):  Pat  Clark,  Mary  Gamer,  Barbara  Adams,  Kate  Van 
Orman,  Tom  Fennelly,  Linda  and  Tim  Taylor 


On  one  memorable  Sunday  in  late  August  during  our 
evening  worship  service,  we  all  gazed  out  our  glorious 
windows  and  witnessed  darkened  clouds  that  swept 
through  Tyringham  Valley  with  torrential  rain  and  gusting 
wind  that  uprooted  trees  and  tore  down  branches.  We 
kept  worshipping  with  more  vigor  as  the  rain  and  wind 
howled  against  the  window  panes.  We  were  reminded  that 
we  need  one  another  for  comfort  and  assurance  amidst 
the  storms  of  life. 

This  past  year  brought  us  closer  together,  both  in  joy  and 
in  sorrow.  We  prepared  ourselves  for  the  Lenten  season 
with  a town  Mardi  Gras  Pot  Luck  Supper  in  February  and 
held  another  Harvest  Pot  Luck  Supper  on  Oct  29th.  In 
March  we  hosted  a concert  that  showcased  many  talented 
local  musicians;,  Doug  Schmolze,  Eric  Martin,  Robert 
Oakes,  Kate  Smith,  Sue  Choquette  and  Dave  Healey. 

Over  the  summer  the  Bidwell  House  had  a number  of 
interesting  speakers  on  Early  American  life  at  our  church. 
We  were  grateful  to  have  high  school  student  Anita  Curtin 
come  and  share  her  personal  stories  of  a mission  trip 
to  Haiti  with  Haiti  Plunge!  and  will  be  having  her  back  to 
share  her  slides. 

This  year  we  received  so  many  generous  donations. 

Our  summer  tag  sale  was  a success  thanks  to  your 
donating  your  time  and  items.  This  was  the  first  of 
many  fundraisers  to  begin  the  much  needed  updates 
and  renovations  to  our  church  basement  including 
handicapped  accessibility.  We  look  forward  to  sharing  our 
ideas  and  hearing  from  you.  This  year  we  also  received 
a generous  donation  of  hand  bells  by  Maggie  and  Tom 
Curtin  in  loving  memory  of  Deanna  Curtin.  We  have  a 
newly  formed  hand  bell  choir  which  will  be  going  to  play 
at  local  nursing  homes.  Our  church  was  much  cooler  this 
past  summer  with  the  help  of  two  new  fans  given  in  loving 
memory  of  Peter  Curtin  by  his  sister  Dede  Loring. 

In  sorrow  we  mourn  with  those  who  have  lost  loved  ones 
this  past  year.  Let  us  keep  the  families  of  Neil  Curtin,  Peter 
Curtin,  Bob  Brown  and  Sandra  Dale  Merson  in  our  hearts. 

We  wish  to  invite  you  to  come  and  worship  with  us  on 
Thursday  Dec.  24th  for  our  Candlelight  Christmas  Eve 
service  at  5 p.m. 

Blessings  to  the  Tyringham  Community 
Rev.  Janet  McKinstry 


(L  to  R):  Janet  McKinstry,  Dede  Loring,  Tina  Eral,  Kate  Van 
Orman,  Holly  Ketron,  Helen  Curtin  at  bell  choir  practice 


Allan  Gamer 
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Barbara  Adams,  Pat  Clark,  Tom  Fennelly,  Mary  Gamer 


Gordon  Van  Orman 


Jebb  and  Tracy  Remelius 


Tom  Sides  and  Mike  Curtin  at  the  buffet 


Kate  Van  Orman  and  Judy  Sides 


Rev.  Janet  McKinstry  on  right  with  her  daughter  Megan  Cort 


CHURCH  SUPPER 
OCTOBER,  2015 
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Tyringham  Properties  Committee 

The  Tyringham  Properties  Committee  continues  its 
dual  role  as  liaison  and  project  partner  with  the  Trustees 
of  Reservations  to  help  care  for  the  1 ,032  acres  of 
conservation 
land  owned  by 
the  Trustees  in 
Tyringham.  The 
four  properties  that 
comprise  the  total 
acreage  include 
Ashintully,  Tyringham 
Cobble,  McLennan 
Reservation  and 
a parcel  at  the 
northeast  end  of 
Goose  Pond  near 
upper  Goose  Pond. 

Each  property  is 
unique  and  invites 
visitors  to  enjoy 
landscapes  ranging 
from  quiet  woods 
with  a cascading 
stream  at  McLennan 
to  the  manicured 
gardens  at  Ashintully 
and  the  open  pastures  Bravo 

and  wooded  trails  of  the  Cobble. 

Each  May  for  the  last  several  years  we  have  been 
pulling  garlic  mustard  on  McLennan  Reservation  near 
the  beaver  pond.  Again  this  year  we  found  a diminished 
population  of  the  invasive  plant  in  our  work  area.  However, 
in  other  areas  of  the  property  the  plant  is  thriving.  We 
hope  to  gain  a better  understanding  of  this  plant  and 
its  impact  on  the  native  plant  populations  as  the  5-year 
UMass/UNH/Harvard  study,  now  in  its  second  year, 
continues  at  McLennan. 

At  Ashintully,  one  of  the  highlights  this  year  included  the 
Hop  Brook  Club-sponsored  concert  by  the  McIntosh  family. 
Hopefully  there  will  be  more  community  events  at  the 
Ashintully  barn,  which  is  such  a beautiful  venue. 

On  the  Cobble,  Trustees  staff  worked  over  the  summer 
clearing  the  loop  trail  of  downed  trees  and  maintaining  key 
vista  areas. 

A major  goal  of  the  committee  for  the  last  several  years 
has  been  exploring  options  for  returning  grazing  animals 
to  the  Cobble.  We  feel  strongly  that  grazing  is  an  integral 
part  of  a long-term,  sustainable  solution  for  maintaining 
the  open  areas  of  the  property.  The  poor  condition  of 
the  existing  fencing  and  access  to  water  have  been 
obstacles.  In  early  October,  members  of  the  committee 
and  Becky  Ferguson,  Trustees  Superintendent,  met 
with  a fencing  company  to  discuss  replacing  the  fencing 
around  the  mid-section  of  the  Cobble.  Our  fall  work  day 
focused  on  clearing  the  fence  lines  so  we  can  get  accurate 
measurements  and  firm  pricing  for  the  fencing  required. 


Ultimately  the  fence  line  clearing  will  facilitate  replacement 
of  the  existing  fencing.  We  hope  to  use  page  wire  for  the 
fencing  which  will  allow  flexibility  in  the  types  of  grazing 
animals  that  could  be  used  on  the  Cobble,  such  as  goats. 
A solar-powered  pump  will  provide  water. 

Our  thanks  to  the  Trustees  staff  and  volunteers  who 
helped  clear  the  fence  lines  and  provided  food  for  the 
annual  work  day.  Our  work  crew  this  year  included  an 
intrepid  visitor  from  Rhode  Island.  Many  thanks  to  all.  It 
was  so  satisfying  to  see  how  much  was  accomplished. 

As  always,  please  let  us  know  your  comments  and 
suggestions  and  please  support  these  special  places  in 
any  way  you  can. 

Larry  Bravo,  Chair 
Tyringham  Properties  Committee 


Cleared  fence  line  on  Cobble 
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Hop  Brook  Community  Club 
Scholarship  News 


Our  current  Tyringham  scholars  impressed  the 
scholarship  committee  with  their  accomplishments  and 
dedication  to  their  respective  schools  and  studies.  They 
all  received  excellent  recommendations,  high  GPA’s  and 
exhibited  leadership  skills.  We  wish  them  the  best  of 
experiences  in  their  first  year  of  college. 

Our  first  scholar,  Casey  Collins,  told  us  her  first  choice 
in  colleges  was  Fairfield  University.  She  applied  to  the 
nursing  program  and  hopes  to  eventually  take  the  pre- 
med  route.  Casey  took  many  AP  and  Honors  courses 
and  impressed  many  of  her  teachers  with  her  caring  and 
concern  for  other  students.  As  one  of  her  recommendation 
letters  expressed,  “...  hard  work,  whether  physical  or 
mental,  does  not  alter  Casey’s  approach  to  enjoying  what 
she  can  in  each  situation  and  trying  to  improve  it.  I’ve  seen 
her  support  a fellow  student,  who  made  a serious  mistake 
during  a game,  when  almost  everyone  else  was  negative. 
I’ve  seen  her  do  the  same  sort  of  thing  with  students 
who  failed  a test  or  did  not  understand  a topic.”  We  really 
couldn’t  think  of  a better  recommendation  for  a student. 

Our  second  scholar  interviewee  was  Sam  Darby,  who  is 
taking  the  time  before  going  to  UMASS  - Lowell  in  January, 
to  attend  Griffith  College  in  Ireland,  studying  Irish  History 
and  Literature.  Sounded  like  a great  idea  to  all  of  us.  He 
served  as  one  of  the  Captains  in  his  cross  country  team 
and  was  voted  to  the  All  Berkshire  Team  in  Cross  Country 
for  three  years.  His  recommendation  cited  his  many 
leadership  skills  and  the  impact  he  regularly  made  on  his 
younger  team  members.  Sam  also  was  in  many  honors 
classes  in  Lenox. 

Madison  Curtin  was  our  third  interviewee.  She 
had  the  highest  of  recommendations  and  enthusiastic 
endorsements  from  her  Lee  High  teachers.  They  all  cited 
her  incredible  work  ethic  and  high  degree  of  motivation 
while  serving  as  a great  role  model  for  the  younger 
students.  She  was  also  President  of  the  National  Honor 
Society  and  took  many  AP  courses  while  at  Lee  High.  She 
is  attending  Berkshire  Community  College  with  an  eye 
toward  UMASS  after  graduating.  Madison  impressed  all  of 
us  with  her  ability  to  successfully  juggle  school,  work,  and, 
of  course,  her  horses. 

This  year  we  were  able  to  maintain  the  level  of 
scholarship  awards  thanks  to  all  of  you  who  support 
Topics,  our  lectures,  and  our  other  fundraising  items.  We 
are  especially  grateful  to  the  Kramer,  Fawcett,  Truax  and 
Kierstead  families  for  their  additional  support  of  the  “Robert 
Schell  Rudd”  scholarship. 

I also  appreciate  the  work  that  the  scholarship 
Committee  continues.  Thanks  to  Kate  Van  Orman,  Lauria 
Puntin,  Maggie  Howard,  and  Maureen  Lenti. 


Betty  Bean,  Chair 
Scholarship  Committee 


Sissy’s  Stroll  Fun  Run 
“Tyringham  of  Tomorrow” 


(L  to  R):  Zachary  Clark,  Gavin  Choquette,  Jacob  Clark,  Max 
Sinopoli,  two  little  running  girls  from  Monterey  and  Kayden  Clark 
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SUMMER  PAVILION  EVENTS 


Noah  Choquette 


Nicky  Choquette 


Dede  Lohng  and  Helen  Curtin 


Ricki  Cowell  and  Rolfe  Hubley,  Betty  Bean’s  visiting  nephew 


Mark  and  Sandy  Famham  Linda  and  Tim  Taylor  and  Sarah  Hudson 
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SISSY’S  STROLL 


Lori  Curtin 


John  Curtin  with  Sissy's  horse  Cadenza 


Kayden  Clark  Maggie  Curtin  Bill  Roche 


Tim  Schaefer 


Pam  Curtin 
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PICTURES  FROM  THE  PAST 


1941  Wilbur  Clark  mowing  at  the  Everett  Hale  house  (now 
Rambusch) 


Tynngham  Chnstmas  carolers  in  bobby  socks,  late  1940s,  at 
today’s  Cobbleview  B&B.  (Front  row)  Dot  Choquette,  Mary  Smith, 
Lois  Kraszeski,  (behind)  Mary  Curtin  and  Irma  Clark,  (at  top) 
Francis  (Viner)  Stracuzzi. 


2008  Chuck  Clark,  his  grandson  - same  house,  same  mower,  67 
years  later! 


Blizzard  of  1 943  - Arnold  and  Willis  Hale  got  stuck  at  night  plowing 
the  dhft  by  the  present  Demos  house.  John  McLennan  rescued 
them  and  took  the  frostbitten  brothers  to  the  Slater  farm  to  recover. 
This  picture  was  taken  the  morning  after. 
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PICTURES  FROM  THE  PAST 


Harvey  Choquette,  Neil  Curtin,  Duffy  Clark  - 1 980 


Children’s  Day  at  the  Union  Church  - 1959:  (seated  in  back)  Arthur  Dyer  and  Karen  Winters  Williams:  (2nd  row)  unidentified  girl,  Martha 
Birkett,  Richard  Cemik,  Darleen  Curtin,  Christine  Hale,  Steve  Hale,  Johnny  Curtin,  Alex  Kraszeski,  and  Kenny  Jones:  (front  row)  unidentified 
gid,  David  Curtin,  Jennifer  Canon,  Donny  Cemik,  unknown  girl,  Linda  Jones,  Sue  Slater  Choquette,  Charles  Slater,  David  Hale. 
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Weather,  etc.  Crossword  by  Alison  Donald 


Across 
1.  Distinctly 

unenthusiatic  comments 
4.  Amherst  sch. 

9.  Chevy  SUV 

14.  "Just  kidding!" 

15.  Road  to  take  to  see 
some  local  gardens 

16.  Some  support  beams 

17.  Reasons  to  head  for 
the  cellar 

20.  Town  east  of 
Tyringham 

21.  Quenched 

22.  Road  off  Jerusalem 

26.  Commit  perjury 

27.  Extended  time  off 
work  (abbr.) 

30.  Food  preservative,  for 
short 

31.  French  eye 
33.  Sags 

35.  Sniffler's  need 

37.  Dark  clothing  and 
music  style 

38.  Reasons  to  head  for 
the  house 

42.  Like  the  tail  of  a 
happy  dog 

43.  Biting  cartoon 

44.  Night-time  howler 

47.  Drink  with  sushi 

48.  Pittsfield  school,  for 
short 

51.  Wind  dir. 

52.  Baseball  judge 

54.  "r  m not  impressed" 
56.  Help  out 

59.  Big  A1  football  team 

60.  Reasons  to  head  for 
the  town  pool 

65.  How  some  tuna  is 
packed 

66.  Pergola 


67.  Visitors  from  Mars, 

11.  This  might  be  found 

40.  Kind  of  torch 

maybe 

in  a Shaker  house 

41.  It  borders  Wash. 

68.  "Divine  Comedy" 

12.  Nonprofit's  URL 

42.  Room  coolers,  for 

poet 

ending 

short 

69.  Like  cirrus  clouds 

13.  Dangerous  kind  of 

45.  Skirmish 

70.  Singer  Orbison 

curve 

18.  Govt,  intelligence 

46.  Give  off 

48.  Dam  builder 

Down 

g>’P- 

1.  Inter 

19.  Surprise  attack 

49.  Awoke 

2.  Booze 

23.  Horse  color 

50.  Elegant 

3.  Uncompromising 

24.  Take  care  of 

53.  "Balderdash!" 

4.  " Today" 

25.  "Holycow!" 

55.  Trade  name  abbr. 

5.  Stylish,  in  the  '60's 

28.  Makes  a choice 

57.  Corporate  bigwig 

6.  Hubbub 

29.  Endangered  tree 

58.  Actress  Hatcher 

7.  Scatters  seeds 

32.  Turkish  money 

60.  Help  out 

8.  T-shirt  size 

34.  Fairy  tale  villain 

61.  Spanish  article 

9.  One-time  Tyringham 

35.  "Les  Miserables" 

62.  Tummy  muscles 

store  proprietor 

author 

63.  Spinning  toy 

10.  Rose's  beau  on 

36.  Cornerstone  abbr. 

64.  Like  some  humor 

Broadway 

38.  They  can  be  terrible 

39.  Vehicle  for  bales 

Answers  to  crossword  puzzle  on  p.  33 
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THROUGHOUT  THE  YEAR  IN  TYRINGHAM 


Pat  Clark’s  granddaughters  Leanna  & Lily  Driscoll  at  Bidwell  House 


Geny  Curtin  at  Sissy’s  Stroll 


Janet  McKinstry  and  Holly  Ketron  Fun  Run:  Gavin  Choquette 
with  tag  sale  wheelchair  cheered  by  George  Gilder 


Kathenne  and  Robert  Oakes  at  Ashintully  Concert 


Charles  Mirotznik  in  his  Tyringham  cap  Mark  Curtin,  Maggie  Howard,  Dede  Loring 
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Bill  and  Chris  Hale  Corcoran  and  Nancy  and  Gene  Curtin 

a special  mass  at  St.  Ann’s  to  honor  our  deceased 
classmates  and  a group  picture  which  will  appear  in  Lenox 
Living  Magazine  " Back  at  home  all  Nancy's  sons  and 
family  now  live  in  the  township  of  Mt.  Airy  but  in  different 
counties!  “We  wish  everyone  a blessed  Christmas  and  a 
Happy  New  Year. 

Writing  from  Cambridge,  MA,  John  Hanson  reports  that 
his  mother  Dorothea  is  doing  well,  now  in  Sweetwood  in 
Williamstown.  “She  does  not  drive  any  more,  so  she  does 
not  get  to  Bliss  Farm  as  often  as  she  would  like.  But  she 
sends  her  best  to  everyone  in  the  valley." 

Globetrotting  Jim  and  Kathy  Curtin  are  now  members 
of  the  “All  Fifty  States  Club”  after  returning  from  Hawaii 
in  August!  “We  have  also  visited  fifteen  countries.  Who 
knows  where  next  year  will  bring  us!”  Their  grandchildren 


are  all  doing  well.  Joe  and  Jess  bought  a house  in  Bow, 
NH  and  expect  their  first  child  in  December.  Shawn 
Patrick  lives  in  Otis  where  he  is  a member  of  the  Fire 
Department  and  also  a carpenters’  union.  Kara  graduated 
from  St.  Joe’s  in  June.  She  was  in  the  National  Honor 
Society  and  now  attends  BCC.  Anita  is  a senior  at  St. 
Joe’s  and  also  a member  of  the  National  Honor  Society. 
She  went  to  work  in  an  orphanage  in  Haiti  earlier  this  year 
and  is  returning  in  December  to  continue  her  work  there. 

From  Germany,  Helena  Palmer  Gatterburg  writes  “The 
Gatterburg  clan  is  well  and  thriving. ..Damian  is  settled  in 
to  his  second  year  at  Virginia  Tech  and  is  finally  used  to 
being  a “Hokie”.  We  are  well  in  the  foggy  Eifel.  We  were 
so  happy  to  reconnect  with  everyone  this  past  summer  in 
Tyringham!!  Warm  wishes  to  everyone  in  the  valley! 

Reporting  on  their  two  college  girls,  Gerry  and  Elaine 
Miller  write  that  Samantha  is  a senior  at  Westfield  State 
majoring  in  Elementary  Education  and  Liberal  Studies. 

She  is  a substitute  teacher  for  the  city  of  Pittsfield  and  a 
Dean’s  List  student.  Hannah  is  a sophomore  at  Emerson 
College  in  Boston  majoring  in  Journalism.  She  is  assistant 
editor  for  the  Sports  section  of  The  Beacon,  the  college 
newspaper,  and  also  writes  for  the  college  television 
station,  Emerson  Independent  Video.  Hannah  is  also  on 
the  Dean’s  List  and  runs  with  the  cross-country  team. 

Brody  Hale  is  loving  New  York  City!  Now  graduated 
from  law  school,  he  has  begun  a two-year  Master’s 
degree  in  Public  Policy  at  Columbia  University’s  School  of 
International  and  Public  Affairs. 

Wedding  News!!!  Peter  and  Gail  Charpentier  write 
that  son  Matthew  and  Christina  were  married  in  February. 


Alice  and  Charles  Slater’s  daughter  Ellen  Grace  married 
Charles  Monroe  Gonnello  on  August  22  at  Crystal  Brook 
Farm  under  a beautiful  blue  sky  and  surrounded  by  a fifty- 
foot  circle  of  sunflowers,  which  they  had  planted!  Ellie  is 
guest  services  manager  at  the  Red  Lion  Inn,  and  Chas  runs 
his  own  fitness  gym  in  Lenox,  Spartan  Fitness.  There  is 


NEWS  FROM  NEAR  AND  FAR 


Longtime  Tyringham 
Topics  editor,  Roberta 
Myers,  was  married  on 
March  7th  to  Robert  Evans 
in  Monterey,  CA!  Enclosing 
this  delightful  wedding  photo, 
Roberta  writes  “I  am  very 
happy  here,  but,  of  course,  I 
still  miss  the  Berkshires!” 


Current  Tyringham 
Topics  editor, 

Robert  Oakes,  and 
Katherine  Smith 
were  married  on 
October  3rd  at  The 
Mount  in  Lenox,  MA. 

Nancy  Curtin  of 
Mt.  Airy,  Maryland 
returned  to  the 
Berkshires  for 
her  Lenox  50th  High  School  reunion.  She  sent  this 
photo  of  her  and  her  classmate.  Bill  Corcoran  and  their 
Tyringham-born  spouses  Gene  Curtin  and  Chris  Hale 
Corcoran.  “Bill  created  an  online  website  for  our  class 
reunion.  It  was  a three-day  whirlwind  affair  including 
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excavations  at  a coastal 
Tiwanku  site  in  southern 
Peru  next  summer." 
Closer  to  home, 

Dakota  graduated  from 
the  Basic  Reserve/ 
Intermittent  Police 


also  a new  Slater  baby!  Calla  McKinley  Taylor  was  born  on 
September  13  in  Colorado  Springs  to  Liza  Slater  Taylor  and 
Staff  Sgt.  Robert  Taylor  USA.  Alice  writes  “She  weighed  in 
at  5lbs  loz  but  is  growing  quickly  and  is  very  healthy." 

More  baby  news!  Bill  Cosel  and  Adrienne  Miesmer 
are  “giddy  grandparents  for  the  first  time,  watching  all  with 
delight”  since  the  arrival  of  Jack  Jonah  Wendt,  son  of  Will 
Wendt  and  Molly  Cosel  at  Fairview  Hospital  on  February 
6th.  Gabey  Cosel  and  Luke  Thompson  in  Washington 
DC  are  working  for  the  PEW  Charitable  Trust  and  the 
US  State  Department  respectively.  John  Donald  and 
Penny  Borax  also  have  had  a new  grandchild  - Andrew 
Christopher  born  to  David  and  Jill  Donald  in  Ridgecrest, 
CA  on  February  23. 

Reporting  on  older  grandchildren,  Petey  Perkins  writes 
“Jamie’s  son,  Ben  Perkins  married  Jen  Young  in  Arizona 
on  September  7th.  David’s  two  daughters  Sarah  and  Eliza 
rode  their  bicycles  in  the  Pan-Mass  Ride  to  benefit  cancer 
research  from  Sturbridge  to  the  Bourne  Bridge  on  August 
1st.”  Celia  Kittredge  reports  on  her  clan  “Granddaughter 
(Tom’s)  Sarah  graduated  in  May  from  Middlebury  Summa 
Cum  Laude!  Very  proud  family  were  there!  William  (Jay’s) 
is  in  his  first  year  at  Fordham  Law  School. 

More  graduates!!!  Benjamin,  son  of  Molly  and  Tim 
Schaefer  graduated  in  May  from  Drew  University  with 
honors  in  Anthropology.  He  was  on  the  Dean’s  List  with 
a grade  point  average 
of  3.899,  and  now  is 
attending  graduate 
school  at  Georgia  State 
University  in  Atlanta. 

“Ben  will  continue 


Academy,  a state 
program  administered 
by  the  Berkshire  County 
Law  Enforcement  Council.  “He  is  a paramedic  at  National 
Ambulance  Service  in  Springfield,  County  Ambulance 

in  Pittsfield  and 


also  a Firefighter/ 
Paramedic  at  Lenox 
Fire  Department.  He 
is  a member  of  the 
Otis  Fire  Department. 
Proud  parents,  Tim 
and  Molly,  celebrated 
their  30th  wedding 
anniversary  on 
October  4. 

On  June  26th 
Maggie  and  Tom 
Curtin  celebrated 


Maggie  & Tom  Curtin  - 1965 


Karen  & Bert  Williams  -2015 


their  50th  Wedding  Anniversary,  and  Karen  and  Bert 
Williams  celebrated  their  50th  at  York  Beach,  ME  on 
August  7th! 

Still  working  for  the  Berkshire  Hills  School  district,  Gerry 
Curtin  sends  greetings  to  all  on  behalf  of  his  family, 
“Everybody  is  doing  pretty  good.  It  has  been  a long  year 
for  our  family  since  our  Dad’s  death,  last  January  13, 
at  age  83.  We  will  be  eternally  grateful  for  all  the  local 
support  we  received.” 

Mary  Ann  Brown  echoes 
these  expressions  of  gratitude  for 
neighborly  support.  “It  has  been 
a year  of  sorrow  and  Joy  in  our 
family,  but  the  joy  has  been  in 
so  much  more  abundance.  Bob 
passed  away  peacefully  on  June 
13,  and  as  our  grandson  Emil 
continues  to  remind  us  ‘Pop- 
Pop  is  in  no  more  pain;  he’s  in 
Heaven.’  Nicole  and  her  husband 
Michele  welcomed  little  Livia 
Brown  Monserrati  into  the  world 
on  August  27.  It  was  a successful  homebirth,  and  all  are 
doing  well  in  Yardley,  PA.  Livia  will  have  her  first  airplane 
ride  this  December  in  order  to  spend  Christmas  with  her 
Italian  grandparents.  Alexis  and  Kris’  twin  sons.  Miles  and 
Emil,  turned  three  in  October  and  continue  to  be  healthy 
and  loving  - not  to  mention  how  much  they  make  us  all 
laugh.  So  many  blessings  to  add  to  our  list.  Not  the  least 
being  the  love  and  support  of  our  Tyringham  friends  and 
neighbors  this  year.  Thank  you  all  again  and  again. 


Miles  and  Emil  Kennedy  as  “Thing  One  and  Thing  Two"  for 
Halloween  in  Tyringham 
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Finally,  Catha  Rambusch  sends  these  remarkable 
photographs  of  an  unusual  commission  completed  by 
the  Rambusch  Company  for  Pope  Francis’s  visit  to  the 
U S.  in  September.  This  16'X30’  banner  was  fabricated 
for  the  canonization  of  Junipero  Serra.  Serra  was  an 
early  Franciscan  missionary  who  founded  a string  of 
monasteries  on  the  coast  of  California.  The  huge  banner 
was  suspended  on  the  sacristy  wall  of  the  Basilica  of 
the  National  Shrine  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  in 
Washington  DC  for  an  outdoor  Papal  mass,  the  first  such 
canonization  ceremony  on  US  soil.  Catha  writes,  “In 
times  past  such  canonization  ceremonies  were  held  at 
St.  Peter’s  in  Rome.  Pope  Francis  favors  making  such 
celebrations  in  the  country  where  the  individual  lived 
and  worked.  Centuries  ago  these  were  actual  tapestries 

woven  of  silk 
and  threads  of 
gold.  This  one 
used  current 
technology, 
but  with  a nod 
to  tradition.  It 
shows  the 
saint  holding  a 
miniature  of  one 
of  the  missions, 
where  his  body 
rests.  The  rich 
frame  is  of 
renaissance 
inspiration 
with  the  Papal 
crest  of  Pope 
Francis  at  the 
top.  The  figure 
of  the  saint  was  done  in  watercolor,  scanned  and  enlarged 
by  computer  and  eventually  printed  on  non-woven  cloth." 
The  Rambusch  Company  was  founded  in  1898  and  is  now 
owned  by  Catha  and  Viggo’s  twin  sons,  Edwin  and  Martin. 

Jill  and  YoYo  Ma  write,  “Thank  you  to  everyone  who 
helped  create  a beautiful  wedding  day  for  our  daughter 
Emily  and  her  husband  John  in  September  2014.  The 
weather  and  the  karma  in  the  valley  were  perfect,  and 
we  are  especially  thankful  t the  Tyringham  officers  who 
rescued  an  owl  from  atop  one  of  the  guests  cars!” 


Viggo  Rambusch  surveys  the 
banner  before  installation 


Memorial  Day  — Tyringham  Cemetery 


Jim  Fawcett,  Ray  Morehouse  and  Carl  Curtin 


Jim  Fawcett  reading  the  names  of  deceased  veterans 


Speaker  Robert  Alsop 
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Toodie  Alsop 


Barnes  Road  coyote  taken  by  Sandy  Famham 


THIS  PROJECT  IS  SUPPORTED  ll\l  PART  BY 


Massachusetts  Cui.tur.al  Colwcil 

A state  agency  tfial  funds  your  community  s local  cultural  council 


This  project  is  supported  in  part  by  a grant  from  the  Tyringham 
Cultural  Council,  a local  agancy  which  is  supported  by  the 
Massachusetts  Cultural  Council,  a state  agency. 


Mike  Curtin  and  Jackson  Choquette 


Answers  to  crossword  puzzle  p.  28 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 


In  Memory  of  Stet 

Barbara  Adams  & all  the  Adams  family 
Robin  & Ken  Almgren,  Gunnar  & Suzy 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop  & family 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 

Betty  & Bill  Bean  & Ricky,  new  Havanese  puppy 
Lynn  Bertelli  & Alan  Wilcox 
Kim  and  Mary  Lou  Bradley 
Teresa  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 
Denise  Hoefer  & Dennis  Brandmeyer;  Tracy;  Alex 
Brandmeyer,  Elisenda  Peters  & Alma  Brandmeyer 
Larry  Bravo 

Mary  Ann  Brown;  Nicole  Brown  & Michele  Monserrati  & 
Livia;  Alexis  & Kris  Kennedy,  Miles  & Emil 
Jack  & Irmgard  Bucher 

Joyce  & Henning  Carlson  & Kim;  Michael,  Ryan  & Zack 
David  Carriere 
The  Cernik  family 

Peter,  Gail  Charpentier;  Elisabeth  & Shawne  & Hollis 
Ellerbe;  Matthew,  Christina,  Aleandria  & Michael 
Charpentier 
Aubrey  Choquette 
Bob  & Sue  Choquette 
Dot  Choquette  & Eddie  Choquette 
Chuck  & Terry  Clark  & Jon; 

David,  Shannon,  Jacob  & Zachary  Clark 
Kevin,  Sarah,  Kayden,  Max  & Charlie 
Pat  Clark  & family 

Jim  & Karen  Consolati;  Ben,  Austin,  Darren  & Evan 
In  memory  of  all  deceased  members  of  the  Hale  and 
Carter  families: 

Bill  & Christine  Corcoran;  D C.,  Dylan,  Mason  & 

Mary  Yvonne  Bienvenue;  Christian  & Maizie 
Bienvenue,  Wren  & Roque 
Bill  Cosel  & Adrienne  Miesmer,  Gabey  Cosel  & Luke 
Thompson;  Molly  Cosel  & WII  Wendt  & Jack  Jonah 
Ricki  & Steve  Cowell 

Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Chrissie, 

Quinn  & Paige  Barry;  Larry  & Chrissy  Curtin 
Gene  & Nancy  Curtin;  Kevin,  Cindi,  Hunter,  Caden  & 
Kendall  Curtin;  Gene,  Lee  & Oliver  Curtin;  Scott, 
Kristen,  Aubrey  & Makenzie  Curtin 
Helen  Curtin  & Gerry  Curtin 
In  loving  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy 
Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise,  Joe  & Jess  Curtin; 

Jim,  Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin;  Shawn  Murphy 
In  loving  memory  of  Sissy  Curtin,  Neil  Curtin,  Joe  and 
Marion  Whalen 
John  & Lori  Curtin 

In  loving  memory  of  Deanna  & Peter  Curtin 
Tom  & Maggie  Curtin 

Sue  & Joe  Delmolino;  Brody,  Mariah,  Amara  Hale,  Brian 
Delmolino,  Nicole  & Dustin  Hover 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax,  David,  Jill  & William  & 


Andrew  Donald;  Adam  & Shelby  Donald 
In  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath  & my  sister  Candace 
Coco:  Donna  & Gerry  Drake 
The  Elliotts:  Clint  & Elizabeth;  Susannah  Elliott  & Kim 
Novick;  Alex  Elliott;  Rosy  Elliott  & Hank  Glassman 
Mark  & Sandy  Farnham 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett;  Nan,  Rob,  Zachary  & Elliot 
Sedgwick;  James  & Kathy,  Richard  & Clara  Fawcett 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 

Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker  & Ethan  Dakota  Fennelly; 

Catherine,  Brian  & Phoebe  & Phin  Bailey 
Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly;  Everett  Jr,  MaryBeth  & 

Luke;  Amy  Fennelly  & Byron  Renderer;  Kathleen  & 
Terrence  & Liam  Harris 
Thomas  Fennelly  Sr.  & Jr. 

Wishing  our  friends  & neighbors  all  the  best 
Nan  & Paul  Freed 

Ann  & Joe  Gallo;  Adriana,  Phoebe  & Francesca 
Allan  & Mary  Garner;  Nancy  Garner  Wood  & David 
Garner. 

Helena  (Palmer),  Stefan,  Damian,  Francesca 
& Therese  von  Gatterburg 

Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie  & Greg  Tyrosvoutis, 
Richard  & fiancee  Irene  Cubero,  Nannina  & Joe 
Steam 

Kathryn  Greenthal  & Ted  Stern  & Tommy 
Sally  Griffin  & Eric  Griffin 
In  memory  of  loved  ones: 

Alice  M.  Hale. 

In  memory  of  Mary: 

Don  Hale 

In  memory  of  my  late  son,  David  Hale.  Merry  Christmas  to 
all:  Jean  Hale 

Dorothea  Hanson  & John  Hanson 
Kate  Harding 

The  Hartmans:  Steve,  Judy,  Tess  Moore,  Nadia,  Dave  & 
CoCo  Watts 
Gladys  Heath  & family 

Ruth  A Heath;  John;  Karie,  Wendy;  Paul,  Jennifer, 
Rhiannon,  Jacob;  Christina  Heath;  Herb  & Debbie 
Heath;  Karen  & Joe  Pulver;  Amy,  Abby  & Lily 
Fredsal;  Eric,  Brian,  Terri,  Dylan,  Brooklyn  Heath; 
Connie  & Kevin  Keegan;  Shawn  Heath  & Darlene 
Ferritti;  Nancy  & Randy,  Robert,  Adam  & Lora,  Tyler, 
Cameron  Wade;  Steve  & Ruth  LeCompte:  Anatoly, 
Shannon  & Alexander  Davidenko;  Tim,  Erin,  Olivia  & 
Owen  Hart 

Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
Maggie  Howard 
Sarah  Hudson 

The  Joyner  and  Kearns  families 
Holly  & Roger  Ketron;  the  Lefkowitzes,  the 
Wheelwrights,  the  Birdsalls  & Susanna  Ketron 
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Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & Sophie,  Willem; 

Nick  & Lisa,  Hopper,  Lilabel  Virginia 
Celia  Kittredge,  Kit  Clucas,  the  Jay  Ogdens,  Tom  Ogdens, 
the  Sullivans,  the  Charlie  Kittredges,  the  Scotts  & the 
Rowleys 

Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Jane  Thrailkill  & Hawley 
Truax,  Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & Charles  & George 
Lainie  & Larry  Krasnoff 

Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd,  Bob,  Ben,  Seth  and  Tom  Lloyd 
Dave,  Marge,  Matt  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Dick  Loring;  Deborah  Hall,  Amy  & Marcus,  Ashley 
& Drew,  Alyssa,  Aden,  Abel  Charles  Rivers;  Henry  Hall 
& Alisha;  Chris  Pepe  & Lizzy  Hall,  Sage  & Ivy.  Rick 
Loring  & Tammy;  Ed  & Marion  Loring 
In  memory  of  William  & Jane  Bond  and  Charlie  & Bea 
Loring:  Russ  & Margaret  Loring 
Tunk  & Dede  Loring;  Rhonda  & Don,  Dylan,  Tara,  Riley, 
Isaac,  Chris  & Nick;  Elaine,  Bryan,  Kate,  Jackson, 
Jordan  & Megan; 

Chuck  & Kathie,  MacKenzie  & Michaela; 

Tony  & Sara,  Charlie,  WII  & Megan 
The  Ma  family  - Yo-Yo,  Jill,  Nicholas,  Emily  and  John 
Paul  Margus 

Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante;  Rustin  McIntosh  & 

Than  McIntosh;  Amy  Pullen,  Ethan  & Lydia 
Ken  & Peggy  McIntosh 

Angelica  McLennan;  the  Sabri-Syps  & Miranda  & Dazzy 
Stewart 

Katharine  McLennan  & family 

Gerard  & Elaine  Miller,  Samantha,  Hannah  & Jordan 

Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse 

Roberta  Myers  & Bob  Evans 

Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer,  Walter  Palmer,  Spring  & 

John  Homschek,  Andrew  & Jacob 

Merry  Christmas  to  all:  Leroy  & Marge  Palmer 

Tonio  & Barbara  Palmer,  Caroline,  William  & 

Henrik 

Petey  Perkins,  Louie,  Neddy,  Jamie,  David 
& Kate  & all  their  families 
Diana  Hitt  Potter;  Horatio  & Liz  & Jeffrey  Potter 
Donald  & Lauria  Puntin 
Matthew  & Amy  Puntin;  Emma,  Sophia  &Allie 
Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch,  Edwin  & Sharon, 

Kenzie  & Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie,  Nicholas,  Jackson 
& Fritz;  Neil  & Lucia,  Marygrace,  Katrin  & Cecila 
Adam;  Kristin  & Sandy  von  Thelen. 

Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun 

Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 

Margaret  Olds  Richards  & the  Luchars:  Barrie;  Alex, 

Poppy,  Thomas,  Robert  & Catherine;  Charles;  Jim, 
Betsy,  Ian  & Teddy 
Michael  Rood  and  family 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota,  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Judy  & Tom  Sides 

Charles  & Alice  Slater;  Julie;  Bill  & April,  Garrett  & Luke 


Roche;  Ryan  & Melissa,  Ethan,  Emma  Slater;  Andrew  & 
Lindsey,  Owen  Slater,  Chas  & Ellen  Gonnello;  Rob 
& Liza,  Bobbie  & Calla  Taylor;  Craig  Slater  & Melissa 
Maiorella 

Peggy  Snider,  Gyspy  Snider,  Laska  Leonard,  Galia 
Leonard,  Lorenzo  Pisoni  & Jes  Kelly 
In  loving  memory  of  Gerald  and  Reed  Swart,  Season’s 
Greetings  from  St.  Augustine  from 
Ruth  Swart,  Sally  & Herb  Schild 
Rachel  Urquhart  & John  Herrera,  Theo  & Simon,  Trixie, 
Elvis  & Tina 

Brian  & Sidney  Urquhart 

Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 

Sisters  of  the  Visitation 

The  Wasserman  family 

In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Ken  Winters 

Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Wiliams;  Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley, 
Linsey  & Cayce  Williams;  Tim,  Diane 
& Dominic  Wiliams 
Mark  & Liz  Wiliams 


As  Tyringham  Topics  goes  to  press,  we  are 
saddened  to  hear  of  the  death  of  our  gentle 
Church  Road  neighbor,  Therese  Dillon  on 
November  14.  We  will  greatly  miss  her. 
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Don't  knock  the  weather.  If  it  didn’t  change  once  in  a while,  nine  out  often  people  couldn’t  start  a conversation 

— Kin  Hubbard  (1868-1930) 


After  three  days,  men  grow  weary,  of  a wench,  a guest,  and  rainy  weather  — Benjamin  Franklin 
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This  is  the  year  of  Celebrations.  We  are  celebrating  our 
beautiful  natural  transitions,  our  families,  our  birthdays, 
our  reunions  and  our  accomplishments.  It  was  wonderful 
to  read  your  stories  and  to  see  your  photos.  Once  again, 
we  are  grateful  to  everyone  who  shared  their  experiences 
and  their  donations  to  our  yearly  celebration  of  all  that  is 
Tyringham  both  near  and  far.  Our  thanks  go  to  the  many 
photographers  who  have  contributed  to  this  issue.  Alison 
Donald  came  through  once  again  with  a challenging 
crossword  puzzle,  and  we  are  so  grateful  to  have  Amy 
Fennelly  back  in  the  valley  and  to  have  her  imaginative 
artwork  in  this  celebratory  issue.  We  could  not  do  this 
without  you  all.  Keep  on  celebrating! 


The  Curtin  Reunion 

Denise  Curtin 


On  Saturday,  August  6,  2016  the  Curtin  family,  one  of 
the  oldest  families  in  Tyringham,  held  their  10th  family 
reunion  at  Shaker  Pond  up  on  the  hill.  We  had  a record 
99  people  in  attendance  and  they  came  as  far  away 
as  New  Hampshire  and  Maryland.  The  oldest  one  in 
attendance  was  Jim  Curtin  and  ironically  the  youngest 
was  his  great-grandson  William  James  at  8 months. 

We  enjoyed  some  burgers  and  hot  dogs  and  everyone 
brought  their  favorite  side  dish  for  all  to  share.  Johnny 
and  Jim  shared  all  of  the  family  news  that  has  taken  place 
over  the  past  3 years  and  there  was  even  a bit  of  “Curtin 
trivia”,  which,  of  course,  the  older  ones  could  answer  and 


the  younger  ones  could  only  sit  and  listen!  The  weather 
turned  out  superb,  with  the  exception  of  a brief  downpour 
that  had  everyone  scrambling  for  shelter  under  the  tent. 
But  the  sun  returned  and  we  all  gathered  for  the  family 
photo.  The  Curtins  would  like  to  extend  a huge  thank 
you  to  Maggie  Howard  and  Sidney  Urquhart  for  letting  us 
enjoy  the  day  at  the  pond. 


The  Celebration  of  Season 

Noelia  Salinetti 

What  if  a celebration  is  as  simple  as  taking  a walk  in  the 
fall  leaves,  hearing  the  movement  of  animals  and  trees? 
Or  paving  your  own  ski  path  in  the  woods  and  seeing  both 
skis  freshly  make  their  way  through  the  snow  that  feels 
like  nature  made  just  in  celebration  of  the  joy  of  winter? 
What  if  it’s  those  little  sprouts  that  come  from  the  ground 
ready  to  dance  and  sing  and  make  their  own  celebration 
in  the  spring?  Or,  maybe  it's  a river’s  little  whisper  of 
song,  joy  and  beauty  ready  for  us  to  jump,  play  and  build 
forts  around?  All  of  these  moments  of  the  seasons  are 
just  small  portions  of  Mother  Earth’s  celebration.  This 
celebration  that  we  see  yearly,  monthly,  or  however  long 
seasons  are  where  you  live,  is  beauty,  light  and  hope  in 
its  most  radiant  state. 

I notice  that  sometimes  we  are  our  best  selves 
during  these  times  of  change.  I have  no  idea  how  many 
times  “change”  has  been  said  as  we  say  appreciations 
before  dinner  during  the  turn  of  seasons.  The  change 
of  seasons  is  so  important  in  our  lifestyle.  Sometimes, 
change  means  it’s  time  to  hibernate  and  relax  as  winter  is 
our  mellowest  season  or  sometimes  change  means  being 
thankful  for  our  time  of  abundance  during  the  summer. 
Change  means  different  things  in  every  household,  but  it 
often  leads  to  happiness.  The  more  I witness,  the  more  I 
start  to  understand  how  the  seasons  become  a form  of  joy, 
love  and,  of  course,  celebration. 


The  Women,  They  Gather 
(In  Celebration  of  the  Tyringham  Quilt) 

Jean  Moore 

The  women,  they  gather. 

The  women,  they  gather  and  stitch,  they  stitch 
a lifetime  of  needle  marks  and  pricks, 
they  stitch  the  story  of  our  lives — 

It  takes  years  for  each  pull  of  the  thread  to  tell 
the  story  to  show  in  wondrous  shape  and  form, 
the  color  of  the  seasons  of  our  lives — 

There  is  the  beginning,  there  in  the  center,  at  the  church, 
the  bride,  the  groom,  the  wedding  party — she  with 
pearls  in  her  hair,  he  who  cannot  take  his  eyes  from  her. 

Here  in  the  center,  the  beginning  of  their  lives — 

And  the  women,  they  gather.  They  stitch  and  they  stitch: 
She  with  the  pearls  in  her  hair  will  go  with  her  groom 
to  a home  in  the  town,  and  the  women  will  stitch 
the  story  of  their  lives — 
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Sidney  Urquhart 


The  bride  and  the  groom  will  live  in  a house  in  the  town 
and  pay  their  bills 

and  go  to  church  and  have  their  children,  and  the 
children  will  go  to  school  and  play  in  the  park. 

In  summer  they  swim,  in  winter  they  ski  and  slide  and 
skate  with  all  the  families  of  the  town.  And  all  the  families 
of  the  town  eat  and  drink  and  dance  in  the  town. 

It  is  the  story  of  our  lives. 

There  are  stories  told  in  the  thread  and  some  that  are  not. 
The  women  who  gather  who  gather  and  stitch  know  them 
all,  great  and  small,  happy  and  not. 

Tears  that  dropped  into  the  pattern  and  stitched, 
for  the  cradle  not  rocked, 

for  the  soldier  not  here,  but  there,  beyond  the  iron  gate. 
Many  names  marked,  on  either  side  of  the  path 
that  leads  to  further  on. 

The  women,  they  gathered  and  stitched,  they  stitched 
a lifetime  of  needle  marks  and  pricks, 
they  stitched  the  story  of  our  lives. 


We’ve  had  two 
weddings  at  our  house 
on  Jerusalem  Road  — 
the  first  in  1954  when 
I married  a very  classy 
guy  named  Cass.  The 
second  in  1989,  when 
our  daughter  Rachel 
married  a very  classy 
guy  named  George. 

Both  marriages  went 
south. 

In  1954,  I was  one 
day  past  my  21st 
birthday  when  I said  “I 
do”  for  the  first  time. 

My  mother,  although 
she  had  plenty  of 
misgivings,  went  into  high  gear.  In  the  4 weeks  between 
my  college  graduation  and  my  wedding  day,  we  weeded 
and  seeded  and  staked  and  raked,  until  our  flower  beds 
and  the  back  lawn  were  in  perfect  order.  She  persuaded 
Dick  Birkett,  our  farm  manager,  to  attach  bouquets  of 
artificial  flowers  to  the  cows’  horns  as  they  were  being 
milked,  and  then  put  the  girls,  all  40  of  them,  into  the 
pasture  just  below  our  house.  She  resurrected  a huge 
wooden  Shaker  barrel  and  had  it  filled  with  ice  to  chill  the 
champagne.  She  rented  a dance  platform  and  a tent,  and 
hired  a jazz  trio  to  play  zippy  music.  A local  caterer  would 
produce  Chicken  Hash  a la  Ritz  and  a tiered  wedding 
cake.  With  help  from  my  Aunt  Anita,  Ma  found  beds  for  all 
the  guests  coming  from  New  York.  In  the  evenings,  we  all 
sat  around  the  dining  room  table  and  addressed  invitations 
while  I slowly  began  to  realize  that  all  this  was  for  real. 
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The  beloved  Cap  (Franklin)  Couch  married  Cass  and  me 
at  4PM  in  the  Tyringham  Church,  surrounded  by  ushers 
(today  they're  groomsmen)  and  my  two  bridesmaids, 
sister  Jenny  and  sister  Maggie.  My  brother  Walter  played 
Wagner’s  Wedding  March  as  I walked  in  on  my  Uncle 
Herman’s  arm,  and  Mendelsohn’s  Recessional  as  Cass 
and  I walked  out  as  man  and  wife. 

Everything  went  very  well  back  home.  We  had  a perfect 
summer  day.  The  cows  had  already  arranged  themselves 
along  the  fence  just  below  our  back  lawn,  posing  quietly 
as  dozens  of  Leicas  and  Rolleiflexes  clicked  and  clicked 
again.  We  ate  and 
drank  and  danced 
and  made  toasts,  and 
even  people  who  didn’t 
like  each  other  much 
were  seen  fox-trotting 
around  the  dance  floor 
together.  The  party 
continued  well  into  the 
night,  long  after  Cass 
and  I had  pulled  away 
in  his  green  Chevy 
convertible  and  headed 
for  New  York. 

In  one  of  our  albums, 
there  is  a photograph 
of  me  getting  ready.  I 
am  perched  awkwardly 
on  the  edge  of  a bed, 
already  in  my  white  organdy  dress  while  our  longtime 
nanny,  Adelheid,  adjusts  my  veil.  My  expression  is  anxious, 
even  fearful,  and  I remember  today,  62  years  later,  feeling 
overwhelmed  by  doubts.  At  some  level,  I already  knew  that 
I was  making  a mistake. 

Cass  and  I had  a wonderful  son  together.  Our  life  was 
interesting  and,  often,  lots  of  fun.  I loved  his  family  and  he 
loved  mine.  But  after  eight  years,  it  was  Splitsville. 

Rachel’s  and  George’s  wedding  was  also  lively 
and  fun,  with  a great  Blue  Grass  Band  and  without 
Chicken  Hash  a la  Ritz.  Two  port-o-potties  stood 
discreetly  behind  the  main  tent,  but  I should  have 
remembered  to  install  some  kind  lighting  for  them.  Trust 
me  on  this. 

They,  too,  had  a wonderful  son,  and  many  good  times 
before  calling  it  quits. 

The  eight  years  Cass  and  I spent  as  husband  and 
wife  became  a 50-year  friendship.  And  for  Rachel  and 
George,  it  is  the  same.  He  and  his  wife.  Daphne,  have 
come  to  Tyringham  every  Labor  Day  weekend  and 
Christmas  for  more  than  a decade  now.  Sometimes, 
they  stay  with  Rachel  and  her  husband,  John; 
sometimes,  when  there  isn’t  room,  they  check  in  with 
Lynn  and  Al  at  the  Cobble  View.  They  meet  us  at  the 
Christmas  Eve  service  in  the  church,  and  then  walk 
up  Jerusalem  Road  for  our  family  celebration  while  the 
steeple  bells  toll  “Oh  Come,  All  Ye  Faithful.’’ 

Statistics  tell  us  that  "happily  ever  after”  is  a myth.  That 
may  be  true,  but  now  and  then,  things  work  out  after  all. 


Celebrating  Webster  Road 

Carol  Hardy-Fanta  and  Chris  Fanta 

This  is  a story  about  celebration  and  our  40th  wedding 
anniversary,  but  it’s  not  a story  about  our  marriage.  The 
story  is  about  how  finding  our  place  on  Webster  Road  has 
been  a cause  for  great  celebration. 

We  celebrate  the  luck  that  we  found  it  at  all.  We  had 
rented  Tom  Dillon’s  "small  house”  on  Church  Road  every 
summer  for  more  than  ten  years  (and  cried  when  we 
had  to  leave).  Occasionally,  we’d  look  at  the  outside  of  a 
few  places  but  never  did  the  “realtor  thing.”  Chris  would 
sometimes  look  online  and  see  “100  acres  for  $100K”  and 
would  be  disheartened  when  I poured  cold  water  on  his 
dream  by  pointing  out  that  the  piece  of  property  allowed  no 
building  or  utilities. 

One  winter  night  in  Boston,  we  saw  a listing  for  17 
Webster  Road.  We  looked  at  it  on  January  17th,  made  an 
offer  on  January  18th,  closed  March  17th-and  moved  in 
on  March  24th. 

The  place  has  given  us  many  reasons  to  celebrate; 
besides  a unique  post  and  beam  house,  it  has  a “Big 
View”:  of  the  Cobble,  south  across  the  valley  to  the  Shaker 
houses,  and  Beartown  Mountain  to  the  west.  The  red 
fox  in  the  snow.  The  fireflies  in  June.  Hummingbirds  all 
summer.  Red  tail  hawks  and  bluebirds.  A bear  with  her 
cub  that  walked  across  our  driveway,  scratching  herself 
against  the  electrical  box  (the  box  and  post  survived!). 
Waking  in  the  night  to  blood  curdling  screams  - someone 
being  murdered?  No,  it  was  foxes  in  love!  Speaking  of 
love:  just  as  May  flowers  were  blooming,  we  celebrated 
our  40th  wedding  anniversary  in  this  special  place. 


The  most  important  reasons  to  celebrate,  however,  are 
what  this  house  and  community  has  come  to  mean  to  our 
family:  the  family  and  friends  who  visit  and  love  it  like  we 
do.  And,  after  some  rocky  teenage  years  with  few  family 
vacations  all  together,  our  grown  daughters  and  their 
significant  others  now  join  us  often  for  time  together.  It 
means  a lot  when  one  of  them  wrote  “This  place  makes 
me  feel  like  we’re  a family  again.”  Talk  about  a reason  to 
celebrate! 


Rachel  Urquhart 
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That  Happy  Feeling 

Bill  Cosel 


“Smiling  as  you  watch  the  theater  filling, 
and  there’s  your  billing  out  there  in  lights 


“There’s  no  people  like  show  people, 
they  smile  when  they  are  low. . . ’’ 

Irving  Berlin 

It’s  5:30.  It’s  the  last  one.  I’m  exhausted  from  a long 
day  rehearsing  musicians,  camera  crew,  sound  crew, 
lighting  designer,  stage  manager  and  that’s  now  all  behind 
us.  It’s  time  for  that  hateful  - fretful  - dinner  break. . . those 
two  hours  before  show  time.  I have  to  stay  calm,  rest,  but 
also  keep  the  energy  idling  ...  I can’t  relax  until  it’s  all 
done...  10pm. 

“The  butcher,  the  baker,  the  grocer,  the  clerk 
Get  paid  for  what  they  do  but  no  applause” 

I make  my  rounds  back  stage  at  Symphony  Hall.  These 
100  year-old  narrow  corridors,  tiny  dressing  rooms, 
practice  rooms  - I know  them  all  by  heart  (or,  I could 
find  them  in  my  sleep).  In  the  lounge  all  are  relaxed,  so 
what’s  wrong  with  me?  Small  talk,  last  minute  pep  chats 
with  my  team,  my  artists  and  the  conductor... then  the  big 
treat,  a quiet  pre-show  visit  with  Kristin  Chenoweth,  our 
guest  star  tonight.  In  rehearsal  clothes  still,  getting  hair 
and  make-up.  We  shoot  the  breeze  about  everything  but 
the  show  tonight.  She’s  a Tony  Award  winning  Broadway 
star  and  actor.  Just  4’H",  a diminutive  powerhouse 
talented  singer  and  actor,  she  makes  our  stage  feel  small. 
She  trusts  us  for  support  and  to  present  her  at  the  highest 
artistic  and  professional  level.  I feel  this  deeply.  That’s 
our  part  of  the  bargain. 

“Let’s  go  on  with  the  show.  ” 

It’s  7:30.  With  scores  and  script  tucked  under  my  arm, 
I trudge  up  the  metal  steps  from  sidewalk  to  TV  truck 
parked  imperiously  outside  Symphony  Hall.  It’s  June 
10th  2004,  hot  and  humid  on  the  street  but  frigid  inside 
the  truck  to  protect  the  equipment.  In  the  control  room 
my  team  of  assistant  director,  score  reader,  production 
assistant  and  switcher  are  all  bundled  in  sweaters 
and  ready.  ..  this  night  is  going  to  be  my  final  shoot 
for  the  EVENING  AT  POPS  series,  launched  in  1 970 
with  Arthur  Fiedler,  then  continuing  in  1980  with  John 
Williams,  and  now  in  1995  a young  Keith  Lockhart 
setting  the  beat. 

Eight  pm.  Inside  the  truck,  Janet,  the  AD,  cues  the 
engineers  to  roll  all  tapes.  I take  over.  They’re  familiar 
with  my  banter;  cue  conductor’s  entrance. ..camera  1 
follow... camera  8 audience. ..camera  2 bows. ..camera 
9 cover  shot. ..ready  for  the  downbeat. ..Go  lighting  cue 
1.  I’m  pumped.  We’re  starting  with  “No  Business  Like 
Show  Business”  from  Annie  Get  Your  Gun,  an  Irving 
Berlin  gem  written  especially  for  Ethel  Merman.  She 
was  our  guest  in  1974...  now  there’s  a seminal  memory. 


It’s  8pm.  Adrienne,  Gabey  and  Molly  are  in  the  audience 
ready  to  collect  me  when  we  finish,  to  cushion  me  with 
love  for  the  inevitable  transition  I will  no  doubt  experience 
after  35  years  as  producer  and  director  of  this  series  for 
PBS.  Actually,  I think  I’m  looking  forward  to  downsizing 
to  perhaps  a saner,  simpler  life  as  independent  freelance 
producer-director. 

It’s  9:45  pm.  Kristin  finishes  with  two  show  stoppers: 
“Glitter  and  Be  Gay”,  from  Bernstein’s  Candide,  and  “For 
Good”  from  her  Broadway  starring  role  in  Wicked.  The 
entire  audience  jumps  to  their  feet  with  enthusiastic 
approvals.  We’re  grinning  in  the  truck.  We’ve  come  to  the 
end.  With  a lump  in  my  throat  I croak,  ’’Thanks  everyone 
for  your  great  work  and  support  all  these  years. . . see  you 
at  the  party.” 

Finishing  up  curtain  calls,  an  ashen-faced  stage 
manager  suddenly  bursts  into  the  control  room.  “Bill, 
hurry,  come  back  stage  with  me  right  away... there’s  an 
emergency!” 

I flip  off  my  headsets,  dash  out  of  the  truck,  through  the 
back  stage  door,  up  the  narrow  stairs  to  stage  level,  to  the 
stage  entrance.  What’s  happening? 

I feel  myself  being  pushed  by  the  stage  manager  onto 
stage!  Not  sure  what’s  up,  this  is  NOT  an  emergency. 
Moving  forward  gingerly  trying  not  to  harm  irreplaceable 
cellos  or  bass  fiddles.  Something’s  up! 

Keith  Lockhart  grabs  my  hand,  claps  me  on  the  back, 
faces  me  toward  the  audience  and  says,  ’’Folks  we 
want  you  to  meet  the  guy  who  for  35  years  brought 
our  orchestra  to  a national  TV  audience.  Tonight  he’s 
retiring  and  we’ll  miss  him.  He  hugs  me  and  hands 
me  the  mike  as  the  audience  warmly  applauds.  I’m 
unprepared,  but  I speak. 

“I  can’t  believe  I’ve  been  paid  to  do  this  for  such  a 
long  time. ..it’s  perhaps  the  best  job  in  the  world,”  I 
say,  turning  to  the  orchestra.  “I’ve  always  felt  like  a 
kid  who’s  been  given  the  keys  to  a one  of  a kind  fancy 
sports  car  hoping  and  praying  he  doesn’t  crash  it.”  They 
ail  laugh. 

At  this  point,  Keith  hands  me  his  baton... ’’Billy,  by  now 
you  surely  know  what  to  do  with  this.  Go  for  it?  I’m 
stunned.  I’m  unprepared. 

“Even  with  a turkey  that  you  know  will  fold, 
you  may  be  stranded  out  In  the  cold. . ” 

I have  no  clue  what  they  were  going  to  play,  but  I figure 
I’ll  find  out  after  giving  a downbeat.  I step  up  to  podium 
and  look  into  the  faces  of  my  many  friends  in  the  orchestra 
who  are  now  grinning  and  taunting  me  with  wicked  looks. 
I’m  shaking  because  clearly  I’m  on  the  wrong  side  of 
the  camera.  But  I channel  Arthur  Fiedler  as  I give  the 
downbeat  hoping  it  will  be  the  march  I know  very  well... 
and,  with  the  wave  of  my  stick,  they  actually  start  playing 
Stars  and  Stripes  Forever.  What  a sound,  inches  away. 
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from  the  90  players  around  me.  Powerful!  A thrill!  As 
usual,  during  the  last  20  seconds  of  the  march,  balloons 
cascade  from  the  ceiling.  I’m  on  the  wrong  side  of  the 
camera.  It  is  the  moment  of  a lifetime.  Iriving  Berlin's 
song  says  it  all; 


“Nowhere  could  you  get  that  happy  feeling 
when  you  are  stealing  that  extra  bow” 


Yet  another  memorable  TV  moment  with  Bill  Cosel  and  Julia  Child 


King  Tunk 

Dede  Loring 


My  husband  Tunk 
was  crowned  king 
for  a day  on  Aug.  2, 

2015,  as  he  turned 
80  years  old  on  July 
31st. 

Over  100  people 
came  to  help 
celebrate  on  that 
beautiful  Sunday 
afternoon,  at  our 
son  Tony’s  home. 

The  party  was 
planned  by  our 
four  children,  their 
spouses  and  our 
grandchildren. 

We  received 
many  compliments 
on  the  beautifully 
constructed  food 
pyramid,  which 
included  colorful  fruits  and  vegetables  as  well  as  meats, 
cheeses  and  crackers.  We  were  lucky  to  have  a talented 
family  friend  who  created  this  special  treat. 

The  party  concluded  with  delicious  cake  and  verses  of 
Happy  Birthday! 
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Russ  Loring:  Years  in  Otis 


Tyringham  “boy,”  Russell  Loring,  has  recently  been 
honored  by  his  adopted  town,  Otis,  for  years  of  service. 
Son  of  Charlie  and  Bea  Loring,  he  was  born  and  raised  in 
Tyringham.  He  spent  his  childhood  in  the  old  Shaker  seed 
house  his  family  moved  from  Fernside  to  the  Main  Rd 
(now  occupied  by  the  Honig-Briggs  family). 

In  2015  The  Town  of  Otis  celebrated  Russ’s  many 
contributions  to  the  Town  by  dedicating  the  Town  Report  to 
him. 

Every  election  you  can  find  Russ  Loring  overseeing  the 
voting  as  our  Town  Constable.  He  has  been  serving  in  this 
capacity  for  the  town  for  thirty  years  and  is  still  serving  as 
our  elected  Constable. 

In  addition  to  Constable,  he  has  served  on  our  Board  of 
Assessors  for  thirty-five  years  and  counting,  and  is  the  current 
Chairman.  As  well  as  working  for  the  town,  Russ  retired 
from  the  Massachusetts  Highway  Department.  He  loves 
bird-  watching  and  listens  to  classic,  country  and  folk  music. 
You  can  usually  see  him  smiling  as  he  walks  with  his  beloved 
Pekinese  “Sassy”  to  the  Post  Office  and  to  Town  Hall. 

Russ  and  his  wife  Margaret  have  been  taking  care  of 
our  town  crew  for  decades  making  certain  we  are  well  fed 
during  the  elections.  Russ  has  also  volunteered  time  in 
the  past  twenty  years  as  one  of  the  Post  Office’s  Santa’s 
Helpers.  He  has  also  given  his  time  generously  to  make 
our  Council  on  Aging  the  successful  program  it  is. 

We  here  at  Otis  Town  Hall  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  thank  Russ  for  all  he  has  given  back  to  our  community  and 
for  taking  the  time  to  make  Otis  a better  place. 


The  Christmas  Acts 

Betty  Bean 


It  all  began  with  my  Great  Grandmother,  Nellie  (Granny). 
Granny  knew  that  she  needed  a way  to  keep  peace  at  the 
annual  Christmas  family  gathering.  Between  Christmas 
Eve  dinner  and  the  opening  of  presents,  lay  about  2 hours 


of  “conversations”.  To  keep  everyone  in  the  joyous  spirit 
(rather  than  whining  or  fighting),  she  started  the  Christmas 
Acts.  You  had  to  do  one  in  order  to  open  your  presents. 

It  could  be  anything  by  yourself,  with  your  family  or  your 
cousins.  Originally,  it  consisted  of  instrument  playing, 
singing,  or  tumbling  acts  with  flying  children. 

But  my  family  is  nothing  if  not  creative.  Through  the 
years  the  acts  evolved  into  puppetry,  poetry,  game  show 
hosts,  and  comedy  routines,  to  name  a few.  I have 
noticed  a few  trends  over  the  years.  In-laws  (who  Bill 
calls  “Outlaws),  always  seem  to  be  the  ones  dressed  in 
donkey,  doggie  or  turkey  outfits  and  usually  look  ridiculous, 
whereas  the  family  members  played  the  straight  men. 

Some  relatives  did  the  same  act  every  year.  My 
Grandfather  recited  “the  Ancient  Mariner  thing"  as  my 
nephew  said.  My  mother  would  waltz  through  the  room 
with  an  apron  on,  covered  with  objects  which  were  safety 
pinned  or  taped  to  it,  and  you  had  to  name  as  many  as 
you  could  after  she  left  the  room. 

For  some  reason  my  father  often  dressed  up  as  a 
woman,  or  “way  over  thought”  his  act.  One  year  he  rented 
clown  outfits  for  himself  and  Mom.  He  even  bought  official 
face  paint.  The  problem  was  that  the  fluorescent  lighting 
cast  a green  coloring  to  their  faces,  resulting  in  screaming 
children  flying  out  of  the  room. 

One  of  the  classic  subjects  to  do  was  the  “12  days  of 
Christmas.”  One  brother  did  a fabulous  slide  show  while 
another  brother’s  entire  family  sang  and  acted  out  all  the 
verses.  My  engineer  brother  had  us  creating  little  hot  air 
balloons,  which  we  then  raced  around  the  room  powered 
by  hair  dryers.  My  lawyer  brother  had  a booming  side 
business  selling  Christmas  acts  for  a quarter  in  case  you 
had  forgotten  one  or  your  spouse  kicked  you  out  of  theirs. 

Of  course,  the  best  acts  were  the  ones  that  didn’t  work 
out.  One  of  my  favorite  memories  is  the  sound  of  my 
brother’s  deep  laughter  beginning  with  the  first  act  and 


continuing  throughout  the  evening.  Whatever  happened, 
he  was  there  to  support  you. 

Once  in  a while  there  was  some  controversy,  like  the 
year  my  youngest  brother  from  Oregon  did  not  let  his 
daughter  bring  her  flute  to  play  because  they  were  flying 
in  and  it  would  be  too  much  trouble.  Imagine  her  disgust 
when  her  cousin,  flying  in  from  Chicago,  walked  into  the 
house  with  her  cello. 

But  the  best,  most  memorable  Christmas  act  was 
performed  by  my  Grandmother.  It  had  all  the  ingredients: 
humor,  shock,  and  performance  art.  Remember,  my 
Grandmother  was  born  in  1900,  a long  time  ago,  and 
thought  of  dance  hall  girls  as  pretty  racy.  So,  when  she 
asked  me  to  get  her  outfit  together  to  play  “Miss  Kitty”  from 
the  TV  show  Gunsmoke,  I couldn’t  quite  figure  out  why 
she  needed  safety  pins  and  cranberries.  When  it  was  time 
for  her  act,  the  Gunsmoke  theme  sounded  and  out  came 
Grandma  in  a fringed  skirt,  cowboy  boots  and  hat,  and  2 
cranberries  safety  pinned  to  her  bra.  I really  don’t  think  my 
mother  ever  recovered  from  that  one.  She  turned  to  Bill 
and  said  “Would  your  mother  do  that?” 

There  were  many  positive  things  that  came  out  of  our 
Christmas  acts.  When  my  nieces  and  nephews  became 
teenagers  and  we  had  little  in  common,  we  could  always 
talk  about  Christmas  acts,  either  the  plan  for  the  next  year 
or  talk  about  the  past  year.  All  of  the  children  became 
comfortable  speaking  in  front  of  people  and  if  their  act 
didn’t  work  out  or  they  fell  on  their  face  they  would  always 
hear  clapping  and  laughter. 


Jubilee  Celebrations  at  Visitation  Monastery 

Our  main 

celebrations,  outside 
of  holy  feast  days, 
revolve  around  the 
anniversaries  of  our 
Profession  of  vows. 

The  day  we  make  our 
Solemn  Profession 
of  vows  to  God  and 
community  is  one  of 
the  most  important 
days  for  each  of  us.  Each  year  we  honor  the  Sister  on  her 
anniversary  with  flowers  and  cards. 

Our  big  celebrations  occur  on  the  25th,  the  50th,  and 
the  60th  anniversary — sometimes  there  is  even  a 75th! 
These  celebrations  include  a special  Mass  with  our  Bishop 
attending,  a beautifully  prepared  meal,  and  lots  of  guests 
and  gifts! 

We  decorate  everything — even  Sister,  with  a crown  of 
flowers.  We  give  thanks  for  the  years  of  Sister’s  service  to 
God  and  the  community,  honoring  her  on  her  special  day. 

In  the  photo.  Sister  Marie  Jacqueline  Hanson  is  honored 
at  her  Golden  Jubilee  enjoying  her  special  day. 
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Town  Hall  “Good  Times” 

Donna  Drake 
(of  North  Carolina) 


I remember  the  square  dances  every  Saturday  night. 

The  Town  Hall  was  full  and  to  all  our  delight. 

The  people  came  from  all  over  town, 

to  dance  and  have  fun  to  the  band  - so  renown. 

There  was  Harry  on  the  fiddle,  and  Cort  on  the  guitar, 
what  a great  combination  the  two  of  them  are. 

Candace  on  the  piano,  and  Larry  on  the  banjo, 
you  could  dance  to  those  polkas  - "go,  cat,  go!” 

They  called  him  “leather  lungs”,  he  could  call  a “square!” 
George  Funk  was  the  greatest,  no  one  could  compare. 
When  people  got  together,  there  was  no  worry  or  fright. 

We  all  share  good  music  and  danced  all  night. 

From  the  oldest  to  the  youngest,  a good  time  was  had  by  all. 
Laughing,  smiling  faces,  friends,  till  the  last  call. 

How  I wish  the  world  today  knew  what  we  knew  back  then 
that  good  memories  shared  live  on  an  on  until  the  very  end. 

The  friends  and  family  I knew  back  then,  I carry  near  my  heart. 
For  what  I am  today  is  because  they  played  a part. 

This  small  town  girl  will  always  be  proud  of  where  it  all  began. 
The  family,  the  friends,  the  beautiful  valley, 
heaven  on  earth,  it’s  called  Tyringham. . . . 


Curtin  siblings  celebrate  Neil's  80th  birthday:  Jimmy, 
Neil,  Dede  Loring,  Tommy,  Peter  and  Denny  Dec  2011 


Sissy’s  Stroll 

A Celebration  of  the  Life  of 
Janice  (“Sissy”)  Curtin 

Lori  Curtin 

That  first  year  was  so  difficult,  all  of  the  firsts  without 
her,  so  we  tried  to  make  new  traditions  and  gather 
frequently  as  a family.  My  dad  and  I were  rarely  home  as 
it  was  a very  dark  and  lonely  place.  After  that  first  year 
we  began  to  live  with 
this  hand  we  were 
dealt  and  everyone 
carried  on  with  their 
lives.  It  was  at  that 
time  that  I began  to 
wonder  - Do  people 
miss  her  like  I do? 

Do  others  think  about 
her?  And  will  people 
remember  her?  It 
helped  me  to  talk 
about  my  mom  and  I 
never  wanted  her  to 
be  forgotten.  So,  I 
talked  to  one  of  my 
very  good  friends.  Deb 
Lewis,  and  told  her  my  idea.  We  brainstormed  ideas 
of  what  to  do  and  what  to  call  it.  I then  approached 
my  dad  with  the  “Sissy’s  Stroll”  idea.  I didn’t  want  a 
golf  tournament  because  that  wasn’t  my  mom.  What 
I would  have  liked  was  200  people  riding  horses,  but 
that  just  wasn’t  feasible.  The  next  best  thing,  I thought, 
was  families  gathering  to  walk  in  Tyringham  and  enjoy 

this  town  that  my 
mother  called 
home.  I remember 
just  hoping  that 
people  would  show 
up.  When  I drove 
Cadenza  down  to 
the  pavilion  that  day 
and  saw  a crowd  of 
about  200  people 
my  eyes  welled 
with  tears.  It  was 
an  amazing  tribute 
to  my  mom  and  all 
of  those  that  she 
touched.  Since  the 
Stroll  began  in  2007 
we  have  made  nearly  $73,000.  I have  awarded  $30,000 
in  scholarships  to  local  seniors  going  to  college  or  into 
a trade,  contributed  to  many  families  in  times  of  need, 
youth  organizations,  Tyringham  Union  Church,  Cemetery 
fence  restoration  fund,  and  many  many  more. 

It  is  very  sad  that  2017  will  be  the  last  Sissy’s  Stroll,  so 
mark  your  calendars  for  the  Saturday  after  Columbus  Day. 
We  will  continue  to  honor  my  mom’s  life  in  other  ways  and 
continue  the  Janice  “Sissy"  Curtin  Memorial  Fund. 
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Tyringham  Bicentennial  1939 

The  Tyringham  Historical  Commission  is  seeking  more 
pictures  of  the  1939  Bicentennial  Parade,  Clambake, 
Square  Dance  and  other  festivities  for  a future  exhibit  at 
the  Bidwell  House’s  Township  #1  Day.  Contact  Alice  Hale 
at  243-0730. 
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Bicentennial  Banner 


Hale  Collection 


Hale  Collection 

Maxine  Cunningham,  Alice  Hale,  Tunk  Loring 


Hale  Collection 

Old  Baptist  Church,  scene  of  the  square  dance 


Square  dancing:  Gilly  Palmer,  Sidney  Howard,  Ned  Perkins 


Parade  passing  up  Jerusalem  Road 


John  McLennan  Charlie  Slater,  Sr. 

and  Bill  Roerick  caught  the  greased  pig 
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Tyringham  Parade  1989 

Barbara  Adams 


Tyringham  - 250!! 

Pat  Clark 


We  celebrated  out  250th  anniversary  27  years  ago,  and 
the  parade  was  great. 

For  my  family,  these  pictures  mean  so  much.  In  one 
photo,  you  can  see  grandson  Sean  greeting  then  Governor 
Dukakis  and  Kitty,  and  the  other  is  of  Catha  and  Viggo 
Rambusch  in  their  convertible,  with  grandsons  Eric  and 
Sean  Adams  in  back. 


Here’s  how  I remember  the  wonderful  times  we  all  had  at 
the  250th  anniversary  celebration  in  our  little  town. 

My  family  all  gathered  to  get  ready.  Piles  of  clothes,  all 
over  the  house.  Barns  were  full  of  horses,  carts,  saddles  and 
harnesses. 

My  sister.  Sue  and  her  husband  Bryan  (Treat),  were  there 
with  their  girls.  Heather  and  Stephanie,  along  with  horse  and 
cart.  My  brother  Bob  (Carty)  and  wife  Roxine  were  there  with 
their  boys  Bill,  Rob  and  Matt,  and  also  with  ponies  and  cart. 

I,  my  son  Yogi,  and  daughters  Robin  and  Kristie  were  all 
dressed  up  in  Native  American  costumes  for  the  parade. 

If  we  all  weren’t  riding  horses,  we  were  on  the  4-H  float. 
Horses  shining  and  carts  polished.  The  4-H  kids  made  a 
Native  American  village  on  Bryan’s  trailer. 

Many  horses  and  4-H-ers  and  Leaders  participated  in  the 
parade  with  costumes.  All  had  a great  time  ! 
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Honoring  Friendship 

Tom  Curtin 

This  story  is  about  two  people  - Walter  Howard  and 
Grover  Cleveland.  It  is  also  about  friendship  and  things 
that  you  do  for  friends  and  friends  do  for  each  other. 

Walter  Howard  was  the  nicest  and  smartest  guy  I ever 
met.  Not  a day  goes  by  that  I don’t  think  of  him.  He 
was  someone  who  would  give  you  the  shirt  off  his  back 
and  I miss  him  to  this  day.  He  died  in  1987. 

I worked  at  Howard  Farm  when  Walter  owned  it  and 
ran  it.  It  was  a very  big  operation  with  about  500  head 
of  Jersey  cattle,  including  300  milkers.  In  those  days,  it 
was  a very  busy  time. 

When  the  farm  closed  down,  I didn’t  know  what  I 
would  do.  Then  Walter  asked  me  if  I would  take  care 
of  the  barn  and  other  farm  buildings  and  the  house  on 
Jerusalem  Road  where  he  was  living  at  the  time.  Then 
Sidney  and  Maggie  asked  me  to  do  the  same  for  their 
houses.  All  that  gave  me  a start  into  doing  what  I have 
done  ever  since...  .caretaking  and  landscaping,  and 
soon  my  list  of  clients  mushroomed  into  nearly  the 
whole  town. 

I owe  Walter  for  giving  me  that  start  and  for 
encouraging  me  to  keep  on  going  with  this  business. 

Walter  and  I met  over  coffee  every  Saturday  morning 
at  8 a m,  and  we  would  talk  about  everything  - the  farm 
and  all  the  work  done  and  work  still  to  do.  Everything 
under  the  sun.  I miss  those  talks.  They  made  our 
friendship  even  stronger. 

A few  years  earlier  when  Howard  Farm  was  still 
operating  and  while  I was  still  working  at  the  farm,  I 
went  to  the  Transfer  Station  where  my  father,  John 
Curtin,  was  the  caretaker. 

“Come  here,"  he  hollered  at  me.  “I  got  something  for 
you.” 

He  showed  me  an  old,  rusty,  cast  iron  urinal. 


Tom  Curtin  in  the  early  1980s 


“You  guys  need  this  at  your  hunting  camp.”  He  tossed 
it  into  the  back  of  my  truck 

“I’ll  check  with  Peter,  Neil  and  Jim,”  I said.  “We 
probably  don’t  need  it.” 

“Yes,  you  need  it,”  my  father  said.  “Everett  (Fennelly) 
and  Ricky  (Loring)  brought  the  urinal  from  the  Carlson 
house  where  Maria  Cole  is  doing  renovation.  They 
found  it  between  two  of  the  walls.  You  really  need  this. 
Grover  Cleveland  probably  used  it  when  he  stayed 
there.” 

Walter  and  I were  leaning  against  my  truck  bed 
later  on  talking,  and  I was  hoping  that  Walter  wouldn’t 
see  the  urinal.  But  he  did,  and  he  asked  me  what  it 
was.  So  I told  him  everything  my  father  had  told  me  at 
the  transfer  station.  Then  Walt  told  me  that  his  great 
grandfather,  James  G.  Blaine,  ran  against  Cleveland 
for  President  of  the  US.  They  insulted  each  other, 
and  Cleveland  came  up  with  a nasty  slogan:  “Blaine, 
Blaine,  James  G.  Blaine,  Continental  Liar  from  the 
State  of  Maine”.  Walter  told  me  that  his  family  never 
forgot  that. 

So  Walt  said  that  when  I got  the  urinal  all  set  up  at 
camp,  he  would  come  up  to  camp  with  a gallon  of  cider 
and  piss  all  over  Grover. 

So  I took  the  urinal  and  cleaned  it  up,  and  got  it  set 
up  at  camp.  I welded  a metal  name  tag  across  the  top 
and  with  a stainless  steel  welding  rod,  I wrote  GROVER 
across  the  name  tag.  (Walter  never  got  up  to  camp 
because  something  always  came  up.) 

Every  year  in  deer  season,  I go  into  our  bathroom  at 
the  camp.  I talk  to  Walt  for  a couple  of  minutes.  And 
then  I say  to  Grover,  “This  one’s  from  Walt.” 

The  things  friends  do  for  friends  ! 


Old  Polaroid  picture  of  the  urinal 
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In  1959  Frank  McCarthy  of  The  Berkshire  Eagle 
photographed  Dot  Choquette  and  son  Bob  looking  at 
a Civil  War  flag  displayed  in  the  Union  Church.  Dot’s 
grandfather  lied  about  his  age  in  order  to  join  the  Union 
Army.  At  the  end  of  the  Civil  War,  his  unit  awarded  him, 
the  youngest  survivor,  the  flag  they  had  carried  with 
them  though  the  ordeal.  The  Choquettes  still  own  this 
150-year-old  flag. 
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Larry  Bravo 


Betty  Jean  Cernik 

(1930-2016) 

Mom  loved  two  things  in  life.  First  and  foremost  was  her  family. 

The  other  was  a town  with  the  unique  name  of  Tyringham. 

Tyringham  was  similar  to  her  hometown  in  the  Catskill  region 
of  New  York.  A small  community  with  a brook  running  through  it. 

Tyringham  had  a church,  a place  she  could  take  her  children  to 
learn  about  the  Bible  and  Jesus.  Also  we  sang  in  the  choir.  The 
church  also  had  community  suppers  for  which  she  would  make 
hundreds  of  requested  cinnamon  rolls.  Not  many  knew  that 
she  would  be  up  at  3 A M.  preparing  the  dough  that  would  take 
several  hours  to  rise  before  they  could  be  baked.  Pans  would 
cover  every  surface  in  the  kitchen  awaiting  their  turn  to  become 
“Betty’s  Rolls”.  Mom  loved  to  cook,  whether  it  be  the  Christmas 
roast,  Easter  ham,  or  my  favorite,  roast  pork  and  dumplings.  She 
also  always  made  our  favorite  cakes  for  our  special  day,  none  of 
which  were  the  same. 

Tyringham  also  had  a one  room  schoolhouse  where  the 
children  of  town  would  spend  five  of  their  younger  years.  We 
learned  our  basics,  English,  music  and  mathematics.  Mom  would 
spend  hours  making  sure  we  knew  our  multiplication  tables.  She 
would  also  make  sure  we  memorized  our  lines  for  the  Christmas 
plays  held  at  the  town  hall  and  the  Memorial  Day  parade  with 
our  speeches  recited  from  memory.  She  also  helped  with  props 
for  those  plays  and  even  coming  up  with  the  right  ideas  for  our 
Halloween  costumes  to  put  us  on  top  of  the  costume  contest. 

The  town,  though,  had  something  special  for  her  - a community 
with  friends  and  neighbors  working  together  to  maintain  a quiet 
peaceful  place  for  all  its  families.  Mom  dedicated  lots  of  time  to  the 
town  - helping  elderly  townsfolk,  serving  on  many  committees  as  well  as  holding  the  tax  collector  position  for  thirty  years. 

She  enjoyed  hunting  in  her  earlier  years,  always  beaming  when  she  told  the  story  of  how  she  got  a deer  with  her  single 
shot  twenty  gauge  when  the  men  with  twelve  gauge  semi-automatic  and  pumps  came  back  empty  handed.  She  had  a 
fondness  for  wildlife,  and  back  in  the  1980s,  when  The  Bear’  roamed  the  valley,  she  would  drive  up  and  down  the  road 
looking  for  it.  Eventually  pictures  surfaced  of  it  and  she  honored  it  on  the  cover  of  the  town  report.  Mom  also  liked  to  fish. 
Whether  it  was  the  trout  in  Hop  Brook  or  the  northern  pike  in  the  Saint  Lawrence  River  with  her  brothers  and  us,  many 
vacations  were  centered  around  water. 

Most  of  all,  playing  cards  occupied  her  time.  From  the  Friday  night  poker  games  with  the  men  at  the  house,  the  games 
of  pinochle,  rounds  of  rummy,  even  solitaire  when  no  one  was  available  to  play  with.  If  cards  were  involved  she  was  'in’. 
Mom  taught  us  many  things  from  turning  coat  hangers  and  greens  from  the  woods  into  holiday  wreaths  to  making  maple 
syrup  out  of  the  sap  collected  from  the  trees  lining  Main  Road.  But  most  of  she  taught  us  the  core  values  that  we  carry 
through  our  lives.  We  all  do  things  instinctively  not  knowing  why  but  as  we  grow  older  we  realize  it  was  Mom  who  instilled 
them  in  us  to  pass  on. 

Grandchildren,  then  great-grandchildren,  became  Mom’s  passion.  She  loved  everyone  equally,  though  the  youngest 
always  became  her  ‘favorite’.  I’m  truly  glad  that  fate  carried  her  back  to  Texas  that  last  time  to  see  her  youngest  of  whom 
she  would  speak  to  anyone  who  would  listen. 

Mom,  we  will  all  miss  you,  as  will  your  friends  and  neighbors,  but  your  memory  will  be  held  in  all  hearts  forever,  and  we 
are  comforted  that  you  are  resting  in  peace  overlooking  your  favorite  valley  with  the  unique  name,  Tyringham. 

Larry  Donald  Cernik 
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Dorothy  Taylor  Choquette 

(1924-2016) 


Dorothy  Choquette  - Dot,  to  all  her  friends  and  neighbors  - was 
called  home  by  God  on  August  7th,  2016,  at  the  age  of  92  years  young. 

Throughout  her  life  she  did  many  things,  but  first  and  foremost,  she 
was  a homemaker.  She  was  the  embodiment  of  the  Proverbs  31 
woman  - a wife  of  noble  character;  industrious;  working  with  eager 
hands;  her  arms  strong  for  her  tasks;  clothed  with  strength  and 
dignity;  ever  watchful  over  the  affairs  of  her  household.  Her  pulse  was 
the  heartbeat  of  her  family. 

Dot  was  a seamstress,  a knitter,  and  a quilter.  Her  sewing  machine 
was  ever  in  easy  reach,  and  often  in  use.  She  sewed  for  her  family, 
knit  untold  pairs  of  socks  and  mittens;  designed  and  created  a quilted 
stroller  bag  that  kept  two  generations  of  tiny  Choquettes  warm  and 
snug  on  winter  walks.  She  made  garment  alterations  for  friends  and 
neighbors,  and  even  taught  quilting  classes  for  a while. 

She  was  a cook  par  excellence.  She  could  clean  a fish,  draw  a 
chicken;  preserve  anything  that  could  be  grown  for  food;  bake  the  best 
breads  and  cakes;  and  cook  venison  liver  and  onions  to  perfection. 


She  loved  the  great  outdoors.  She  was  an  avid  sportsman, 
fisherman,  camper,  snowmobiler,  birder,  and  gardener.  Her  neighbors 
probably  remember  her  best  on  hands  and  knees  in  the  yard  weeding 
with  Harvey,  her  husband  of  55  years.  Every  spring  found  them  tilling 
and  planting;  every  summer,  tending  and  nurturing  the  garden;  every 
fall,  bringing  in  the  harvest,  often  working  into  the  night  to  preserve, 
can  and  freeze;  and  every  winter,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  first  seed 
catalogues,  looking  forward  to  beginning  the  cycle  all  over  again.  She 
was  a walking  encyclopedia  on  all  things  concerning  horticulture  and 
nature,  and  she  had  a zeal  for  passing  that  knowledge  and  appreciation  on  to  her  children  and  grandchildren,  and  indeed, 
to  anyone  who  wanted  to  know. 


She  had  a love  of  community  - she  was  an  eager  and  active  member  of  the  Valley  Club,  the  Hop  Brook  Club,  her 
church,  and  she  was  always  ready  to  help;  to  bake,  cook;  to  serve  in  whatever  way  possible.  She  sewed  costumes  for 
school  programs,  for  the  Tyringham  Children’s  Theater  productions  of  Peter  Pan  and  The  Sound  of  Music.  She  was 
involved  in  all  aspects  of  Tyringham’s  historic  quilt  on  display  in  the  Town  Hall.  Wherever  life  was  happening,  Dot  was  in 
the  midst  of  it. 

She  loved  boats,  the  ocean,  and  deep  sea  fishing.  She  and  Harvey  loved  to  drive  to  Cape  Ann  or  Rhode  Island  to 
spend  the  day  out  on  the  open  water  catching  cod,  pollock  and  haddock.  This  past  May,  she  once  again  applied  for  her 
2016  fishing  license.  She  had  a bedroll  still  hopefully  prepared  for  yet  one  more  camping  trip  and  her  stocked  camping 
supplies  box  remained  ready. 

Having  lived  through  the  Depression,  Dot  didn’t  throw  away  anything.  She  was  frugal,  took  nothing  for  granted.  When 
something  was  broken,  you  didn’t  throw  it  away,  you  mended  it. 

She  survived  numerous  hardships-  the  serious  chronic  mental  illness  of  her  mother;  a fire  which  destroyed  their  home 
and  everything  in  it;  the  death  of  a precious  little  daughter  at  the  age  of  3 years;  the  death  of  her  husband  and  20  years  of 
widowhood;  and  numerous  personal  health  crises.  Still,  the  word  “can’t”  was  never  in  her  vocabulary,  even  to  her  final  days. 

She  will  be  remembered  as  a warm,  precious  and  remarkable  lady  with  a resilient  spirit  and  a titanium  core! 

Susan  Slater  Choquette 
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LeRoy  Palmer,  Jr. 

(1936-2016) 

LeRoy,  known  by  many  nicknames  - Brother,  Roy,  Roy  Boy,  etc.  - was  born  on  June  7,  1936  to  LeRoy  Palmer,  Sr.  and 
Dominica  Koldys  Palmer.  He  was  the  second  of  four  children  and  raised  in  the  town  of  Lee.  He  was  born  with  a great  sense 
of  responsibility  and  a great  need  to  enjoy  life.  From  a young  age  he  began  working,  first  at  a drug  store  in  town,  then  he 
moved  on  to  a job  of  which  he  spoke  fondly  for  years  - farmhand  at  the  Miller  family  farm  on  Devon  Road.  It  was  hard, 
honest  work  that  shaped  him  for  the  duration  of  his  adult  life. 

But  when  opportunity  knocks,  one  must  answer  to  door  and  explore  other  pursuits.  In  1 954,  LeRoy  joined  the  Airforce 
which  allowed  him  to  travel  the  world.  He  was  stationed  in  Japan  and  Greenland  and  on  leaves  he  saw  much  of  the  U S.  by 
rail  as  well  as  by  hitchhiking  at  a time  when  it  was  safe.  He  remained  in  the  service  until  honorably  discharged  in  1957  when 
he  joined  the  former  Hurlbut  Paper  Company  and  retired  in  1998  as  Maintenance  Supervisor  for  the  Mead  Corporation.  It 
was  at  Mead  where  LeRoy  met  his  lovely  bride,  Margaret  "Marge”  McDarby.  After  several  years  of  dating,  they  were  married 
in  September  1971. 

The  couple  was  lucky  enough  to  secure  four  acres  of  land  at  Goose  Pond  on  which  they  built  a modest  ranch  with  the  aid 
of  LeRoy’s  brother,  Dick,  a carpenter.  And  thus  began  LeRoy’s  residency  in  the  “boondocks”  as  he  affectionately  referred 
to  his  rural  piece  of  paradise.  Soon  after  moving  in  to  their  completed  home,  LeRoy  and  Marge  welcomed  a daughter,  Kelly, 
and  then  a son,  LeRoy  III,  better  known  as  “Butch.” 

The  years  passed,  friendships,  stories  and  families  grew.  LeRoy  was  always  willing  to  lend  a hand  to  a friend  or  neighbor, 
work  hard  and  provide  for  his  family.  He  set  aside  plenty  of  time  to  enjoy  his  garden  or  pass  the  time  sharing  a drink  with 
friends.  He  would  often  see  the  glass  half  empty  but  he  simply  wouldn't  accept  someone  else  being  unhappy.  He  was  greatly 
concerned  that  those  in  his  presence  be  in  good  spirits.  This  trait  also  made  him  the  world’s  biggest  pushover  with  his 
children  and  grandchildren.  He  left  a legacy  of  pride  in  hard  work,  honesty,  but  most  of  all,  in  his  family. 

LeRoy  was  predeceased  by  a sister,  June,  and  leaves  his  brothers,  Dick,  and  John  and  their  families,  and  many  nieces 
and  nephews.  He  will  be  sorely  missed  by  his  wife,  children,  their  spouses,  Mark,  Kelly  and  Kristen  Palmer,  as  well  as  his 
three  grandchildren,  Mikayla,  Ben  and  Kenley. 


Kelly  Palmer 
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Patricia  “Irish”  Donnelly  Curtin 

(1959-2015) 

Irish  was  born  in  the  Bronx,  but  she  came  to  Pittsfield  in  her  twenties  and  loved  country  life.  Before  I met  her,  she  had 
already  served  in  the  U.S.  Army,  and  later  the  Army  Reserves,  and  in  the  Berkshires  she  became  a case  manager  at  the 
homeless  shelter  at  Barton’s  Crossing  in  Pittsfield. 

We  got  married  in  Las  Vegas  on  May  10,  2002.  We  didn’t  actually  move  to  Tyringham  until  2014,  but  she  loved  to  come 
to  fish  in  Hop  Brook  off  the  bridges  on  Breakneck  and  the  Monterey  Rd.  When  my  mother  died  we  came  to  help  take  care 
of  my  father.  Irish  cooked  and  cleaned  and  in  the  course  of  that  year  she  bonded  with  my  Dad  in  a completely  new  way. 
She  made  a great  egg  salad  and  would  do  puzzles  with  him  by  the  hour.  She  was  also  a very  active  grandmother.  Every 
weekend,  wherever  we  lived,  her  grandson  Shawn  would  come  to  stay.  Ihey  fished,  drew  pictures,  and  watched  kids’ 
movies  together.  He  was  her  “everything.” 

She  was  a very  caring  person  and  loved  to  help  anybody.  Irish  will  always  be  in  my  heart. 

Jamie  Curtin 
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Therese  Anne  Dillon 

(1929-2015) 

Therese  Anne  Dillon  was  born  in  1929  in  Waterloo, 

Canada,  the  10th  child  of  11  in  an  athletically  gifted  family. 

Few  in  Tyringham  had  any  idea  she  was  from,  as  some 
would  say,  “Hockey  Royalty  in  Canada.”  She  wasn’t  a 
bragger  (about  anything)  so  she  rarely  talked  about  her  two 
brothers  who  are  in  the  Hockey  Hall  of  Fame. 

My  mother  met  my  father,  Tom  Dillon,  at  St.  Michael’s 
College  at  the  University  of  Toronto  and,  after  meeting 
him,  said  to  herself,  “Now  that’s  a guy  I could  marry!”  They 
married  in  1954  and  moved  to  Long  Island,  NY,  where  she 
gave  birth  to  the  four  of  us  in  5 years.  Later  they  moved  to 
Larchmont,  NY.  My  parents’  relationship  and  marriage  of  61 
years  was  like  that  of  the  wind  and  a boat’s  sails,  a beautiful 
dance  of  ease  and  tension  as  they  alternated  between 
pulling  in  the  sails  and  letting  them  out,  sometimes  running 
with  the  wind  together. 

My  parents  discovered  Tyringham  fifty  years  ago  in  1966, 
when  Viggo  and  Catha  Rambusch  invited  our  family  to  use 
their  Tyringham  home  one  memorable  autumn  weekend. 

My  three  brothers  and  I exuberantly  traded  ball  games 
played  on  our  suburban  street  for  jumping  from  high  rafters 
in  the  Rambusch  barn  into  dusty  hay  bales  two  stories 
below.  In  1981,  after  fifteen  much-loved  seasons  at  the 
Rambusch  home,  my  parents  bought  Viola  Pickens’  house 
on  3 Church  Road  and  then  Evelyn  Winters’  home  next 
door  in  2000. 

My  mom  loved  outdoor  skating  in  Tyringham,  including 
the  Howards’  Shaker  Pond  and  even  Hop  Brook,  the  rare  winters  it  froze  solid  and  smooth  enough  to  skate.  I have  a picture 

of  her  in  the  dusky  blue  light  of  a late  January  afternoon  exquisitely  gliding  across  the  ice  with  grace.  Swish Glide  ... 

Swish... Glide... Swish... Glide. 

A gifted  tennis  player,  she  loved  playing  on  the  tennis  court  in  Tyringham  behind  Petey  Perkins  home.  She  brought 
all  her  talents  onto  the  court,  her  sense  of  humor,  wit,  quick  insight,  intelligence,  drive,  team  approach,  determination, 
competitiveness  and  her  grace  and  gracefulness.  She  never  hit  a ball  directly  at  her  opponent,  even  if  it  meant  a sure  point, 
and  never  yipped  or  hollered  when  she  won.  Like  her  brother,  Bobby  Bauer,  who  won  the  NHL  Lady  Byng  three  times  for 
outstanding  sportsmanship  when  the  Boston  Bruins  won  the  Stanley  Cup,  she  could  have  won  a Lady  Byng  for  outstanding 
sportsmanship  on  and  off  the  tennis  court.  A natural  teacher,  she  was  welcoming,  patient  and  kind  to  new  players  seeing  the 
best  in  them. 

Therese  naturally  and  seamlessly  drew  upon  Tyringham’s  resources  to  brighten  her  home  and  everyone’s  day  with  her 
contageous  laughter,  flowers,  fresh  baked  cookies,  sweet-smelling  sheets  dried  on  the  line,  and  daily  doses  of  lively  and 
joyful  exercise.  She  taught  her  children  and  six  grandchildren  to  love  and  appreciate  all  these  elements  of  country  life. 

Therese  valued  interesting  conversations  with  her  Tyringham  friends  and  neighbors.  She  was  not  one  to  focus  on  herself, 
preferring  to  give  her  full  attention  to  you.  She  often  followed  up  the  conversation  by  writing  you  a note  and  including  an 
article  relevant  to  the  conversation. 

She  took  great  pleasure  in  walking  up  the  hill  into  the  cemetery  to  enjoy  its  spectacular  views  and  tranquility.  She 
delighted  in  swishing  through  the  valley  on  her  cross-country  skis  right  past  the  place  where  she  now  rests  in  the  Tyringham 
cemetery. 


Margaret  (Maggie)  Dillon  Katz 
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Selectmen  News  2016 

This  year  can  be  characterized  as  a year  of  reflection, 
transition  and  planning.  It  was  the  Board's  first  full 
year  without  the  wisdom  and  guidance  of  Peter  Curtin. 
Thanks  to  the  solid  foundation  that  was  laid  by  all  who 
came  before  us,  we  are  well  positioned  to  meet  future 
challenges.  We  thank  Molly  and  Mimi  for  their  continued 
dedication  and  service  to  the  town.  Molly  keeps  our  town 
offices  running  smoothly  and  she  continues  to  be  the  go- 
to person  for  residents,  town  officials  and  state  officials 
alike.  Moving  forward,  we  will  strive  to  preserve  the 
natural  beauty  of  the  town,  its  sense  of  community  and 
our  shared  sense  of  pride  for  all  things  Tyringham. 

Noah  Choquette,  as  the  new  Highway  Superintendent, 
was  charged  with  continuing  the  standards  of  excellence 
established  by  Richard  Loring  and  Les  Beebe.  Noah, 
with  team  members  Andy  Slater  and  Bill  Roche,  are 
meeting  the  challenge  and  gaining  momentum  every  day. 
In  addition  to  regular  maintenance  and  snow  removal, 
Stonebridge  Ways  was  paved  and  bridge  work  was 
completed  on  Jerusalem  Road.  Working  with  the  Finance 
and  Equipment  Committees,  planning  is  underway  for 
the  orderly  replacement  of  major  equipment  and  the 
repair/replacement  of  aging  roads,  culverts  and  bridges. 
The  Highway  team  also  serves  as  chief  caretakers  and 
handymen  for  Town  Grounds  and  Buildings.  We  are 
fortunate  to  have  a team  that  takes  pride  in  its  work  and 
is  always  willing  to  take  on  any  type  of  project  for  the 
good  of  the  Town. 

Marion  Clarke,  Mike  Curtin  and  Roger  Ketron  were 
faced  with  the  reorganization  of  the  Assessor’s  Office 
following  the  retirement  of  Tim  Taylor.  Through  a 
combination  of  internal  changes  and  outsourcing,  the 
transition  was  successful.  The  Assessor's  office  is 
running  smoothly  and  is  meeting  the  needs  of  the  Town. 
Well  done! 

April  Curtin  began  her  term  as  Town  Clerk  under  a 
torrent  of  new  directives  from  Boston,  which  ranged 
from  record-keeping  requirements  to  election  laws  and 
regulations.  She  consistently  worked  extra  hours  to 
master  the  new  directives  and  to  implement  necessary 
changes.  The  Town  not  only  has  remained  in  full 
compliance,  but  has  consistently  been  among  the  first 
towns  to  meet  new  requirements.  Congratulations! 

Repairing  and  restoring  Town  properties  became 
a priority  in  FYE  2016.  Funding  was  put  in  place  for 
Town  Hall  repairs.  Town  Hall  painting  and  Library  roof 
restoration.  Work  proceeded  for  the  restoration  of  the 
Cemetery  fence.  We  expect  all  projects  to  be  completed 
in  FYE  2017.  Although  not  a Town  property,  the  first 
Affordable-Housing  unit  became  a reality  in  FYE  2016. 
These  projects  could  not  be  successful  if  not  for  the 
efforts  of  a dedicated  and  caring  community.  We  thank 
the  Historical  Commission,  the  Housing  Commission 
and  the  Schulman  family  for  all  of  your  contributions  to 
preserve  and  protect  the  character  of  our  town. 

In  FYE  2016  we  continued  to  inch  our  way  to  high- 
speed Internet.  The  Town  authorized  up  to  $31,000 


for  the  completion  of  fiber  design  and  strand  mapping, 
which  provides  the  basic  information  necessary  to 
begin  discussions  with  a private  service  provider.  The 
Massachusetts  Broadband  Institute  (MBI)  awarded 
Tyringham  a $5,000  grant  to  help  defray  the  cost  of  the 
project.  The  project  was  completed  in  March  of  2016 
and  we  hoped  to  see  some  real  progress  by  the  end  of 
2016.  But  in  the  spring  of  2016  MBI  was  reorganized  and 
state  funding  was  temporarily  suspended.  We  expect 
to  resume  the  planning  process  in  2016  and  now  hope 
to  begin  a build  out  in  2017.  We  thank  the  Broadband 
Committee  for  its  perseverance  in  navigating  the  ever- 
changing  terrain  on  our  path  to  high-speed  Internet. 

The  Board  of  Selectmen  thanks  all  of  our  employees, 
all  elected  officials,  all  appointed  officials,  all  committee 
members  and  all  commission  members  for  your 
dedication  and  service  to  the  Town.  Tyringham  is  a great 
place  to  live  because  of  the  great  people  who  live  here. 
Every  position  is  important  and  every  person  makes  a 
difference.  Thank  you! 


On  behalf  of  the  Select  Board 
Jim  Consolati,  Chairman 


Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 

Constable  Richard  (Hoppy)  Loring 
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The  Valley  Club 


Tyringham  Volunteer  Fire  Company 


Back:  Ben  Havill,  Ray  Morehouse,  John  Howard, 


Bill  Roche,  Michael  Curtin.  Front:  Rob  Kimberley,  Andy  Slater, 
Charles  Slater,  Jacob  Cnttenden,  Ron  Goldberg,  Tom  Ryan. 

Missing:  Rodney  Clark,  Al  Wilcox,  Dan  Rockwell. 

Our  small  company  has  been  through  another  busy  year. 
We  responded  to  50  calls  in  total.  Twenty-eight  calls  were 
medical,  13  alarms,  1 mutual  aid,  2 small  fires,  3 autos  and 
the  rest  classified  as  other. 

The  fire  station  has  received  a lot  of  attention  in  the 
last  14  months.  We  reported  earlier  that  we  installed  a 
new  propane-fired  boiler  last  fall.  In  April  we  replaced  the 
cracked  and  sinking  floor  in  the  truck  bays.  Our  new  floor  is 
reinforced  with  rebar  steel  and  a fiber  additive  was  mixed 
into  the  concrete  for  added  strength.  We  stained  the  floor 
red  which  you  may  notice  on  driving  by  as  we  stained  all 
the  way  across  the  apron  of  the  building. 

Our  fundraising  activities  included  two  pancake 
breakfasts,  a revamped  block  dance,  and  our  fall 
fundraising  appeal.  The  pancake  breakfasts  are  a real 
crowd  pleaser  with  250  meals  served  in  July  and  over  200 
served  on  Labor  Day  weekend. 

The  Block  Dance  was  not  as  popular  as  the  old  steak  roast 
but  the  high  cost  of  staging  and  managing  such  an  event 
with  limited  numbers  of  staff  is  no  longer  possible.  The  fall 
contribution  campaign  has  proved  to  be  highly  popular  with 
our  friends  and  neighbors.  Contributions  paid  for  the  boiler 
and  floor  without  us  dipping  into  our  small  savings  account. 

We  are  pushing  fonA/ard  with  our  plan  to  build  a new  two- 
story  meeting  room  with  garage  space  at  ground  level  for 
the  rescue  vehicles.  We  are  currently  drawing  up  plans  and 
speaking  with  contractors.  An  aggressive  schedule  would 
have  us  building  in  2017.  Stay  tuned  for  further  updates. 

We  are  always  looking  for  new  members  to  pitch  in  with 
this  worthwhile  work.  Please  stop  by  and  sign  up. 

Merry  Christmas  and  Happy  Holidays  from  everyone  at 
the  Fire  Company. 

Charles  Slater,  Fire  Chief 


Tyringham  Topics,  Winter  2016 

Editor,  Robert  Oakes 
Production  Staff: 

Betty  Bean,  Ann  Gallo,  Mini  Gilder,  Maggie  Howard, 
Sarah  Hudson,  Holly  Ketron,  Judy  Sides 


Another  year  has  passed  in  which  we  had  both  sad  and 
pleasant  times.  First,  we  lost  two  treasured  members.  Dot 
Choquette  and  Betty  Cernik.  Each  had  a great  impact 
in  their  own  way  as  past  president  and  treasurer.  Their 
common  sense  and  humor  kept  everyone  on  their  toes. 

This  year  we've  had  two  pot-luck  meals  with  lively 
conversations.  Every  member  brought  a little  of  their  family 
and  life  experiences  for  all  to  enjoy.  Some  experiences 
included  births,  graduations,  weddings,  and  other 
milestones.  We  also  supported  each  other  for  health-issues, 
as  well  as  slight  accidents.  The  support  is  a super  benefit  of 
belonging  to  this  great  organization. 

Many  members  were  able  to  attend  the  showing  of 
“Sleeping  Beauty”  at  Holly  and  Roger's  home.  We  all  agreed 
that  it  was  fun  taking  a trip  down  memory  lane  back  to  our 
childhood  or  younger  adulthood!  The  fun  of  seeing  scenes 
we'd  forgotten  made  for  lively  remembrances  of  where  we 
were  or  who  we  were  with  the  last  time  we  watched  the 
movie,  probably  in  black  and  white  on  TV's  with  tubes! 

Our  Christmas  party  at  Chris  and  Carl's  was  enjoyable.  It 
included  a variety  of  snacks,  games,  lively  conversation  and 
unique  gifts.  Our  refreshments  included  a “Betty”  punch  as 
well  as  an  assortment  of  holiday  goodies.  This  year  we  had 
the  gift  of  receiving  a call  from  Ruth  Swart  then  in  Florida. 
During  the  summer,  we  had  a luncheon  at  the  “Barrington 
Brewery.”  We  enjoyed  the  yummy  fare  while  catching  up  on 
all  family  happenings.  But  most  importantly,  we  did  not  have 
to  cook  and  enjoyed  the  pampering  of  someone  serving  us. 

Our  summer  was  brightened  up  with  flowers  planted 
by  the  club  in  front  of  the  post  office  and  town  hall.  All 
of  the  flowers  were  donated  by  Rod  Clark  from  Clark's 
Garden  Center  on  route  102  in  South  Lee.  Thank  you.  Rod. 
Everyone  who  passed  through  Tyringham  admired  the 
bright  blossoms  all  summer  continuing  into  the  fall. 

President,  Ruth  Heath 
Treasurer,  Chris  Curtin 
Secretary,  Barbara  Adams 


Sandy  Farnham 


Barbara  Adams,  Ruth  Swart,  Kate  Van  Orman,  Betty  Cemik 
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Gavin  Choquette  and  Lily  and  Leanna  Driscoll, 

Pat  Clark’s  granddaughters 

Hop  Brook  Community  Club 

We  have  had  a lively  year  with  some  new  activities. 

A joyful  event  were  the  six  swimming  lessons  master- 
minded by  Alexis  Brown,  former  Tyringham  swimming 
student  herself.  Because  the  town  swimming  pond  had 
suffered  from  the  drought,  the  lessons  were  held  in  Lee  at 
Laurel  Lake  Sandy  Beach.  Instructors  Prashad  and  Whidbey 
from  the  Gladys  Brigham  Center  in  Pittsfield  fielded  eleven 
children  in  three  groups.  It  looks  like  lessons  next  year  could 
advance  the  group  and  bring  in  new  children,  too.  The  Hop 
Brook  Club  contributed  half  the  cost  for  each  student. 

On  the  other  side  of  life,  we  all  mourn  the  loss  of  the 
Club’s  two  beloved  and  longtime  members  and  friends. 

Dot  Choquette  and  Betty  Cernik.  We  will  miss  them  for  a 
long  time  to  come.  We  always  welcome  new  members 
to  help  us  with  future  activities  to  raise  money  for 
scholarships  for  Tyringham  students. 

Because  there  were  no  contested  races  in  our  Town 
elections  we  did  not  hold  a “Meet  the  Candidates”  event. 

In  early  summer  we  produced  the  new  Tyringham 
directory,  thirty  pages  longer,  and  spiral-  bound.  Our  goal 
was  to  include  everyone  we  could  reach  in  Tyringham. 
Adrienne  Miesmer  did  the  very  heavy  lifting  of  pulling  the 
entire  project  together;  it  includes  wonderful  wildlife  photos 
contributed  by  ten  of  our  neighbors.  The  directories  are  in 
the  post  office  if  you  need  an  extra. 

If  you  wish  to  learn  more  about  the  Hop  Brook  Club 
and  what  it  does,  contact  President  Holly  Ketron  at 
hollyketron@gmail.com. 

Holly  Ketron,  President 


Hop  Brook  Community  Club 
Scholarship  News 

We  felt  privileged  to  interview  two  outstanding  scholars 
this  year.  They  impressed  us  not  only  with  their  academic 
excellence  but  also  with  their  service  to  the  community, 
schools,  and  churches.  We  should  be  very  proud  of  these 
two  graduates  and  continue  to  wish  them  the  very  best  in 
their  continued  studies  and  contribution  to  our  community. 
Thanks  again  to  my  fellow  Hop  Brook  Scholarship 
Committee  consisting  of  Lauria  Puntin,  Kate  Van  Orman, 


Maureen  Lenti  and  Maggie  Howard.  It  matters  not  what  time 
of  the  day  or  day  of  the  week;  they  cheerfully  arrive  at  our 
Tyringham  Library  for  interviews. 

Our  first  Hop  Brook  Scholar  is  Jordan  Miller.  Jordan 
attended  Lee  schools  and  took  many  Honor  classes  and  had 
a high  grade  point  average.  She  was  also  in  the  National 
Honor  Society.  However,  in  describing  Jordan,  as  one  of 
her  teachers  said,  “. . . she  is  the  epitome  of  a well-rounded 
student,  because  academics  is  not  her  only  priority.”  She 
was  on  swim  teams  and  was  a life  guard  and  swim  instructor 
as  well  as  playing  the  violin. 

Among  her  many  volunteer  activities,  she  has  helped 
in  local  charities;  specifically.  Helping  Hands,  the  local 
foodbank.  Special  Olympics  and  serving  dinner  at 
community  suppers.  She  was  also  involved  for  many  years 
with  the  Appalachia  Service  Project,  traveling  to  West 
Virginia,  Virginia  and  Kentucky  to  work  on  repairing  homes 
for  those  living  in  poverty. 

But  what  truly  defines  Jordan  is  her  love  of  baking  and  the 
pastry  arts.  She  worked  as  an  intern  at  CakeWalk  and  was 
accepted  into  the  Baking  and  Pastry  Arts  program  at  the 
Culinary  Institute  of  America  in  Hyde  Park,  NY  for  the  two 
year  program.  She  will  then  decide  whether  to  go  on  to  a 
four  year  degree. 

Henrik  Palmer  is  our  second  Hop  Brook  scholar.  Henrik 
excelled  academically  at  Lenox  High  School.  He  also  had  a 
high  grade  point  average,  which  included  many  Honors  and 
AP  classes.  During  his  10th  grade,  he  won  a scholarship 
from  the  State  Department,  Congress-Bundestag  Youth 
Exchange  Program  and  served  as  a youth  ambassador  to 
Germany  for  ten  months  in  a small  former  East  German 
town. 

His  11th  and  12th  grades  at  Lenox  High  were  very  busy 
with  an  Improv  Comedy  Club  that  he  co-founded,  as  well  as 
the  Nordic  Skiing,  Tennis,  and  Soccer  Teams.  He  was  also  in 
the  high  school  musical,  on  the  Quiz  Team,  and  a member  of 
the  Mock  Trial.  Henrik  was  a member  of  the  National  Honor 
Society  and  a volunteer  at  our  church  here  in  Tyringham.  A 
good  deal  of  his  time  was  spent  as  a volunteer  at  American 
Field  Service  helping  exchange  student  orientations, 
interviewing  applicants,  publicizing  the  program,  hosting 
students,  and  chaperoning  field  trips.  He  also  has  played  the 
guitar  and  trumpet  for  many  years  as  well  as  the  piano  and 
ukulele.  He  received  many  awards  his  Senior  year  including 
the  John  and  Abigail  Adams  Scholarship.  Henrik  is  currently 
attending  Wesleyan  University  and  hopes  in  the  future 
to  obtain  a dual-degree  in  an  Engineering  Program  with 
Colombia  or  Dartmouth. 

Henrik  was  also  awarded  the  Georgia  Birkett  Citizenship 
Prize  which  is  given  to  a Hop  Brook  Scholarship  Awardee 
who  has  given  exceptional  time  and  labor  as  well  as  shown 
kindness  and  caring  to  the  community  of  Tyringham.  This 
award  is  not  given  every  year,  so  we  were  very  pleased  to 
present  it  to  Henrik. 

A sincere  thank  you  to  all  of  our  Tyringham  residents,  who 
so  kindly  give  to  our  scholarships  and  attend  our  events 
throughout  the  year,  which  also  support  these  scholarships. 

Betty  Bean,  Scholarship  Chairperson 
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Union  Church  in  Tyringham 


Broadband  Committee 


As  I think  about  this  year’s  Tyringham  Topics  theme, 
“Celebrations,"  I think  about  all  of  the  religious  and 
community  celebrations  that  have  been  held  at  the 
Tyringham  Union  Church.  Since  1844,  when  the  church 
was  erected,  folks  have  gathered  in  our  sanctuary  to 
celebrate  Christmas,  Palm  Sunday,  and  Easter,  as  well  as 
services  of  baptism,  confirmation,  communions,  weddings, 
and  final  celebrations  of  lives  remembered.  Our  church 
basement  has  provided  a gathering  space  for  community 
celebrations  such  as  potiuck  suppers,  family  celebrations, 
and  senior  social  time. 

To  ensure  that  our  church  can  continue  as  a celebration 
space  for  many  years  to  come,  the  Church  Council  has 
now  hired  an  architect,  Mark  Smith  of  Lenox,  to  fulfill 
our  goal  of  completely  redoing  the  basement,  with  new 
commercial-compliant  kitchen  space  for  our  gatherings, 
improved  lighting  and  heat,  not  to  speak  of  creating  an 
attractive  space  true  to  our  church’s  heritage  And,  we  plan 
to  have  complete  handicapped  access  to  both  levels  of  the 
church.  We  are  so  grateful  to  Roger  and  Holly  McLennan 
Ketron  for  leading  this  project. 

This  year  we  wish  to  remember  our  beloved  member 
Betty  Cernik.  Her  generous  gift  of  the  chimes  will  continue 
to  ring  out  into  our  hinterlands  as  a reminder  of  her 
devotion. 

Thank  you  all  for  the  many  ways  you  have  supported  the 
church,  and  I hope  you  will  join  us  for  this  year’s  beautiful 
Candlelight  service  at  5 p.m.  on  Christmas  Eve,  Saturday, 
December  24th. 

Rev.  Janet  McKinstry 


Ruth  LaCompte 


Paint  n’  Sip  at  Union  Church:  Janet  McKinstry, 
Mary  Errichetto,  and  Helen  Curtin 


Our  town  is  moving  forward  towards  fiber  service  for 
everyone.  The  Committee  has  followed  developments  in 
Tyringham’s  discussions  with  possible  builder-provider  Mid- 
Hudson,  a New  York  State  cable  and  fiber  company.  Mid- 
Hudson  did  a full  design  for  fiber  in  Tyringham  this  year,  and 
we  also  did  the  required  survey  of  poles  for  the  system.  We 
are  actively  seeking  other  providers  so  that  we  can  have  a 
choice  when  the  time  comes.  While  progress  through  the 
area  will  be  slow,  we  look  forward  to  a solid  top-rate  system 
for  our  town. 

Holly  Ketron,  Chair 


Council  on  Aging 

This  was  a sad  year,  with  the  loss  of  two  cherished 
long-time  members.  Dot  Choquette  and  Betty  Cernik. 
We  miss  them  so  much. 

Right  before  the  Presidential  election  we  had  a 
visit  from  a Berkshire  Eagle  reporter,  photographer  in 
tow,  to  ask  those  present  what  they  were  thinking  or 
planning  to  do  about  the  election.  The  Eagle  heard 
many  courteous  views  and  thoughts,  and  the  reporter 
remarked  on  what  a ball  he  had  with  the  group. 

You  don’t  need  to  be  a senior  or  a resident  to  come  to 
our  activities  - we  have  a lot  of  fun  and  we  have  come 
to  know  and  enjoy  the  company  of  everyone.  Please 
come! 

The  Council  on  the  Aging  remains  active  with  our 
coffee  hours  on  Tuesday  and  Thursday  mornings, 
10-11:30,  all  year  round.  On  Wednesdays  we  have 
osteoporosis  prevention  exercise  classes  from  9 to 
10.  We  sit  down  to  great  potiuck  lunches,  often  with 
interesting  programs,  in  the  Church  basement  on  the 
second  Tuesday  of  the  month,  September  to  May, 
except  for  holidays  and  elections.  Plus,  we  have  a flu 
clinic  in  the  fall,  volunteer  drivers  for  our  seniors,  and 
a June  volunteer  recognition  lunch  at  Greenock  County 
Club  in  Lee. 

Thomas  L.  Fennelly,  Chair 
Barbara  Adams,  Co-Chair 
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Celebrations  at  the 
Bidwell  House  Museum 


Walter  Engels 


Tonio  and  Barbara  Palmer 


Was  a birth  cause  for  celebration  in  1716?  Certainly  the 
Bidwell  House  Museum  enjoyed  celebrating  the  Reverend 
Adonijah  Bidwell’s  300th  birthday  this  year,  complete 
with  a party  and  cake  for  all  at  the  summer  fundraiser  for 
Tyringham’s  first  minister's  house. 

Adonijah’s  birth  to  Prudence  Scott  Bidwell  in  Hartford, 
Connecticut  Colony,  on  October  18,  1716,  was  likely 
overshadowed  by  the  death  of  his  father  just  a month  prior. 
Thomas  Bidwell  died  on  a sea  voyage  to  the  West  Indies. 
Prudence  was  left  to  care  for  the  newborn  Adonijah  as 
well  as  Thomas  Jr.,  age  5,  Abigail,  3,  and  one-and-a- 
half-year-old  Jonathan.  Somehow  she  managed  the 
family’s  business  affairs  - a store  and  several  trading 
vessels  --  and  raised  the  children  on  her  own,  quite  a feat 
at  a time  when  women  had  few  rights.  Prudence  ran  the 
business  well  enough  to  send  her  youngest,  Adonijah,  to 
Yale  Seminary.  This  set  him  on  the  course  to  become 
Tyringham’s  first  spiritual  leader. 

Adonijah  Bidwell  led  hundreds  of  celebrations  in  our 
town:  according  to  his  “Home  Book”  ( a copy  can  be  found 
in  the  Pittsfield  Athenaeum  Historical  Room),  he  baptized 
378  children  and  adults  and  married  166  couples  in  his 
34  years  as  minister  of  Tyringham,  from  1750  to  1784. 
Imagine  all  those  festivities! 

Today,  the  Bidwell  House  Museum  volunteer  board  is 
charged  with  taking  care  of  the  house  Adonijah  built.  A 
250-year-old  home  needs  special  care,  and  at  this  point 
the  building  needs  a lot:  structural  stabilization  and 
restoration,  a new  roof,  electrical  updates  and  more 
accessible  visitor  facilities.  The  board  has  quietly  been 
raising  the  money  needed  to  carry  out  this  work.  It  is 
cause  for  great  celebration  that  members  and  friends  of 
the  museum  have  matched  grants  from  the  Massachusetts 
Historical  Commission  and  the  Massachusetts  Cultural 
Council  to  raise  about  $500,000  of  the  approximately 
$750,000  needed.  The  museum  is  now  reaching  out  to 
the  community  to  help  raise  the  remainder.  The  Jane 
and  Jack  Fitzpatrick  Trust  has  generously  given  a 1-to-1 
matching  donation  of  up  to  $100,000  to  reach  this  goal 
and  preserve  the  Bidwell  House  Museum  for  the  future. 


Can  you  help,  you  ask?  Yes!  Please  go  to  the 
museum’s  website  at  bidwellhousemuseum.org  or  call 
me  at  413-528-6888  if  you  would  like  to  volunteer,  know  a 
teen  who  would  like  to  become  an  intern,  or  if  you  would 
like  to  give  a donation  to  the  building  restoration  project. 

Thank  you  to  the  many  Tyringham  friends  of  the  Bidwell 
House.  Your  ongoing  support  is  vital  to  the  museum  and 
its  programs!  Please  visit  your  local  history  museum  and 
be  sure  to  come  to  “Township  No.  1 Day"  next  July! 

Barbara  Palmer,  Executive  Director 


Tyringham  Free  Public  Library 

The  Library  was  open  101  days  this  year  on  Tuesday 
afternoons  and  Saturday  mornings  for  two  hours  each. 
Attendance  was  down  slightly,  but  circulation  was  up  from 
the  last  couple  of  years.  We  offer  books  from  the  Best 
Sellers’  lists  and  books  from  genres  which  our  readers  find 
particularly  interesting;  DVDs.  Audio  books  and  passes 
to  local  museums,  as  well  as  high-speed  internet  service, 
which  is  provided  by  the  Massachusetts  Library  Service. 

Our  museum  passes  are  for  the  Bidwell  House,  the  Clark, 
the  Norman  Rockwell  Museum,  Ventfort  Hall,  Hancock 
Shaker  Village,  the  Berkshire  Museum  and  MassMOCA. 

We  welcome  suggestions  for  other  museums  our  patrons 
might  want  to  visit. 

We  are  excited  that  the  Library  roof  is  finally  going 
to  be  repaired  and  will  retain  its  unique  beauty  thanks 
to  the  tireless  work  of  the  Historical  Commission  and 
the  Selectmen  and,  of  course,  thanks  to  the  voters  who 
approved  funding  for  this  work. 

We  thank  those  who  make  contributions  to  the  Library, 
but  caution  that  because  of  limited  space,  we  are  unable 
to  place  every  book  in  our  collection  and  reserve  the  right 
to  decline  donations  or  to  further  donate  them  to  worthy 
causes. 

We  again  welcome  our  neighbors  from  Goose  Pond  and 
are  pleased  to  have  so  many  of  you  using  the  Library. 

Library  hours  are  Tuesday  afternoons  from  3 - 5 pm 
and  Saturday  mornings  from  10  - noon.  Please  come 
and  visit  us. 

Mary  Garner,  Librarian 


THIS  PROJECT  IS  SUPPORTED  IN  PART  BY 


A stale  agency  that  funds  your  community's  local  cultural  council 


This  project  is  supported  in  part  by  a grant  from  the  Tyringham 
Cultural  Council,  a local  agancy  which  is  supported  by  the 
Massachusetts  Cultural  Council,  a state  agency. 
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Tyringham  Properties  Committee 


Tyringham  Housing  Commission 


The  Tyringham  Properties  Committee  works  as 
a volunteer  community  liaison  with  the  Trustees  of 
Reservations  (TTOR)  to  assist  with  property  stewardship  of 
the  four  Tyringham  conservation  areas  owned  by  TTOR — 
Ashintully,  McLennan  Reservation,  Tyringham  Cobble,  and 
the  newest  property  at  Goose  Pond.  Combined,  these 
properties  total  1,032  acres.  Maintaining  the  properties, 
especially  the  Cobble  and  Ashintully,  has  always  been 
a challenge,  and  in  the  past,  along  with  TTOR  staff, 
dedicated  residents  set  a high  standard  for  care  of  these 
properties.  The  challenges  of  keeping  invasive  plants 
in  check,  maintaining  fencing,  and  fighting  against  the 
successional  forces  of  nature  to  maintain  open  pasture  are 
oven/vhelming  at  times. 

In  May  our  garlic  mustard  patrol  continued  work  in 
McLennan  Reservation  removing  the  invasive  plant.  Our 
primary  work  area  near  the  beaver  pond,  where  we  have 
focused  our  efforts  for  several  years,  has  seen  a dramatic 
reduction  in  garlic  mustard  again  this  year.  While  pockets 
of  the  plant  remain  on  site,  overall  the  plant  has  been 
significantly  curtailed  at  the  reservation. 

At  Ashintully,  TTOR  plans  to  replace  the  bridge  to  the 
meadow  on  the  north  side  of  Sodom  Road. 


Holly  Ketron 

The  Housing  Commission  and  the  Affordable  Housing 
Association  (TAHA)  have  had  an  exciting  year.  There  were 
fourteen  official  meetings  between  December  and  June.  In 
September  2015  the  asking  price  for  161  Main  Road  was 
lowered  to  $199K.  In  October  we  made  an  offer  ($175K). 

In  November  we  started  raising  money!  We  applied  to 
seven  foundations  and  appealed  to  all  Tyringham  residents. 
By  June,  57  gifts  had  come  in,  three  in  the  form  of  services, 
three  from  non-profits  (the  Hop  Brook  Club,  Lee  Bank, 
and  the  Berkshire  Bank  Foundation).  Counting  the  gifts 
received  in  an  earlier  fund  drive,  more  than  100  residents 
have  contributed,  and  the  Town’s  donations  voted  at 
Annual  Meetings  have  been  a very  substantial  support.  So 
many  folks  have  helped  with  this  project  over  the  years  that 
it  now  really  belongs  to  the  town. 

During  the  six  months  from  January  to  June  2016,  much 
of  the  house  was  repaired  or  renovated  or  cleaned  or 
painted;  and  we  coped  with  insurance,  inspections,  a line 
of  credit,  a formal  occupancy  agreement,  and  legalities. 
Throughout  this  process  we  got  moral  support  and  expert 
advice  from  Construct  of  Great  Barrington  and  attorney 
Ann  Deely.  In  July  we  welcomed  Amy  Fennelly  and  Byron 
Renderer  as  tenants.  Their  rent  helps  pay  the  mortgage, 
and  their  presence  in  town  gives  actuality  to  the  principles 
of  affordable  housing  in  Tyringham. 


Carey  McIntosh,  Chair 


Joe  Gallo  clearing  the  Cobble  in  the  downpour 
For  our  annual  Cobble  work  day  we  continued  clearing 
along  fence  lines  and  cut  back  brush  around  the  trees  in  the 
red  barn  field  to  facilitate  mowing  closer  to  the  trees.  Our 
deepest  thanks  go  to  the  intrepid  group  that  braved  the  rain 
and  cold.  In  spite  of  the  bad  weather,  we  made  significant 
progress.  Special  thanks  to  JoAnne  Larsen  for  her 
delicious  chili.  A majority  of  the  fence  line  is  now  clear.  We 
are  continuing  to  look  at  fencing  options  for  the  Cobble  and 
will  be  walking  the  fence  lines  with  TTOR  staff  in  November. 

Thank  you  to  the  friends  of  the  Tyringham  properties 
that  have  donated  time  and  money  to  preserve  these 
special  places  for  the  enjoyment  of  our  community,  visitors 
and  passersby.  Please  join  us  for  future  events.  Come 
and  get  some  exercise  in  the  fresh  air,  meet  your  neighbors 
and  help  preserve  these  beautiful  properties! 


Larry  Bravo,  Chair 
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Carey  McIntosh,  Larry  Bravo  and  Nancy  Forget 


Clark  Sisters — Robin  Fitzgerald  and  Kristie  Driscoll 


Jen  Salinetti  and  Joe  Gallo 


Nini  Gilder 


Pat  Holian 


Nini  Gilder 


Elizabeth  Elliott  HollyKetron 


Holian  Twins — Emily  and  Nicholas 


Holly  Ketron 


Toodie  Alsop  and  Anne  Palmer 


Holly  Ketron 
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Ricki  Cowell  Holly  Ketron 


LynnBertelli  Holly  Ketron 


Charlie  Slater  and  his  Humvee 


Sandy  Farnham 


Ann  Gallo 


Owen  Slater,  grandson  of  the  chief  Sandy  Farnham 
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Kathy  Bock 


Karen  Williams  Holly  Ketron 


Holly  Ketron 


Henning  Carlson 


Holly  Ketron 


''-w 

Christina  Alsop 
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Election  Team:  Laura  Puntin,  Louisa  Gilder 

Maggie  Curtin,  Chris  Curtin,  April  Curtin 


Toodie  Alsop,  Petey  Perkins  Hoiiy  Ketron 


Petey  Perkins  Ketron 


Bonnie  Costello  Hoiiy  Ketron 
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Celebrations  Past  and  Present  Crossword  by  Alison  Donald 


Across 

I.  (live  a darn 

5.  Beethoven's 
"Moonlight " 

II.  Take  a long  look 

15.  Corporate  VIP 

16.  Some  gov't  securities 

17.  l ake  l yringham  Rd. 
to  get  there 

18.  1905  Tyringham 
celebration 

20.  Add  a little  color  to 

21.  Kia  minivans 

22.  Keep  an  eye  on 

23.  Josh  Billings  event 

28.  Morning  celebration 
at  the  Pavilion 

35.  "That  threw  me  for 

I" 

36.  Classic  computer 
game 

37.  "I-Acusez- " 

38.  Hammerstein's  partner 

41.  Paving  material 

44.  When  repeated,  a 
dance 

45.  "It's " (I'll  pay) 

48.  Marriott  or  Hilton 

49.  "Scary"  Pyringham 
celebration 

54.  Some  voters 

55.  Anny  unifomi 
material 

58.  Eternal 

63.  River  near  the 
Pyramids 

64.  Evening  celebration  at 
the  Pavilion 

68.  Scent 

69.  Indian  turnover 

70.  Canoe  or  punt 

71.  Spelling  contests 

72.  Institute,  Big  Sur 

retreat 

73.  Tax  return  ID's 


Down 

1.  Boardroom  VT.P.'s 

2.  Wheel  connector 

3.  Eoxx  of  "Sanford  and 
Son" 

4.  Cave  sound  effect 

5.  One  of  the  four 
evangelists  (abbrev.) 

6.  Baby  bodysuit 

7.  "This  instant!" 

8.  Absorbed,  as  a cost 

9.  Golf  bag  item 

10.  Inquire 

11.  Failed  in  school 

12.  Arguing 

13.  Brass  component 

14.  Book  after  Neh. 

19.  Recorded 

22.  Chinese  cookware 


24.  Rocket  interceptor, 
for  short 

25.  Attempt 

26.  "For jolly  good 

fellow" 

27.  Back  muscles,  for 
short 

28.  Make  very  dry 

29.  Hawaiian  greeting 

30.  Situated  at  a Junction 

31.  Gear  tooth 

32.  Italian  violin  maker 

33.  Rubber- shoes 

34.  Car  owner's  document 

39.  Uses  the  oars 

40.  Dagger  of  yore 

42.  ITS.  gym  class 

43.  Opposite  of  vert. 

46.  Sign  on  a restroom 
door 


47.  Tolkien  tree  creature 

50.  Eos  Angeles  team 

51.  Japanese  sash 

52.  Final  transport 

53.  Greek  sea 

55.  Door  feature 

56.  Conceal 

57.  Sunburn  soother 

59.  Chocolate  dogs 

60.  Baseball's  Slaughter 

61.  Read,  as  a bar  code 

62.  Film  locations 

64.  Opposite  of  NNW 

65.  as  in  queen 

66.  Actress  I'hurman 

67.  "You've  got  mail"  co. 
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Answers  to  crossword  puzzle  on  p.  33 


NEWS  FROM  NEAR  AND  FAR 


Celebrations  were  on  everyone’s  mind  when  they 
responded  to  The  Tyhngham  Topics  appeal  this  year, 
beginning  with  a vignette  from  John  Hanson  “When  I 
was  a little  kid,  probably  in  the  late  1950s,  I remember 
one  summer  my  parents  took  us  to  a wedding  at  the 
Urquhart  place.  The  cows  had  garlands  of  flowers 
in  their  horns!"  (see  p.2  for  a full  account  of  that 
celebration). 

John  Hanson  continues  with  an  archeological 
mystery  about  an  old  Tyhngham  party  on  the  'Bliss  Farm’ 
property.  “There  is  one  particular  celebration  that  lives 
on  in  family  legend.  The  story  goes  that  in  the  1950s, 
when  my  grandparents  were  having  the  septic  system 
installed,  the  excavators  unearthed  a pile  of  shucked 


oyster  shells  and  empty  champagne  bottles.  No  one 
knows  what  the  occasion  was,  or  when  - maybe  a 
wedding  around  the  turn  of  the  20th  century?  It  must 
have  been  a fun  party!” 

Alice  Hale  produced  a clipping  describing  just  this 


sort  of  festivity 
- her  great- 
grandparents, 
George  and 
Alice  Dorman 
Hale’s  silver 
wedding 
anniversary  in 
October  1894. 
175  friends 
and  neighbors 
enjoyed  a 
seated  meal 
with  dancing 
afterwards  in 
the  great  Sunset 
Farm  barn, 
described  by 
The  Gleaner  as 
“the  pride  of  the 
valley.” 

And  the 
celebrations 
continue  today... 
Frank  Cespedes 
and  Bonnie 
Costello  of  the 
George  Cannon 
Rd  write:  “On 
September  10 
we  celebrated 
the  marriage 
of  our  daughter 
Helen  Cespedes 
to  Peter  Mark 
Kendall.  The 
wedding 


DNESDAY,  OCTOBER  3,  )i 


fTHEHAlE  SILVER  WEDDING 

The  first  social  event  to  mark  the 
! approach  of  the  cold  weather  was 
the  silver  wedding;  celebration  at 
Geori^e  E.  Hale’s  last  Wednesday 
night.  It  was  one  of  the  largest  af- 
fairs gi?en  in  Tyringham  in  years  and 
it  IS  extremely  donbtfalif  another  ou- 
oars  soon  to  surpass  it  in  tbe  number 
present,  in  the  bonntifnl  repast,  In 
tbe  music,  etc.  Abont  176  persons 
; tiat  down  to  sapper.  The  house  was 
I beaotitully  decorated  with  evergreens 
I ferns  and  fiowers,  while  tbe  great 
; barn,  which  i.s  the  pride  of  the  valley, 

I was  draped  with  fhujtA  decked  with 
! wild  fiowers  and  brilliantly  illuminat- 
I ed.  J.  W.  Sweet  won  many  compli- 
luents  as  master  ot  ceremonies,  and 
Swift’s  orchestra,  of  Pittsfield,  dis- 
oonrj^  lively  mosic  first  in  tbe  bouse 
and  tnen  for  the  dancers  on  the  barn 
Jfior.  There  was  rei^sented  nearly 
every  lamiiy  Is  TyHogoatu  and  manv 
waiuefroin  neighboring  toWos.  The 
presents  were  snmerooi  and  cosily, 
oelog  as  a rale  both  uaefal  and  orna- 
ineotal.  Many  neighborl  in  Tvriug- 
^ntaod  W.  Chadwick  and  J.  M. 
of  Lie  ooltsd  to  (Arlng  a 
>s  04k  sideboard  and  alio  a 
Both  pisossiiasplsoaraiy 
Tbe  Lae  Onum  ssiit  a f^^d 
f»rlloed  ^ Jiber 
tejUf  sr  is^  a sojftfwon 

pas, 


took  place  at  Ashintully 
Gardens.  After  a summer 
of  drought,  rain  was 
forecast  for  the  exact 
hour  of  the  ceremony,  2 
p.m.  But  the  gods  smiled 
and  the  rain  held  off.  It 
was  a beautiful  afternoon 
and  evening,  with  guests 
from  as  far  away  as  South 
Africa  and  as  close  as 
across  the  street.” 

Jill  and  YoYo  Ma  are 
still  reveling  in  a beautiful 
family  occasion  two  years 
ago  “How  fortunate  we 
were  to  have  celebrated 
Emily  and  John’s  wedding 
on  that  glorious  day  in 
September  2014!" 


Michael  Lavin  Flower 


Helen  Cespedes  and 
Peter  Mark  Kendall 


Just  as  we  go  to  press, 
Molly  Curtin-Schaefer 
writes  of  a festivity 
on  November  5.  “In 
celebration  of  Maggie 
and  Tommy  Curtin’s  52nd 
wedding  anniversary 
family,  friends  and 
neighbors  gathered  at  the 
Stockbridge  Sportsman’s 
Club  for  a surprise 
party  in  their  honor.  We 
enjoyed  delicious  food 
and  many  stories  and 
laughs.  Cheers!”  See 
page  1 for  a report  on  the 
Curtin  family  reunion. 

The  Heath  family,  like  the  Curtins,  dates  back  decades 
in  Tyringham  history,  but  they  are  now  spread  far  and  wide. 
Ruth  Heath  sends  us  this  picture  of  a weekend-long  Heath 
Family  reunion  in  early  September  this  year  at  Camp  Ta- 
Ga-Soke,  at  Sylvan  Beach  on  Oneida  Lake  in  upstate  NY. 


Maggie  and  Tom  Curtin 


Heath  Family  Reunion 


Dianne  Fennelly  describes  the  “beautiful,  emotional, 
and  overwhelmingly  attended”  swearing-in  ceremony 
of  her  son,  Darrell  Fennelly,  as  Police  Chief  of 
Stockbridge  in  May.  Darrell  graduated  from  police 
academy  in  2003,  and  when  his  father  Eddie  was 
dying,  he  was  a police  officer  in  Becket.  He  joined  the 
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(Williams)  and  Chuckie  Clark  peering  through  the  columns 
of  the  porch  of  the  Union  Church  just  before  my  wedding 

to  Bob  Luchars  in  June 
1957.  The  second  shows 
Duffy  Clark  on  July  30, 

1 967,  the  day  of  Charles 
Luchars’  fifth  birthday, 
in  the  field  behind  the 
barn  at  Merrybrook 
(now  owned  Clucas/ 
Kittredge).  The  children 
include  Barrie  Luchars  guiding  the  birthday  boy  on  the  far 
left,  Alex  Elliott  (almost  white  towhead  in  the  cart)  and  his 
sister  Susannah  with  long  blond  hair  stepping  up.  “The 
third  is  a group 
photograph  of 
most  of  my  family 
and  me  on  top 
of  Cobble  on  a 
balmy  November 
day  in  2010  in 
celebration  of  my 
75th  birthday.” 


The  Krasnoffs’  first  Tyringham  Thanksgiving 


Lainie  and  Larry  Krasnoff  also  went  into  the  family 
archives  and  found  this  photo  from  1999.  “It  was  taken 
on  our  first  Thanksgiving  in  our  Cabin  [on  the  Monterey 
Rd.].  We  moved  in  on  Halloween  and  were  excited  to 
have  the  family  up  to  enjoy  the  holiday  there.  We  are  now 
looking  forward  to  starting  our  17th  year  in  Tyringham... 
and  send  our  best  wishes  for  a wonderful  new  season  of 
celebrations.” 

Some  of  the  celebratory  news  announced  the  arrival  of 
new  babies.  Writing  from  Santa  Cruz,  CA,  Peggy  Snider 
reports  a new  grandson,  Leandro  Kelly  Pisoni,  son  of 
Lorenzo  and  Jes.  Bill 
Cosel  and  Adrienne 
Miesmer  find 
themselves  suddenly 
grandparents  of 
three,  with  two  born 
this  year!  Gabey 
and  Luke’s  first  child, 

Inez  Vera  Lark  Cosel 
Thompson,  arrived 
in  Washington  DC 
on  October  18th  and 
Molly  and  WII,  who 
live  in  Tyringham,  had 
second  son  Richard 
James  Wendt  on  July 

9th.  Bill  and  Adrienne  Adrienne  and  Inez 

write  “Ricky  joins  his 

brother  Jack,  now  20  months  old,  who  is  helping  his  little 
brother  to  understand  tractors.”  Meanwhile  with  Inez’s 
arrival,  Gabey  and  Luke  will  be  moving  into  a larger  home 
early  next  year,  3524  Tenth  St  NW,  Washington,  DC  20010. 
Gabey  is  working  for  the  Federal  Drug  Administration 
and  Luke  is  at  the  State  Department.  Nini  and  George 
Gilder’s  first  grandchild,  son  of  Mellie  and  Greg 
Tyrosvoutis  was  born  in  Mae  Sot  Thailand,  on  Feb  1st 
Thai  time,  Jan  31st  U S.  time!  His  name  is  Kosta  Gilder 
Tyrosvoutis.  He  goes  by  “Gus.” 

Bound  for  sweeping  triumphs  at  the  next  Tyringham  Pet 


Darrell  Fennelly  s®"  Garver 


Stockbridge  police  force  in  2008.  At  the  swearing-in 
Darrell  thanked  former  police  chiefs  of  Lee,  Tyringham 
and  Becket  for  helping  him  early  in  his  career.  “Eddie 
would  have  been  so  proud,”  Dianne  reflects. 

From  New  York  City  Margaret  Luchars  Richards  dug 
deep  in  the  family  photos  and  sent  three  special  Tyringham 
ones  of  celebrations.  “The  first  shows  Karen  Winters 
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Show,  Betty  and  Bill  Bean's  Havanese  pup,  Ricky,  has 
passed  his  first  Agility  Trial.  Another  talented  (part-time) 
Tyringham  dog,  Talley,  lives  with  Bob  Moskin  and  Lynn 
Goldberg  in  New  York  City  when  not  on  the  Jerusalem 
Rd.  Bob  reports  on  the  rest  of  the  family  “David  and 
Camela  are  in  Hadley,  MA;  Mark  in  New  York  City;  and 
Nancy  in  Medford,  MA.”  The  Moskin  grandchildren  are 
moving  through  and  beyond  their  college  years.  Isaac  is  a 
graduate  of  UMass,  Lillian  a senior  at  Oberlin  and  Mae  a 
freshman  at  Wesleyan. 

Also  starting  this  year  at  Wesleyan — and  a very  grateful 
recipient  of  a Hop  Brook  scholarship — is  Henrik  Palmer. 
Parents  Barbara  and  Tonio  are  adjusting  to  the  “empty  nest,” 
with  daughter  Caroline  working  at  Brigham  and  Women’s  in 
Boston,  and  son  William  enjoying  junior  year  at  Emory. 

Peter  and  Gall  Charpentier  write  that  their  daughter 
Lissy  “is  in  her  last  year  of  a Master’s  Degree  in  Clinical 
Psych  with  a concentration  in  Forensic  Psychology.  She 
is  currently  interning  at  Jones  in  Pittsfield.”  Mary  and 
Gino  Errichetto’s  son,  Nick,  is  attending  Berkshire 
Community  College  and  working  at  Carlson’s  Autobody. 

The  Errichettos  welcomed  Schmall  Schoonmaker  into 
their  family  this  year.  A year  younger  than  Nick,  Schmall 
is  currently  a senior  at  Monument  Mountain  High  School. 
Jerry  and  Elaine  Miller  report  on  their  three  college  girls. 
“Samantha  will  graduate  in  this  December  with  a degree 
in  Elementary  Education  from  Westfield  State  University. 
She  is  currently  working  full-time  as  an  intervention 
specialist  at  Egremont  Elementary  School  in  Pittsfield. 
Hannah  is  a junior  at  Emerson  College  in  Boston  majoring 
in  Journalism  and  minoring  in  Marketing.  She  will  be 
spending  her  spring  semester  at  Emerson’s  Los  Angeles 
campus.  She  currently  has  a part-time  job  at  The  Boston 
Globe  and  also  lifeguards  and  teaches  swim  lessons  in 
Boston.  Jordan  is  in  her  first  year  at  the  Culinary  Institute 
of  America  in  Hyde  Park,  NY.  She  is  majoring  in  Pastry 
and  Baking  Arts  and  enjoying  college  life!” 

Celia  Kittredge  sent  us  grandchildren  news.  “William 
Ogden  is  in  his  second  year  at  Fordham  Law,  Alex  Ogden 
graduated  from  Fairfield  University,  George  Ogden  is 
working  on  his  Phd  in  Mathematics  at  Columbia,  and  Sarah 
has  started  her  third  year  working  for  Goldman  Sachs.” 

Molly  Curtin-Schaefer  sends  two  photos  with  family 
news.  The  first 
is  of  son,  Ben, 
a grad  student, 
in  a quiet 
moment  on  his 
archeological 
site  in  southern 
Peru,  teaching 
three-year-old 
Tamara  how  to 
count  numbers 
up  to  15  in 
Spanish.  “She 

thought  every  number  after  8 was  10,  so  Ben  wanted  to 
help  her.  After  they  were  done  she  jumped  up  and  said 


‘I  did  it,’  and  then  she  scurried  off  to  tell  her  mom  what 
she  could  do.”  Ben  spoke  at  the  Tyringham  Town  Hall  in 
September  about  his  research  on  funerary  customs.  The 
second  photo 
Molly  sent  us 
shows  her  at  a 
special  seminar  in 
the  State  House 
in  Boston.  “I  was 
nominated  by 
Senator  Downing 
to  participate  in 
the  77th  Citizens’ 

Legislative 
Seminar,  a 
seminar  educating 
the  public  on  how 
the  legislative 
process  actually 
functions  in  the 
Commonwealth. 

Thirty-nine  people 
from  around  the  state  joined  in  this  two-day  session.  In 
a simulated  senate  session,  we  reviewed,  debated  and 
voted  in  the  Senate  Chamber  on  Senate  bill  No.  2477. 
This  bill  established  a family  and  medical  leave  and 
temporary  disability  leave  insurance  program.” 

Alan  and  Mary  Garner  s daughter  Nancy  Garner 
continues  to  live  in  Durham  NC  where  she  recently 
received  another  promotion  at  Duke  Clinical  Research 
Institute.  She  works  with  physicians  who  do  medical 
research,  helping  them  develop  their  business  proposals 
and  financial  plans  so  they  can  apply  for  funding.  The 
whole  application  process  can  take  months,  even  years. 
Deanna  Garner,  Mary  and  Al’s  granddaughter,  still  lives 
in  Santa  Barbara,  CA.  She  is  a self-employed  graphic 
designer  working  mostly  for  a medical  technology 
marketing  company.  Gray  Matter  Marketing.  She 
continues  to  write  and  make  art  in  her  free  time. 

“All  is  well  in  the  Consolati  family”  writes  Karen 
Consolati  “Jim  is  busy  with  lots  of  projects  (including 
being  a selectman  in  town!).  Ben  is  very  busy  at  General 
Dynamics,  and  Austin  is  doing  well  at  Berkshire  Life. 


Jim,  Evan  and  Karen  Consolati 
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Darren  and  his  girlfriend  Monique  quit  their  jobs  and  are 
travelling  across  our  great  USA,  I am  not  sure  where 
or  when  they  will  land.  Evan,  who  hiked  the  entire 
Appalachian  Trail  this  spring/summer,  is  on  to  his  next 
adventure  in  Portland,  Oregon.  Life  is  good!  Thanks  to  the 
Hop  Brook  Club  for  all  you  do! 

After  years  in  Italy  and  suburban  Boston,  Ann  and  Joe 
Gallo  have  finally  moved  to  Tyringham  full-time.  “The 
Gallo  Girls  are  either  in  college,  graduating  or  working  full 
time.  Onwards!  Happy  New  Year  to  all!” 

Writing  from  Cambridge,  MA,  John  and  Elizabeth 
Hanson  are  “glad  to  be  spending  more  time  in  the  Valley, 
and  doing  some  projects  around  the  house.  Last  winter’s 
red  squirrel  infestation  was  memorable,  but  with  the  walnut 
trees  gone  (no  more  free  food)  and  the  cellar  masonry 
tightened  up  (thanks,  Michael  and  Hoppy),  we  hope 
we  have  turned  the 
corner.”  John's  mother, 

Dorothea  Hanson 
sends  her  best  regards 
to  all  her  friends  in 
town,  from  Sweetwood 
in  Williamstown. 

Mary  and  Ozzie 
Rathbun  write  from 
their  new  apartment 
in  Lee,  “We  would  like 
to  say  how  much  we 
miss  Tyringham  and  all 
the  people.” 

Holly  Ketron  visited 
her  step-mother 
Katharine  McLennan 
in  Florida  recently  and 
sent  us  this  wonderful 
photo  of  Katharine  in 

the  supermarket.  Msry  Rdthbun  Hoiiy  Ketron 


Katharine  McLennan 


Holly  Ketron 


Midnight  Millennial  Bonfire 
Toodie  Alsop 
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Berkshire  Eagle 

Boy  Scout  Garrett  Roche  reading  The  Gettysburg  Address  at  Memorial  Day  Observances  in  Tyringham  Cemetery. 


Larry  Bravo 


Answers  to  crossword  puzzle  p.  28 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 


In  Memory  of  Stet 

Barbara  Adams  & all  the  Adams  family 
Robin  & Ken  Almgren,  Gunnar  & Suzanne 
Robert  & Toodie  Alsop  & family 
Ken  & Sue  Baker 
Betty  & Bill  Bean  & Ricardo  Bean 
Lynn  Bertelli  & Alan  Wilcox 
Kathy  Bock  & Dan  Jocz 
Kim  and  Mary  Lou  Bradley 
Teresa  Bragdon  & John  Cannon 
Denise  Hoefer  & Dennis  Brandmeyer;  Tracy; 

Alex  Brandmeyer,  Elisenda  Peters  & Alma  Brandmeyer 
Larry  Bravo 

J.  Todd  Briggs  & Gail  A.  Briggs 

Mary  Ann  Brown;  Nicole  Brown  & Michele  Monserrati  & 
Livia;  Alexis  & Kris  Kennedy,  Miles  & Emil 
Jack  & Irmgard  Bucher 

Joyce  & Henning  Carlson  & Kimberly;  Michael,  Ryan 
Zachary 
David  Carriere 

In  loving  memory  of  Betty  J.  Cernik 
The  Cernik  family 

Edgar  Chamorro,  Edgar  Ignacio  y Myra,  Linda  y Mateo 
Chamorro  w/s/?  you  all  a Happy  New  Year  and  Merry 
Christmas 

Peter  & Gail  Charpentier;  Lissy  & Shawne  & Hollis 
Ellerbe;  Matthew,  Christina,  Alexandria  & Michael 
Charpentier 

In  loving  memory  of  Dorothy  Choquette 

Aubrey  Choquette,  Bob  & Sue  Choquette  & family  & 
Eddie  Choquette 
Chuck  & Terry  Clark  & Jon; 

David,  Shannon,  Jacob  & Zachary  Clark 
Kevin,  Sarah,  Kayden,  Max  & Charlie 
Pat  Clark  & family 

Jim  & Karen  Consolati;  Ben,  Austin,  Darren  & Evan 
In  memory  of  all  deceased  members  of  the  Hale  and 
Carter  families: 

Bill  & Christine  Corcoran;  D C.,  Dylan,  Mason  & 

Mary  Yvonne  Bienvenue;  Christian  & Maizie 
Bienvenue,  Wren  & Roque 
Bill  Cosel  & Adrienne  Miesmer,  Gabey  Cosel  & Luke 
Thompson  & Inez;  Molly  Cosel  & Will  Wendt  & Jack 
Jonah  & Ricky 
Ricki  & Steve  Cowell 

Carl  & Chris  Curtin;  Christopher  & Chrissie, 

Quinn  & Paige  Barry;  Larry  & Chrissy  Curtin, 

Merry  Christmas  to  all 

Gene  & Nancy  Curtin;  Kevin,  Cindi,  Hunter,  Caden  & 
Kendall  Curtin;  Gene,  Lee  & Oliver  Curtin;  Scott, 
Kristen,  Aubrey  & Makenzie  Curtin 
In  memory  of  Neil  Curtin  and  all  loved  ones 
Helen  Curtin  & Gerry  Curtin 


In  loving  memory  of  Katy  Beth  Curtin  Murphy 

Jim  & Kathy  Curtin,  Denise,  Joe  & Jess  and  William 
James  Curtin; 

Jim,  Helen,  Kara  & Anita  Curtin;  Shawn  Murphy 
In  loving  memory  of  Sissy  Curtin,  Joe  and  Marion  Whalen 
John  & Lori  Curtin 

In  loving  memory  of  Deanna  & Peter  Curtin 

Tom  & Maggie  Curtin,  Missy  and  Peter  Curtin  Jr  and 
sons  Ethan,  Collin;  Jamie  Curtin  and  family,  Joshua, 
Nissa  & Asia;  Matt  Curtin  & Joni,  Dillon  & Devon; 

Eden  & Joshua  Curtin,  Dominic;  Tina  Eral  & Megan 
Sue  & Joe  Delmolino;  Brody,  Mariah,  Amara  Hale, 

Brian  Delmolino,  Nicole  & Dustin  Hover 
Tom  Dillon,  Joe  & Margaret  Dillon  Katz,  Rebecca 
Alison  Donald 

John  Donald  & Penelope  Borax,  David,  Jill  & William  & 
Andrew  Donald;  Adam  & Shelby  Donald 
In  loving  memory  of  Roy  & Candace  Heath  & my  sister 
Candace  Coco 

Donna  & Gerry  Drake  Merry  Christmas  to  all  family 
and  friends 

The  Elliotts:  Clint  & Elizabeth;  Susannah  Elliott  & Kim 
Novick;  Alex  Elliott;  Rosy  Elliott  & Hank  Glassman 
Gino  Errichetto  & Mary  Curtin  Errichetto,  Nick  Errichetto, 

& Schmall  Schoonmaker 
Mark  & Sandy  Farnham 
Chris  Fanta  and  Carol  Hardy-Fanta 
Donald,  Bridget,  Elisabeth  & Rudd  Fawcett 
Jim  & Eugenie  Fawcett;  Nan,  Rob,  Zachary  & Elliot 
Sedgwick;  James  & Kathy,  Richard  & Clara  Fawcett, 
John,  Carol  & Eliza  Fawcett 

Bill  & Marilyn  Fennelly,  Parker  & Ethan  Dakota  Fennelly; 

Catherine,  Brian  & Phoebe  & Phin  Bailey 
In  memory  of  Edward  S.  Fennelly 

Dianne,  Adam,  Darrell  Fennelly  & Pat 
Everett  & Mary  Ann  Fennelly;  Everett  Jr,  MaryBeth  & 

Luke;  Amy  Fennelly  & Byron  Renderer;  Kathleen  & 
Terrence  & Liam  Harris 
Thomas  Fennelly  Sr.  & Jr. 

Wishing  our  friends  & neighbors  all  the  best 
Nan  & Paul  Freed 

Ann  & Joe  Gallo;  Adriana,  Phoebe  & Francesca 
Allan  & Mary  Garner;  Nancy  Garner  Wood,  David 
Garner  & Levi 

Helena  (Palmer),  Stefan,  Damian,  Francesca 
& Therese  von  Gatterburg 

Nini  & George  Gilder;  Louisa,  Mellie  & Greg  Tyrosvoutis  & 
Gus,  Richard  & fiancee  Irene  Cubero,  Nannina  & Joe 
Steam 

Kathryn  Greenthal  & Ted  Stern  Season's  Greetings 
Sally  Griffin  & Eric  Griffin 
In  memory  of  loved  ones 
Alice  M.  Hale 
In  memory  of  Mary 
Don  Hale 
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SEASON’S  GREETINGS! 


In  memory  of  my  late  son,  David  Hale.  Merry  Christmas  to 
all:  Jean  Hale 

Dorothea  Hanson,  John  Hanson  & Elizabeth  & family 
Kate  Harding 

The  Hartmans:  Steve  & Judy,  less  Moore  & Hazel,  Nadia, 
Dave,  CoCo,  Wyatt  Watts 
Gladys  Heath 

Ruth  A Heath;  John;  Karie,  Wendy;  Paul,  Jennifer, 
Rhiannon,  Jacob;  Christina  Heath;  Herb  & Debbie 
Heath;  Karen  & Joe  Pulver;  Amy,  Abby  & Lily 
Fredsal;  Eric,  Brian,  Terri,  Dylan,  Brooklyn  Heath; 
Connie  & Kevin  Keegan;  Shawn  Heath  & Darlene 
Ferritti;  Nancy  & Randy,  Robert,  Adam  & Lora,  Tyler, 
Cameron  Wade;  Steve  & Ruth  LeCompte:  Anatoly, 
Shannon  & Alexander  Davidenko;  Tim,  Erin,  Olivia  & 
Owen  Hart 

Murray  Hochman  & Lois  Jensen 
Maggie  Howard 
Sarah  Hudson 

The  Joyner  and  Kearns  families 
Holly  & Roger  Ketron;  & the  Lefkowitzes,  the 
Wheelwrights,  the  Birdsalls  & Susanna  Ketron 
Mary  D.  Kierstead;  Plum,  Susanna  & Sophie,  Willem; 

Nick  & Lisa,  Hopper,  Lilabel  Virginia 
Celia  Kittredge,  Kit  Clucas,  the  Jay  Ogdens,  Tom  Ogdens, 
the  Sullivans,  the  Charlie  Kittredges,  the  Scotts  & the 
Rowleys 

Betty  Kramer;  Alice  Truax;  Jane  Thrailkill  & Hawley 
Truax,  Olivia  & Naomi;  Julie  & Charles  & George 
Lainie  & Larry  Krasnoff 

Sue  McIntosh  Lloyd,  Bob,  Ben,  Seth  and  Tom  Lloyd 
Dave,  Marge,  Matt  & Katelyn  Loring 
Dot  & Dick  Loring;  Deborah  Hall,  Amy  & Marcus,  Ashley 
& Drew,  Alyssa,  Aden,  Abel  Charles  Rivers;  Henry  Hall 
& Alisha;  Chris  Pepe  & Lizzy,  Hall,  Sage  & Ivy.  Rick 
Loring  & Tammy;  Ed  & Marion  Loring 
In  memory  of  William  & Jane  Bond  and  Charlie  & Bea 
Loring:  Russ  & Margaret  Loring 
Tunk  & Dede  Loring  & all  family  members 
Paul  Margus 

Carey  McIntosh  & Joan  Ferrante;  Rustin  McIntosh  & 

Than  McIntosh;  Amy  Pullen,  Ethan  & Lydia 
Ken  & Peggy  McIntosh 

Angelica  McLennan;  the  Sabri-Syps,  Miranda  & Dazzy 
Stewart 

Katharine  McLennan,  Susan,  Judith,  Moo  & Jennifer, 

Holly  & Angelica,  and  all  the  Grands  and  Great- 
grands 

Gerry  & Elaine  Miller,  Samantha,  Hannah  & Jordan 
Jean  Moore  & Steve  Rubin  Wishing  all  Tyringham  friends 
and  neighbors  a happy  holiday  season  and  a happy, 
healthy  2017 

Rainsford  & Judy  Morehouse,  Blessings  and  Peace 
J.  Robert  Moskin  & Lynn  Goldberg  Moskin,  David  & 
Camela  Moskin,  Nancy  Moskin,  Mark  Moskin 


John  Muller  and  Cecilia  Jones 
Roberta  Myers  & Bob  Evans 

Anne  Palmer;  Reese  Palmer,  Walter  Palmer,  Spring  & 

John  Homschek,  Andrew  & Jacob 
In  memory  of  Leroy  Palmer  Jr 
Marge  Palmer  and  family 
Tonio  & Barbara  Palmer,  Caroline,  William  & 

Henrik 

Petey  Perkins,  Louie  & Hobb,  Neddy  & Kathy,  Jamie, 

David  & Kate  & all  the  gang 
Diana  Hitt  Potter;  Horatio  & Liz  & Jeffrey  Potter 
Don  & Lauria  Puntin 

Matthews  Amy  Puntin;  Emma,  Sophia  SAIlie 
Viggo  & Catha  Rambusch;  Edwin  & Sharon, 

Kenzie  & Pierson;  Martin  & Marjorie,  Nicholas, 

Jackson  & Fritz;  Neil  & Lucia,  Marygrace, 

Katrin  & Cecila  Adam;  Kristin  & Sandy  von  Thelen 
Mary  & Ozzie  Rathbun 
Peggy  Reber  & Dennis  Shapson 

Chuck  Reich  and  Carol  Hill  Albert;  Benjamin,  Thao,  Hosea 
& Tobias  Reich  of  Hanoi,  Vietnam;  Gabriel,  Ranee  & 
Isabella  Reich  of  Richmond,  Va 
Margaret  Olds  Richards  & the  Luchars:  Barrie;  Alex, 

Poppy,  Thomas,  Robert  & Catherine;  Charles;  Jim, 
Betsy,  Ian  & Teddy 
Michael  Rood  and  family 
Tim,  Molly,  Dakota,  & Benjamin  Schaefer 
Judy  & Tom  Sides 

Charles  & Alice  Slater;  Julie;  Bill  & April,  Garrett  & Luke 
Roche;  Ryan  & Melissa,  Ethan,  Emma  Slater;  Andrew  & 
Lindsey,  Owen,  MacKenzie  Slater,  Chas  & Ellen 
Gonnello;  Rob  & Liza,  Bobbie  & Calla  Taylor;  Craig 
Slater  & Melissa  Maiorella 
Peggy  Snider,  Gypsy  Snider,  Laska  Leonard,  Galia 
Leonard,  Lorenzo  Pisoni  & Jes  Kelly,  Leandro  Kelly 
Pisoni 

Edward  & Anne  Studzinski 

In  loving  memory  of  Gerald  and  Reed  Swart,  Season’s 
Greetings  from  St  Augustine  and  Lenox,  Ruth  Swart, 

Sally  & Herb  Schild 

Rachel  Urquhart  & John  Herrera,  Theo  & Simon,  Trixie  & 
Elvis  & Tina 

Brian  & Sidney  Urquhart 
Gordon  & Kate  Van  Orman  & family 
Sisters  of  the  Visitation 
The  Wasserman  family 
Joe  Wilkinson  & Darleen  Wilkinson 
In  memory  of  Mike,  Evelyn  & Ken  Winters 
Bert,  Karen,  & Chad  Williams; 

Keith,  Sandi,  Ashley, 

Linsey  & Cayce  Williams;  Tim, 

Diane  & Dominic  Williams 
Mark  & Liz  Williams 
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